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Max pushed his glasses up his nose as he navigated the crowded hallway, keeping his head down and shoulders hunched. The familiar weight of his overstuffed backpack pulled at his narrow frame. Students streamed past in clusters, their voices creating a wall of noise that made him want to shrink further into himself.

"Yo, Max!"

He looked up to see three familiar faces approaching. Jake, tall and lanky with perpetually messy blonde hair, led the group. Behind him walked Chris, whose athletic build came from weekends spent skateboarding rather than any organized sport. And bringing up the rear was Dylan, whose round face was already lit up with mischief.

"What's up, man?" Jake fell into step beside Max as they continued down the hall.

"Just heading to calculus," Max replied, adjusting his grip on his backpack strap. These three were the closest thing he had to friends, though their relationship existed more out of proximity than genuine connection. They'd started talking to him junior year when Dylan needed help with algebra, and somehow the association had stuck.

"Dude, check this out," Dylan interrupted, already fumbling with his phone. His chubby fingers swiped across the screen with practiced efficiency. "Found this sick new artist on Twitter. The detail work is insane."

Max caught a glimpse of the screen and immediately felt his face flush. A cartoon woman with impossibly large breasts filled the display, her exaggerated proportions rendered in vivid detail. Her pose left nothing to imagination, designed purely for male fantasy.

"Dylan, what the hell," Max muttered, glancing around nervously. "Put that away."

"Come on, look at the shading technique," Dylan persisted, holding the phone closer. "This guy knows anatomy."

"That's not anatomy, that's hentai," Chris said with a laugh. "And you're gonna get us all in trouble."

Max's stomach knotted as he noticed a group of girls approaching from the opposite direction. Sarah Martinez led them, her dark hair perfectly straightened and her expression already shifting toward disgust as she noticed Dylan's phone.

"Seriously, put it away," Max said more urgently, but Dylan seemed oblivious to everything except his screen.

"Look at the way he does the lighting effects," Dylan continued enthusiastically. "The shadows under her—"

"Oh my god, gross," Sarah said loudly as her group passed. Her friends made exaggerated gagging sounds.

"Perverts," another girl muttered, shooting them a look of pure disdain.

Max felt his face burn brighter. He grabbed Dylan's wrist and forced the phone down. "Are you insane? They could report you."

"What? It's just art," Dylan protested, though he finally pocketed the device. "People are so uptight."

Jake shook his head. "Dude, there's a time and place."

"Yeah, and it's not the hallway," Chris added. "Save that shit for your room."

Max's heart was still racing from the encounter. The girls' disgusted expressions reminded him too much of sophomore year, of whispered comments and pointed stares. Being associated with Dylan's perverted behavior made his skin crawl.

They reached the intersection where Max needed to turn toward his calculus class. Jake checked his phone for the time.

"Hey, we're hitting the cinema after school," Jake said. "New Demon Slayer movie finally dropped. You in?"

Max hesitated. Part of him wanted to say yes, wanted to feel normal for once. But the weight of responsibility pressed down on his shoulders.

"I can't," he said quietly. "Got a tutoring session."

"Aw, come on," Chris groaned. "It's Demon Slayer, man. We've been waiting months for this."

"Can't you reschedule?" Dylan asked, still distracted by his phone screen, probably scrolling through more explicit artwork.

Max shifted his backpack to his other shoulder. "It's a new student. I can't bail on the first session."

"Since when do you tutor on Friday afternoons?" Jake pressed. "Thought you kept weekends free."

"Since I need the money," Max replied, his voice barely audible above the hallway noise. He hated talking about his financial situation, hated the way it made him feel different from his classmates who seemed to have endless spending money.

The three friends exchanged glances. They knew Max's situation was tight, though he never went into detail about just how tight.

"Right, forgot about the college fund thing," Jake said awkwardly.

"How much are you making from tutoring anyway?" Chris asked.

"Fifteen an hour," Max said. "Doesn't sound like much, but it adds up. This new student wants three sessions a week, so that's forty-five weekly if it works out."

Dylan finally looked up from his phone. "Forty-five? That's like... a new game every two weeks."

"Or rent money," Max said pointedly. "And textbooks. And application fees."

