Sabrina the Substitute Teacher in Wood Shop
By Ewong

After Sabrina’s embarrassing assignment of washing a statue of her naked figure, she was so humiliated that she wanted to quit her job and find another school that would welcome her experience. However, she realized only Jessica knew for certain that the statue was of her, but she couldn’t trust the girl not to tell her friends and classmates. So, she made it her sole purpose to make sure Jessica wouldn’t tell another living soul the truth about that infernal statue. She was sure that the whole of the student body, as well as their parents, would be ogling the statue and comparing its solid bronze attributes to the soft flesh she was covering. 
She marched inside the building to ask for a room assignment from Mr. Head, and he was elated at her attitude, remarking that he wished more substitute teachers were like her. She welcomed the flattery, but asked if he actually had any jobs for her.

“Oh, yes. Mr. Barnables, the wood shop teacher, had to leave suddenly when his arthritic hip acted up and he couldn’t stand up and help the students with their projects. I think Jessica is in that class, and should help you should you need it.”

“Oh, thank you, Rick. I’ll do my best to make sure they’re safely working on their projects!”
Sabrina grabbed the key from Mr. Head’s open palm and darted toward the wood workshop. At this point, it should be known that Jessica has been talking about Sabrina’s “mishaps” along with the students from those classes to corroborate. As such, a large portion of the student body knows that she has a difficult time keeping her clothes on around Jessica. So, when Jessica made sure Mr. Barnables went home sick today (Salmonella really works quick!), she told everyone that Sabrina would be gracing their room with her presence. 
Wearing a light sundress, she entered the workshop as if she knew what she was doing. She got to what she thought was her desk, but stepped away when she saw the circular blade sticking out of it.

“Careful, Teach! Wouldn’t want nothing messing up that pretty face of yours!” Jessica teased.

The room erupted in laughter, half for the joke, but also the flimsy allusion to the statue. Sabrina cleared her throat and began her introduction.

“Now, I know you all have your assignments, so I’ll let you have at them. I’m afraid I can only assist you for safety precautions as I have no idea how these machines work.”

Jessica smiled inwardly at Sabrina’s admission. She was going to have a LOT of fun! As the students went about their projects, Sabrina tried to keep a watchful eye on her pupils, making sure they wore eye protection and weren’t being careless around the sharp tools.

“Teach, could you come here for a sec?” Jessica called.

Sabrina trudged over to her problem student and tried to figure out what she was making.

“Yes, Jessica?”

“Oh, I just wanted to know if you thought this looked like a pickle. I’m trying to make a pickle, but I’m worried that it looks more like a zucchini, banana, or a wiener.”

“A…a WHAT?!” Sabrina’s face turned crimson. Half from ager, half from embarrassment.

“You know, Teach. A wiener! I could really go for one right now!”

A few chuckles emerged from the background.

“I will not allow such language, young lady!”

“What? I’m hungry. I can’t have a hankering for some hot dogs?” Jessica asked innocently.
“You really try my patience, Jessica.”

“And you DRY mine. Are you going to help me or not?”

“Very well. I think it’s a lovely pickle, and anyone who says different is jealous.”

“Thanks. Let me just carve off this last bit…” Jessica intoned.

The girl picked up a small, but sharp-looking, knife from the table and made to whittle the pickle. Jessica mimicked the action being difficult before swinging her arms outward, and toward Sabrina. The woman had no time to react and took a large step back. Jessica smiled as she saw her plan work perfectly. Directly behind Sabrina was a lathe where another student was currently turning a block of wood into a baseball bat. The problem with lathes, is that they spin very fast, and if something would get caught, say an article of clothing, it will spool around the late until either the garment ripped off or made it so tight, the wearer suffers minor injuries. In Sabrina’s case, her light dress didn’t stand a chance. Once the fabric touched the lathe, it spooled so fast, the dress essentially ripped off her body!
Luckily, she regained her balance before she fell onto the lathe, and that would’ve been worse on her bare flesh. She took a moment to compose herself before taking stock of her cover. She was relived that she was alright, but was embarrassed by being stripped in front of the students again. She at least looked on the bright side that she still had her bra and panties on, a fact not lost on Jessica, nor the other students.

“Just a minor mishap. Everything’s fine!” she proclaimed to the class. 

