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Philippe stared at his math homework as if it might bite him. "Three and three-quarters plus five and two-thirds..." he muttered. "Why can't numbers just be whole?"

"Ah, fractions!" Harris looked up from where he was alphabetizing Philippe's sock drawer by smell. "Nature's way of teaching us that we're all just parts of a greater whole. Speaking of holes..." The unicorn's horn began to glow.

"Wait, are we about to—" Philippe felt the familiar shift in reality. "Oh no."

"Oh yes!" Harris declared cheerfully. They now stood in what looked like the world's most chaotic pizzeria. The walls were made of giant rulers, the floor tiles were multiplication tables, and the air smelled like marinara sauce and graphing paper. A sign hung overhead: "PIZZAMETRY — WHERE EVERY SLICE IS A FRACTION OF FUN!"

"Welcome to the Pizza Dimension!" Harris announced, now wearing a chef's hat over his horn and a "Kiss the Unicorn" apron. "Where fractions aren't just math — they're lunch!"

A pizza flew past them like a frisbee. Behind the counter, a stressed-looking operator was trying to handle multiple orders.

"HELP!" she called out. "I'm Ms. Pizzini, the owner. Everything's gone wrong since our Fraction Calculator went on vacation!"

"The what?" Philippe asked.

"The magical being who makes sure all our pizzas are cut into exactly the right fractions," she explained. "Without them, the pizzas are rebelling! Look!"

A nearby pizza had been cut into completely uneven slices. As they watched, it began to spin and hover, shooting pepperoni like tiny projectiles.

"Incorrect fractions cause chaos here," Harris explained, ducking under a barrage of angry olives. "It's simple pizza physics."

"Nothing about this is simple," Philippe protested as a calzone bounced off his head.

"ORDER UP!" Ms. Pizzini shouted. "We need one pizza cut into three and three-quarter sections, and another into five and two-thirds! Can you help?"

Philippe's eyes widened. Those were the exact fractions from his homework.

"Here's your chance," Harris said, handing Philippe a pizza cutter that glowed like a lightsaber. "Remember: in Pizza Dimension, getting the math wrong doesn't just mean losing points — it means losing lunch."



Philippe stared at the first pizza. "Okay... for three and three-quarters, I need to first cut it into four equal parts..." He made two perpendicular cuts.

"Good!" Harris encouraged, while using his orange creamsicle eye-beams to fend off a gang of miscalculated breadsticks.

"Then I take three of those parts..." Philippe continued, "and cut one of the quarters into four smaller pieces... and take three of those small pieces!"

The pizza glowed with approval. No angry toppings in sight.

"Now for five and two-thirds," Philippe said with growing confidence. "First, cut into three equal parts..." He demonstrated. "Then I need five whole pieces plus two of the thirds..."

"Which means?" Harris prompted, while somehow eating a slice of the demonstration pizza without anyone seeing him take it.

"Which means I need another whole pizza, cut the same way, and take two more pieces!" Philippe finished triumphantly.

The pizzeria suddenly calmed. The floating pizzas settled gently back onto their pans. The pepperoni ceased their aerial assault.

"Perfect!" Ms. Pizzini cheered. "You've restored order to the Pizza Dimension! As a reward, here's a Pizza Protractor. Just don't let it near any pineapple — it's very traditional."



Back in Philippe's room, he looked at his math homework with new understanding. The problems seemed much clearer now, though he did have to stop himself from drawing little pizza slices in the margins.

"Harris," Philippe said, "I have a question. Did we really need to go to another dimension just to learn fractions?"

"Of course not," Harris replied, now wearing a graduation cap made of pizza crust. "But wasn't it more fun than using a calculator?" He punctuated his point with a thunder-fart that made all the papers on Philippe's desk reorganize themselves by numerical value.

"I guess so," Philippe admitted, writing down his answers. "But next time, could we visit a dimension that serves dessert?"

"Funny you should mention that," Harris said, his horn beginning to glow again. "I know this great place that teaches decimal points through cosmic cookie division..."

"No, wait—" Philippe began, but they were already gone, leaving behind only the faint scent of marinara sauce and the sound of distant pizza-based mathematics.
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