The reminder of real-world responsibilities seemed to deflate the group's enthusiasm. They existed in the comfortable bubble of teenagers whose biggest worry was weekend entertainment, while Max calculated every expense against his mother's strained budget.

"What subject?" Jake asked, clearly trying to change the mood.

"Math. Some senior who's struggling with calculus."

"Must be pretty desperate to hire a tutor this late in the year," Chris observed. "Graduation's only a few months away."

Max nodded. "That's what I figured. Probably panicking about final grades."

The warning bell rang, echoing through the corridors. Students began moving with more purpose toward their classrooms.

"Alright, we better run," Jake said. "But seriously, if your session finishes early, text us. Movie doesn't start until seven."

"Yeah, maybe," Max replied, though he knew he wouldn't. Even if the tutoring ended quickly, he'd probably spend the evening reviewing his own coursework or helping his mother with household tasks.

"Later, man," Chris called as they headed toward their respective classes.

Dylan waved distractedly, already pulling his phone back out.

Max walked alone toward calculus, his thoughts churning. The encounter with Dylan's inappropriate content had left him unsettled, reminding him of his own complicated relationship with sexuality and desire. The humiliation from sophomore year had created a deep aversion to anything remotely sexual in public settings.

He pushed through the classroom door just as the final bell rang, sliding into his usual seat at the back corner. Mrs. Henderson was already writing equations on the whiteboard, her chalk scratching against the surface in steady rhythm.

Max pulled out his notebook and mechanical pencil, grateful for the familiar comfort of mathematics. Numbers didn't judge or humiliate. They followed logical rules and produced predictable results. Unlike people.

As Mrs. Henderson began explaining derivatives, Max's mind wandered to his upcoming tutoring session. He'd received the request through his mother, whose coworker had a daughter needing help with calculus. The mother had seemed desperate, willing to pay his full rate without negotiation.

Max had accepted immediately, despite his general policy of avoiding female students. The money was too important to refuse, and he'd convinced himself he could maintain professional distance. It was just math, after all. How complicated could it be?

He copied the equations from the board mechanically, his pen moving in practiced strokes. The afternoon stretched ahead of him, filled with the familiar rhythm of classes and note-taking, before his carefully ordered world would be disrupted by this new tutoring arrangement.

For now, though, he could lose himself in the safety of calculus, where problems had solutions and everything made perfect sense.

* * *
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Ella's sneakers slapped against the concrete as she sprinted toward the school building, her chest heaving with each desperate breath. The morning air was crisp against her flushed face, but that wasn't why her cheeks burned crimson. With every stride, her massive breasts bounced violently beneath her thin cotton t-shirt, the fabric straining against the overwhelming weight and volume of her 32K chest. The sports bra she'd thrown on in her rushed morning routine was completely inadequate for the task, designed for normal proportions rather than her anime-character physique.

The movement was impossible to ignore. Her breasts swayed and jiggled with such dramatic motion that she could feel the pull on her shoulders and back with each step. The underside of her chest rubbed against her ribcage, already tender from the constant friction of ill-fitting bras. She pressed one arm across her torso in a futile attempt to minimize the bouncing, but it only made running more awkward and drew even more attention to what she was trying to hide.

Students walking toward the building turned to stare as she rushed past. Boys' conversations died mid-sentence as their eyes tracked her movement, their gazes fixed on the hypnotic sway of her chest. Girls whispered behind cupped hands, their expressions mixing envy and disgust. Ella's face burned hotter with each stolen glance, her mortification growing with every witness to her humiliating display.

"Shit, shit, shit," she gasped under her breath, checking her phone as she ran. The time displayed 8:47 AM, thirteen minutes past the start of first period. How had she managed to oversleep again? She'd set three alarms, but somehow her exhausted brain had dismissed them all in her sleep-addled state.

The school's main entrance loomed ahead, its glass doors reflecting her disheveled appearance back at her. Her long blonde hair had escaped its hasty ponytail, wisps sticking to her sweaty forehead and neck. The light blue t-shirt she'd grabbed from her floor clung to her damp skin, outlining every curve of her impossible hourglass figure. At 5'6" with measurements that defied human anatomy, 48-26-44, she looked like she'd stepped out of a perverted artist's fantasy rather than real life.
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