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‘Mom, do I really need a tutor?’

‘Dear, I am doing this for your own good. I know you are in college, but you need to get your grades up. Spending fifty thousand dollars a year on a philosophy degree will not get you anywhere, career wise. Being a professional moderator in online chat forums is not a career choice. My bonus went towards your college tuition, so you do not have to walk out of school with over a hundred thousand dollars in debt.’

‘But Mom, really? A tutor?’

‘You are smart enough where you should do ten points higher in your business classes.’

‘Oh man. So who is this tutor?’

‘Lori MacQuell.’

‘No idea who she is.’

Twenty-two years old. A year out of college with a decent job. Your father is not around anymore, so at the very least she can mentor you while bringing your grades up.’

‘Mentor? Really?’

‘Yes, soon you will need to be thinking about jobs. She can help you through the process and took the same classes as you in college.’

Danny sat on the couch dejected that he would have to see a tutor. What did his mom expect? A Business degree was decent enough, but the tutor thing was embarrassing. Why can’t she just let him sit home and stream games all day long like his friends? Streaming was a viable career option. Why did his dad have to divorce his mother? 

Danny picked up his phone to play some games as his mother went about cleaning the new house she bought after her recent divorce from her ex-husband, Bryan.

A few hours later, the doorbell rang. Danny’s mom, Sandy, was in the laundry room calling out for Danny to get the door. Danny just died in the game and was queueing up for the next match. He stopped the queue getting up from the couch to answer the doorbell as it rang a second time.

Hold your horses, Danny thought to himself as he shuffled over to the door forcefully swinging it open.

Standing on the front porch was the definition of a hottie for Danny. This girl had to be two inches taller, no doubt because of her heels, wavy blonde hair stopping two inches below her shoulders. A nice rack that had to be D cups, small waist, and round hips. Her breasts were trying to explode out of her top, showing off her bellybutton while her jeans were so tight they looked painted on.

‘Hi, I am Lori.’

Danny stammered for a second before inviting Lori inside just as his mother was exiting the kitchen from the laundry room.

‘Hello Lori,’ Sandy replied with a smile on her face extending her hand.

‘Hello, Sandy. Is this Danny,’ Lori replied with a smile giving Danny a quick look up and down.

‘Yes, did you say hello Danny?’

‘Hello Lori, nice to meet you,’ Danny muttered trying to keep from staring at Lori who walked past him. Her ass was just as sweet. Nice and round just like he liked it. Maybe this would not be so bad. They were only two years apart. He was a junior, and she was out of school. Yeah, this could work in a few ways, Danny thought to himself.

‘I will talk with Lori on the back patio and then you two can chat for a bit. OK?’

‘Yeah, sure. That is cool,’ Danny replied trying his best to look cool wondering if he should go upstairs and change his shirt.

Sandy and Lori walked through the kitchen out onto the backyard patio, where they sat down starting to chat between themselves. Danny amused himself with his games for a bit when suddenly someone sat down on the couch next to him.

‘Hey there. What game?’

‘Final Glory,’ Danny muttered trying to look cool. His first glance told him it was Lori, so he had to be chill. Man was she hot, he said to himself.

‘The battle royale game?’

‘Yeah. I have a tryout for a pro team in two weeks. You play?’

‘Used to. Feel like I mastered it so I got bored and moved on.’

‘Yeah.’

‘What is your KD? Why did you hot drop on that plane angle?’

‘Huh? Three.’

‘Mine was nine last season doing solo duos. Got bored with solos and all the great players play solo duos.’

‘Nine, yeah right.’

‘No, seriously. Why are you hot dropping there?’

‘It has the best loot, duh.’

‘That is not a good reason. No wonder your KD is so low.’

‘I suppose you can do better.’

‘Let me try a game.’

‘Here,’ Danny said handing Lori the phone trying not to be a jerk but play it cool. Girls sucked at video games like this. It was all guys, all the time.

Danny watched as Lori fumbled around for a moment with the settings retooling the sensitivities and gyroscope.

‘Don’t worry. I will change it back when I am done,’ Lori said, entering a solos match getting her fingers used to the controls.
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