Would it be too much to ask that you actually get up and help me with some housework?”
Peyton angrily scarfed down another slice of pizza despite her stomach’s weak protests. Hard and taut, the sloshing pot belly that had busted out from underneath her shredded denim pants had taken the brunt of this breakup ever since it had happened. Peyton wasn’t intent on slowing down any time soon, either.
“I mean honestly, I’m not your mother, I’m your girlfriend—I shouldn’t have to ask you to pick up after yourself!”
The porky punk sniffed dismissively at the echoes of her ex-girlfriend, shifting uncomfortably on the couch as she tried to reposition herself to where the pizza wouldn’t hurt going down. But as far as her actual capacity went, she felt like an overstuffed trash can. Any more and she didn’t even think she could get it to go down her throat…
“That’s the problem with us, Peyton—you lay at home and play video games while I actually go out and work!”
Her throaty moans weren’t of pleasure as she tried to steady her stuffed shape back into a seated position. With her feet up on the coffee table, her belly had been given plenty of room to splay between her chunky legs. She was breathing hard just from moving her stupid body. How in the fuck was she going to get back to the bedroom?
“I swear to God, you used to take better care of this place before I moved in. But now that you’ve got me to pick up after you, you don’t do anything! Anything at all!”
Peyton placed a hand over her taut stomach as she swayed uneasily on the couch. If she fell back down, she doubted that she’d be able to get herself back up again. This stupid comfort food was really weighing her down—how long had it been since her last honest to God binge? She hadn’t been this upset since the last time that she and Suzy had gotten in a fight…
“I-I can’t do this anymore, Peyton.”
Peyton laid her head on the cushions that lined the back of the couch and let out a steady stream of air, fighting back the mist that had formed in her eyes.
“Fuck.” She said it out loud, her voice hoarse from a day of shoveling fast food into her mouth in an attempt to not feel anything, “God fucking dammit, Peyton you really screwed this up.”
In her whole life, Peyton had never really allowed herself to get attached to anybody. Her mom and dad were pricks, her sister was an overachieving brown noser, and she had never really made any friends that were worth a shit back in school. Despite her colored hair, crude language, and wild fashion sense, Peyton had spent her whole life and early twenties just sort of blending into the background. Despite all of her rage, she felt alone on the stage.
So getting to know Suzy—and then, getting to date Suzy—had honestly been one of the best things in her life that had ever happened to her. She was smart, she was cute, she was funny, and she was pretty much the opposite of how Peyton saw herself. She knew how to make money, she knew how to make and meet goals that she had set for herself, and she had gone out of her way to help Peyton as much as possible while they were still…You know, while they were still…
“Fuck this.” She said abruptly, out loud as she grabbed the arms of her couch and pushed herself off of the cushions belly-first, “Nope, not fucking feeling anything today. No way.”
Her spirit bolstered by an absolute refusal to deal with her problems in a mature and healthy way, Peyton toddled hard-tummy first down the hall and into the bedroom. Her cold, dark bedroom where there wasn’t a cute girl in nothing but a lab coat to greet her.
“Stop it, stop it, stop it right fucking now…” her eyes were getting watery again as she came to a halt, “You’re calm, you’re cool, you’re… you’re…”
Peyton choked on her feelings (or maybe it was pizza) as she lumbered over to the bed and sat down at the edge. She needed to collect herself. She’d been alone for her whole life before she’d met Suzy. She’d always been alone. And she’d be okay now that she was alone again. 
No matter how many teardrops fell on the hardwood floor in front of her.
In any other life Peyton would have gone to bed, felt like shit in the morning, and popped an antacid as she tried to get over her recent breakup in the healthiest way that she knew how. She probably would have started working on the carton of ice cream that had been in the freezer, she might have ordered something on DoorDash, or she might have just laid on the couch all day day-drinking. That always brought her spirits up.
However, as she opened her now crying eyes still pointed towards the floor, she couldn’t help but notice the strange blue lights coming from the bottom drawer on the bedside table. It had been Suzy’s side—she must have left it opened when she took all of her stuff and left, and it wasn’t dark enough for anyone to see the soft blue glow.
Peyton ugly snorted as she wiped her face. She was fully intent on smashing whatever stupid thing that her stupid ex-girlfriend had accidentally left in her apartment, and she was willing to wrestle with her stuffed gut to get it. She grunted and groaned, wincing in agony as her stomach sagged to one side under the heft of comfort food that Peyton had piled into it. She squished and pinched and eeked her way over to the bedside table before plunging her hand wrist-deep into the drawer…
“What the fuck?”
“Hi, Peyton!” a small, flat oval shape with a center light said from the speakers on the bottom, “Would you like to activate visual sensors so that I can see you?”
“Uh…” that voice, it couldn’t be… “Sooz?”
“Sure? Okay!” the small disk said in a perky rendition of her ex-girlfriend’s voice, “How’s this?”