Sabrina went to extricate her dress from the lathe, but saw it really would be a futile effort. However, the student needed to continue working on his project, so the dress had to be removed one way or another. Jessica was first with a pair of scissors, making cuts everywhere. Sabrina wasn’t sure such small cuts were necessary, but she didn’t want to come between Jessica when she held sharp tools. After a few minutes, the lathe was cleared and everything went back to normal. Except for the fact the teacher was now conducting class in her underwear.
A student soon asked for Sabrina’s assistance with a project, and she quickly stood next to the girl making a pizza paddle. The girl was in cahoots with Jessica, so she made sure Sabrina leaned over to “inspect the beauty of the grain”. Jessica readied her hacksaw and drew back at the right moment. With her arm pulled back, over Sabrina’s ample bottom, the saw’s teeth found Sabrina’s panties. With a quick thrust forward, the garment’s waistband was severed. The remnants quickly cascaded down to Sabrina’s ankle, to everyone else’s enjoyment.
“Jessica, you did that on purpose!”

“Sorry, Tech. It was just bad timing. I was just trying to make a stand for my wooden pickle. It’s just so HARD!”

The students chuckled at the pun, but Sabrina wasn’t laughing. She cupped her hands over her exposed vulva and carefully walked to her desk.  She managed to extricate the ruined garment and promptly threw it in the trashcan. She sat down, vowing NEVER to stand up for the remainder of the lesson. That sentiment was a bit on the nose, as she soon found she really COULDN’T stand up! Her bare ass was glued to the seat! Further, she tried to pry herself off by using her hands by her hips, but they became stuck as well!
“My finish! It’s ruined!” Jessica screamed.

The girl rushed over to Sabrina, acting like she’d just sat on her cherished pet.

“I know you’ve had it out for me before, but this is a new low, Teach!”
“What? What did I do?”

“You know full well that I’ve been waiting for that chair’s finish to dry the entire time, but you just had to sabotage my grade! It’s ruined now!”

“Oh my, I had no idea. I just thought this was the teacher’s chair.”

“The teacher’s desk is over there! This is where all the finished projects are left!”

Sabrina looked to where the desk was supposed to be, and could distinctly see pencils, paper, and even a stapler on the table, indicating its normal use.

“I’m truly sorry, Jessica. I didn’t mean for you to get a bad grade. I’ll tell Mr. Barnables when he gets back to make sure he gives you full marks on this project.”

“It’s not for THIS class, Teach. It’s for the Pep Rally after class.”

“Oh, I’m sure the school will let you use another chair…”

“I made it special for you, Teach! You were supposed to be front and center, as the inspiration for the school!”

“Really?”

“Yes, and now you’ve ruined your own seat!” Jessica whined, near tears.
“I’m sure we can still a different chair…”

“But you’re still stuck to this one! You can’t possibly attend the Pep Rally dressed in only a bra!”

“For once, we agree on something.”

“I got it! That bra has to go.”

“And, we’re back to being polar opposites…”

“No, we can cover you in body paint, Teach! It will cause quite a stir, but it should work. What do you think?”

“I suppose I have little choice, don’t I?”

“YAY!!!!”

After the bell rang, Jessica went to work. She quickly cut off Sabrina’s bra, and threw it away. She took body paint from the art room in the school’s colors: Red and White. Their mascot was The Chili Pepper. Jessica covered Sabrina’s body in white paint, then went about painting red Chili shapes all over her body. Of course, she had to cover Sabrina’s nipples with them as well, but she added a few slogans on her chest: HOT AND SPICY!!! READY TO EXPLODE!!!
“Teach, I didn’t want to ruin my surprise earlier. This isn’t a wooden pickle. It’s a wooden Chili! I made a special stand for it on the front of the chair!”

Jessica revealed a wide wooden dowel that was attached to the now painted Red Chili Pepper. She went to see where to put it, but Sabrina’s legs were in the way. No matter how hard she tried, her legs were in the way. Jessica had planned this, and she saw the place she REALLY intended to put it was wide open. Sabrina was shocked to feel the dowel enter her vulva and penetrate a full five inches before Jessica stopped.

“Jessica, please. What are you doing?”

“Just trying to make you pretty, Teach. I almost forgot…”

Jessica reached down and flicked a switch. The Chili Pepper sprung to life as it began to wiggle side to side. Sabrina thought it looked cute, until she felt some…unintended side effects through the dowel.
“Jessica, um…”

“Isn’t it cute? I took the motor out of a drill, and hooked it up to this lever system so all it does is spin and it makes the Chili dance!”

Before Sabrina could protest, she was being wheeled to the auditorium.

“Get ready, Teach! I’m sure many in attendance today won’t wanna forget this!”

To Be Continued…
