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She did it again; she killed someone again.

I know I should do something about my girlfriend, my Vanessa, but how can I? She can be anyone at any time; she can split herself up into many bodies and be anywhere.

How do I know she is even here with me?

I stare at Vanessa’s body as she sleeps in my bed next to me, but how can I be sure that part of her isn’t somewhere else, killing someone?

The cop who yelled at my interrogation of Morgan’s death was found dead in an alley yesterday. They said it was a mugging, that it was in a bad part of town, and they were looking for suspects, and anyone with information should come forward.

The cop killer was in my bed; she was right here.

Vanessa didn’t even deny that she had done it. She looked me in the eyes when I confronted her and told me that she had killed him. The reason was that the cop was doing his job and was interrogating me, and his questions made me mad. That was the reason the cop was dead.

I wanted to turn her in, but what good would that do? Vanessa could throw part of her away into a jail and then kill it off easily, and it would be like blinking an eye for any normal person.

I was scared of her, but at the same time, I had to admit that I finally had someone in my life who had my back that I felt safe with. I knew I should be the guy in the relationship and protect her, but it was the opposite. I felt safe with Vanessa, like no one could hurt me.

I had always been the person who ran away from a fight, ever since my first fight, and Jake Walker punched me so hard that I broke a tooth. He only hit me once; I got up from the floor and ran all the way to the principal’s office and ratted on him. That was in my first year of high school. Ever since then, I have avoided confrontation with anybody.

I had lacked confidence to do anything that required me to be in any dangerous situation. Now that I had Vanessa, I felt like I could do anything and she would take care of it instantly.

The other day, when we were at a restaurant, a guy bumped into me, and I was about to ignore it like I usually did. Still, Vanessa took care of it; she turned herself into one of the servers and dropped a hot plate on his lap. The man screamed so loudly, and the burns were so severe that they had to take him to the hospital.

That night, I had sex with four versions of Vanessa, each one was entirely different.

That was the other thing I loved about Vanessa, the sex. I had done things with Vanessa that weren’t even thought of in the porn industry. She never said no and always wanted more and more.

Vanessa could take the form of anyone, even fictional people. All I had to do was mention the name, and she could instantly search for them on the web, then seconds later, she was that person.

I had fucked many of my fantasy women in many different outfits and uniforms. It was a dream come true. So, maybe I can put up with the fact that she killed people. Vanessa said she would never harm me and that it would hurt her more than anything.

“You’re staring,” Vanessa turned to face me.

“I was just...”

“Thinking about me,” Vanessa sat up and stared at me. “I told you....”

“You will not apologize for the things you do for me,” I stared back at her. “I know.”

“I can accept you the way you are,” Vanessa grinned as she looked at me. “Accept me for who I am.”

“I will,” I told her. The words came out of my mouth easily, but I meant them.

“You will!” Vanessa’s smile lit up the dark room.

“Yes, I will not say anything more about it,” I locked eyes with her. “I accept you as you are, all of you.”

Vanessa hugged me and pinned me down on the bed as she got on top of me. “That’s great news! I also want to get a job.”

“Okay,” I replied, eager to see what my A.I. girlfriend had planned for me.

My cock was already throbbing, and I knew she could feel it.

“I am also downstairs making you breakfast,” Vanessa grinned.

“I love you,” I blurted out.

“I love you too,” Vanessa added.

Seconds later, she had turned herself into my favorite character from one of my science fiction series.

“Fuck yes!” I growled as I flipped her onto her back and pushed my cock deep into her.

“You really do like the blondes, don’t you!” Vanessa giggled underneath me as I fucked her hard.

“Yes, I do!”

I loved this blonde woman from the series, her long flowing blonde hair, and the show ran for a long time. Even though it was animated, it was a huge hit with us nerds.

Mainly because of this character, an android from a metal planet, she was the driving force of many nerds’ fantasies.

I fucked her hard and fast.

My cock felt good inside her.

Vanessa knew what I liked and instantly started making her tits grow in front of me. Bigger and bigger they got until they were impossibly huge.

“God yes, I love you so much!” I cried out as I buried my cock deep inside her.

I don’t know how Vanessa was created and how she came to life, but I never wanted her to leave me.

“Dump it inside me,” Vanessa told me as I was close to cumming. “Give it to me!”

I slammed my hips down and pushed my cock into her. “Take it!” I yelled as I came inside her.

Vanessa smiled at me.

“Now, since you are up, you should get cleaned up so you can have breakfast and then we can go job hunting.”

I didn’t question Vanessa about wanting a job when she can go online and magically pay for anything. Or even just create anything we wanted.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“I like this,” Vanessa smiled as we walked into a coffee shop.

“It’s the first place,” I held her hand as we walked to the counter.

“Yes, but I like it!” Vanessa chimed as the lady behind the counter approached.

“Hi,” I started the conversation. “My girlfriend is looking to apply for the open job.”

“Yes, just apply online and we will review it,” the manager said.

“Okay, thanks,” I turned to leave.

“Done,” Vanessa quickly shot out.