As she watched the center light’s projection come into being, Peyton knew right then and there that her life would never be the same…
***
The sound of the vacuum going had never been so sweet in all of Peyton’s life.
“Would you mind picking up your feet, Peyton?”
“Sure thing, Tooz.” The porky punk said with a smile as she lifted her feet off of the coffee table, allowing her hard-light hardbody to squeeze through, “Good job.”
“Thank you, Peyton!” the hologram said enthusiastically, “I’m starting to get the hang of all of your wi-fi integrated appliances!”
“And you’re doing a stellar job.” Peyton chuckled as she leaned back into place, hands placed idly in the chip bowl, “You mind getting me some more when you’re done?”
“Of course, Peyton!”
Admittedly, it was nice to hear Suzy’s voice. Not because it was Suzy’s, but because she sounded happy. It had been a long time since Suzy had sounded that happy to do anything with Peyton—and hearing it again, well… it made things a little easier.
Sure, she wasn’t the real thing. But she was almost better than the real thing! Twosy (that’s a pun on “Suzy” and the number 2 that Peyton was very proud of) didn’t complain about any of the various chores that Peyton sure as hell didn’t want to do around the house, she cooked her meals, she washed her clothes, she was literally the domestic girlfriend that Suzy hadn’t been able to be! No wonder she had been working on this thing before they had split up—it would have made things so much easier for the two of them!
She even came with built-in investing options. This blue-tinted bitch knew how to make money! It would have solved pretty much all of their problems back when they were together—now, she was just going to solve all of Peyton’s!
“Here are your chips, Peyton!” Twosy said with a smile as she handed Peyton the bag, “I noticed that you were out, so I went ahead and ordered some more. Would you be okay with me doing that more in the future?”
“No more shopping lists? Fuck yeah.” Peyton scoffed, her mouth covered in crumbs, “You order whatever you want, Tooz.”
“Excellent!” there were still some robotic sounding phrases and enunciation, but Suzy’s parting gift to Peyton was basically as human as could be—outside of her being ridiculously helpful and overly pleasant, “You can still make shopping lists though. How highly would you rate the need for me to analyze what you like and make sure that we keep stocked with it?”
“Like a…” Peyton blew out a puff of air, “7?”
“Okay! I’ll make sure to notify you if your account balance is below a certain amount before I order anything.”
“Sweet.” Peyton burped, “Good girl, Tooz.”
“I live to please!” the artificial woman said with a smile, “Do you want me to get started on lunch? Or would you rather order in?”
“Oooh…” Peyton licked her lips, “What kind of recipes can you make, Tooz?”
“As many as there on the internet!” she responded chipperly, “I can just analyze the contents of your fridge and list off a couple of choice recipes, if you’d like?”
“Nah, I trust you.” Peyton sighed gratefully as she leaned back, spreading her full length across the couch, “You haven’t let me down so far—I think you can handle a little unsupervised cooking.”
“I’ll get right on it!” 
Okay, sure, she knew that this was kind of weird. Maybe a little sad. Living with a fake version of her girlfriend that was made up with just hard light. But Twosy had been helping her get the apartment back under control—and she was really attentive. Sure she should have been trying to get back in touch with Suzy; but did she really want her girlfriend to come back to their apartment only to see that it was still all messy? That would have just proved that Peyton hadn’t changed!
Once the apartment was clean, like super clean, Peyton could call Suzy and get things fixed up…
“Does artisanal burgers with chives and goat cheese sound good tonight, Peyton?”
“When the fuck did I get goat cheese? Suzy must have bought some before she left…” the chunky punk said aloud, “Sure thing, Tooz!”
A few days of getting her shit straight, getting things back in order… and a little personal time to herself while she was at it. What could possibly go wrong?”
***
“…pick up the phone…”
The dial tone on the other end of the line was deep and mocking in its persistent refusal to end. Peyton had been trying to get in touch with Suzy for the better part of a month now, and every day that she called it just seemed to ring until it went to voicemail.
“Pick… come on, Sooz… pick up the goddamn phone, Sooz…”
“Hi you’ve reached Doctor Suzy Lancaster, I’m sorry that I can’t come to the phone right now, but if you’ll leave a message—”
“UUUUUUGH.” Peyton slammed her finger down on the little red end button, “Tooz, the person who made you is a real passive-aggressive bitch.”
“I’m not sure what I can do to help with that.” The simulacrum of her creator said with a sheepish shrug, “Would you like another massage? Those always seem to put you in a good mood.”
“Sure.” Peyton rolled her eyes as she struggled against her gut, “Help me up, wouldja Sooz?”
“Of course.”
The holographic hottie hoisted Peyton up with both hands. Her form wasn’t stable enough to do much heavy lifting, but she could affect the environment around her with enough force. There were certain workarounds to that, though. She could communicate with pretty much anything that connected wirelessly throughout the house, so there were plenty of other ways that Twosy had learned to help Peyton up after a long day of doing nothing on the couch.
“There you go, Peyton!” Twosie said with an artificial chipperness that seemed more genuine by the day, “Just lay down on the ground whenever you’d like for me to begin.”
