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In the dimly lit conference room of the university, Mr. Dennis sat across from one of his students, trying to keep things professional.

"Seth, you're not a kid anymore. If you wanna watch porn, do it at home—not in the middle of class."

"Uh..."

Seth's face flushed a deep red, his eyes darting away like a guilty puppy.

"Sorry! I know it's wrong, but... that girl in the AV? She looks exactly like someone in our class."

"What do you mean?"

Dennis was a guy too, after all. He wasn't above sneaking a peek at porn himself.

"The lead actress... it's gotta be Lucy, right?"

"What...?"

Dennis's voice shot up before he could stop it, surprise hitting him like a slap.

Seth was talking about Lucy, their classmate on the gymnastics team. She was the bubbly type—always chatting up everyone, lighting up the room with her energy.

Seth whipped out his phone and shoved the AV cover under Dennis's nose. Right there, front and center: those stunning, full breasts spilling out, the girl straddling some guy's lap with a wicked, slutty grin. Her thighs were creamy white and smooth as silk, her hair a glossy black cascade. She was drop-dead gorgeous.

Dennis tore his eyes from the screen and fixed them back on Seth.

"Is that really Lucy?"

"Pretty sure. That's why I pulled it up in class—to compare her to the real Lucy side by side."

"..."

Dennis furrowed his brow, chewing on it. The height matched, and those tits? Same size, same perfect shape. But he wasn't sold yet—not without proof.

Seeing the doubt, Seth pressed on. "The actress has a mole on her back. Lucy does too. That convince you?"

Dennis nodded, resolve hardening in his gut. "Okay, yeah—that's her. I'll talk to her when I get a chance, see if she's in some kind of trouble."



That night, back in his apartment, Dennis fired up his laptop and hunted down the video. He hit play, telling himself this was teacher duty, pure and simple. No way was he confronting Lucy without being dead certain.

The scene opened in a school hallway. The girl—wearing a crisp sailor uniform—strode forward with that confident sway, stopping at a door labeled "Conference Room." A delicate wrist pushed it open.
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