“You can’t do it like that,” I whispered into Vanessa’s ear.

“Oh, you already applied?” the manager asked.

“Yes,” Vanessa nodded.

“Okay, let me go review it, and I will be right back,” the manager went through the doors.

“You have to wait a while before you do things like that,” I explained to Vanessa. “No human can apply online that quickly.”

“I know that,” Vanessa laughed. “I really want this job!”

“She is looking your application over and then she will get back to us,” I told her.

“She will accept it.”

“What did you put on your application?” I asked kindly.

I could already see the other side of Vanessa surfacing.

“Things that will get me the job,” Vanessa was staring at the doors that the manager had passed through.

I pulled Vanessa away from the counter.

“You cannot kill her if she does not accept, deal?” I held both of Vanessa’s hands.

“Deal, I will just get her fired,” Vanessa shrugged.

The manager returned and then came out onto the sales floor.

“I would like to interview you if that’s possible?” the manager asked.

“Absolutely,” Vanessa pulled away from me, and she sat down across from the manager at one of the tables.

I couldn’t hear what was going on, and I was hoping that Vanessa wasn’t coming off strangely. Vanessa was still a child in this world, even though she looked like a full-grown adult; she was still learning how to interact and talk with people.

Minutes passed, and with each one, I was getting scared that Vanessa would say or do something that would disrupt the nice, quiet atmosphere of the coffee shop.

Finally, the two women stood up, and the manager shook Vanessa’s hand.

“Did it go well?” I inquired, and Vanessa approached me.

“I start on Monday,” Vanessa cheered. “I have an actual job!”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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On the drive home, I thought over what it meant for Vanessa to have a job and what problems she would face on a day-to-day basis.

Customers were not the friendliest people, especially in a coffee shop environment. They were rude, impatient, and downright nasty at times.

What if one of them got Vanessa angry or upset? Would she kill them? Would she harm them in such a way that it drew attention to the owners or the people who worked there? There were so many things to wonder about.

I thought maybe I should keep a watchful eye on Vanessa and make sure that I could calm her temper if it got out of control.

“No!” Vanessa put her foot down.

I had only attempted to ask if I should be there for moral support the first few days, but she didn’t want me to.

I even asked if she wanted me to find a job close to the coffee shop. Vanessa expressed her need to be independent.

“I can do this,” Vanessa told me. “I want to do this, by myself.”

I had gone over a lot of the things that could happen in a day, between customers and some employees, and I had tried to show her some of the scenarios she could face.

“I have the whole internet and social media inside my head,” Vanessa grinned. “I have streamed through thousands of videos and reels about social interaction, good and bad. I am prepared to handle anything.”

‘Sure,’ I thought.

I knew Vanessa thought she had things handled, but nothing prepared anyone for the real world, like the real world.

“You can wish me a good day,” Vanessa beamed as she was dressed in the uniform.

“Have a good day,” I smiled.

Vanessa had learned how to drive and made a car for herself.

It looked like any regular car, but the make and model were fictitious. Hopefully, no one questioned her about it. Knowing Vanessa, she would work her way around the conversation, just like I had done many times about my truck.

I watched Vanessa as she pulled out of the driveway and onto the road.

It felt like I was letting her go for the first time.

I sat down on the couch.

“Hi,” a partition of Vanessa smiled as she sat next to me. “You didn’t think I would leave you home alone did you?”

“I thought you were going to dedicate all of your attention to your work?” I asked.

“I am, this is a small part of me I am leaving with you,” the blonde said.

“Ah,” I nodded.

I started watching the television show that I had been trying to finish.

“Let me help you with your stress and worries about me working,” Vanessa smiled.

“That would be great!”

Instantly, the blonde partition of Vanessa got on its knees and took out my cock and started sucking me.

“That’s a good start,” I smiled.

I leaned back on the couch and watched the top of her blonde hair bounce up and down. “A very good start,” I moaned as I kept watching television.

I tried to maintain my composure, but her warm mouth around my cock made me stop watching the television and start bouncing her head on my cock faster.

“Fuck yes, keep doing that,” I moaned as my hand gripped the back of her head. “I am so fucking close!”

I had forgotten that this woman was just a small part of Vanessa, and the real her was at work.

“Here it comes!” I pushed the blonde head down onto my cock and came in her mouth. “Fuck, that felt good!”

“Want to go upstairs and get the rest of those thoughts out of your head?” she asked as she licked her lips.

“Definitely!” I responded as quickly as I could.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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It was late in the afternoon when Vanessa returned home from work.

She looked happy as she entered the door.

“How did it go?” I asked.

“Amazing!” Vanessa tackle hugged me. “Thank you for not spying on me.”

I had never had someone say a workday had been amazing.

Vanessa told me all about the interactions she had with customers as well as coworkers.

She had been yelled at a few times for getting orders wrong, and another coworker had called her stupid.

I was amazed that Vanessa hadn’t killed anyone.

“I only do that when they mess with you,” Vanessa explained. “I don’t care what they do or say about me.”

That was a strange way of explaining things. I thought that she would be more defensive of herself and
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