In the time that Twosie had come into Peyton’s life, it wouldn’t have been an exaggeration to say that the latter’s co-dependent streak had gotten a little out of hand. Having someone that she could effectively boss around all day and who made money for her and did all of her chores in-between tasks while making sure that all of the bills were paid was fucking lit, and it had taken absolutely no time at all for her to become attached to the holographic hottie that had taken the form of her ex-girlfriend.
Peyton’s pot belly spread across the hardwood as she laid spread-eagle on the floor. The pressure that it placed on her stomach forced a pizza burp up through the pipes as she felt the pressure on her stomach lessen.
“Ugh, sorry about that, Tooz.”
“There’s no need to apologize—are you ready to begin?”
Peyton wasn’t. Not really. Suzy’s base reluctance to pick up the phone and talk to her like an adult was really starting to weigh on Peyton. The longer that she went without hearing her ex-girlfriend’s voice, the more desperate it felt to be hanging out with a holographic simulacrum of her. And the more… complicated… her feelings became.
Maybe that’s why she had been comfort-eating up a storm. It hadn’t been longer than two months and she had probably already put on twenty pounds. Now that Tooz was there to cook for her and take care of all the household chores, and she didn’t make the porky punk feel like shit for not doing anything around the house, there wasn’t much motivation for Peyton to not spend her days spread out on the couch playing video games. In-between the phone calls to Suzy, of course. And the snacks.
“If you don’t mind me saying so, you seem very tense!” Twosie said in a voice that was lower than her normal one, but still a bit uncanny, “I’m going to go a little hard on your shoulders, okay?”
It felt so good, in that moment, to have somebody touch her shoulders. 
“I’m detecting a faster heart rate from you?” Twosie made a face from behind Peyton’s back, “Are you feeling aroused by my touch, Peyton?”
“Wh-Fsh!” Peyton attempted to laugh it off, “No! No way! That’d be… weird! Sick and unnatur—”
“If you are so inclined, I was programmed with certain subroutines that can handle sexual stimulation.” Twosie hadn’t stopped rubbing Peyton as she dropped that bombshell, “Would you like to—”
“YES.”
***
“Ohh… Oh God…”
The whole room was lit with the soft blue that radiated from Peyton’s virtual assistant. Her body, rather than the rich ebony of Suzie’s, glowed in soft hues that she could control. Peyton considered it mood lighting. Her hard light hands were gentle, but strong. And unlike the woman that her likeness was based off of, Twosie was capable of leading in the bedroom. For once in their relationship, it was Peyton’s turn to be the pillow princess and just lie there gripping the sheets.
“Fuck fuck fuck—”
“Do you not like that?” Twosie’s voice could lower to a surprisingly sultry purr, “I can stop?”
“Don’t you dare.” Peyton panted out as Twosie continued to stimulate, tease, and satisfy, “I’m almost… I’m almost there…”
The pudgy punk’s fat pink tongue lolled out as her eyes crossed while her holographic girlfriend adjusted her quasi-corporeal form so that her hand perfectly conformed to the insides of Peyton’s vagina. Vibrating her molecules ever so slightly, Twosie made Peyton’s toes curl as she coaxed another, smaller orgasm out of her. And then another.
“Ohhhhffuuuuuuuuuckkkkk”
Peyton struggled to wave the hard light hottie away as she came down, her flabby chest pumping up and down as she wheezed like a triple crown racehorse. Twosie had fucked Peyton to completion at least three… four times in just the span of…
“Twenty minutes?” Peyton gasped, “Holy… shit… Tooz… you’re amazing…”
“I live to please!” Twosie said in her normal, non-seductive candor, “Did you want me to get started on lunch?”
“Yuh… yeah…” Peyton rasped out, “Sure… knock yourself… hrnnnn… knock yourself out.”
Peyton’s eyelids fell softly as she drifted off into a post coital-nap, only to be awoken a few minutes later by the hologram armed with a sampler platter of all of her favorite foods…
***
Months passed like this, with Peyton successfully splintering off from mooching off of her ex-girlfriend and moving fully onto an emotionally dependent relationship with a hologram that looked just like her, just without the compunctions regarding doing everything around the house and being the breadwinner.
With every one of her needs satisfied beyond their limits, Peyton not only didn’t have much need to leave the apartment anymore, she barely had any reason to leave the bedroom! Twosie could wake her up with breakfast, let her play video games until she inevitably needed a refuel, and then put her ass to sleep two fingers at a time. The motivation to do much anything except live her best life, raking in money via her holographic live-in fixture dwindled to a crawl as more and more of what had constituted her life before began to melt away at an alarming rate.
“Tooooooz?”
“Yes, Peyton?”
“Can you… hfff… can you help me up?”
“Of course, Peyton!”
The ball of blubber plopped out on the bed looked up expectantly, her expression soft and her eyes dewy with exertion as she tried and failed to lift herself up under her own power. 
