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IT WAS A FREAK ACCIDENT. Alba was only five minutes away from her home in Tampa, Florida, when the golf ball plunged through the driver-side window of the car in the opposite lane. It came from such a steep angle and smashed into the driver’s temple. It all happened too fast for Alba to register the event. She was lost in thought on other matters, focusing on nothing but operating her vehicle. When the approaching car with an unconscious driver veered straight at her, she didn’t even have time to be surprised.

Being of such petite stature, her seat was all the way forward. The next series of unfortunate events left her concussed with a broken jaw, knocking out several teeth, and a broken right forearm requiring two rods and several screws. Other injuries included skull fractures around her left eye and nasal cavity. The initial impact sent her face-first into the steering wheel. A faulty design on the airbag made it deploy a second too late. After she sustained the initial hit into the steering column, the delayed deployment caught her as she rebounded off the steering wheel.

After almost 16 months, an investigation revealed faulty equipment and willful negligence in that these airbags were known to be dangerous and defective. Not only did it deploy late, this airbag used a propellant discovered to explode upon impact, releasing metal shards when subjected to high temperatures. Vehicle interiors in Florida will surpass 100 degrees Fahrenheit within a half hour if a vehicle is left in direct sunlight. Not only that, sixty-three other accidents in cars from this manufacturer all over the southern US were reported before Alba’s accident. 

Alba had a talented attorney... her brother. Though not an injury lawyer, he proved the faulty equipment and the willful negligence to not recall that model of car after they knew it was a problem. The manufacturer and car companies settled with all the customers who sustained injury. The courts made them issue a recall as well as inspect several hundred thousand more vehicles and affirm airbags replacement. 

Of all the injured customers, Alba received the 3rd largest settlement since the two highest resulted in deaths. Alba accepted a settlement offer that left her with $21.2 million lump sum after reimbursing all her medical bills and lost wages. They also covered her court fees, attorney fees, and the bills she paid to see a psychiatrist for the emotional trauma she endured. 

Alba has since ridden in cars, but never driving, and she only sat in the back seat. Uber became her primary source of transportation. Even then, she was skeptical and could easily drop into a full-on panic attack any time a driver had to make a sudden stop in traffic. It got to a point where, before getting into the car, she’d first describe her condition to the driver. Then she would ask if they’d agree to drive uber-conservative so she could contain her nerves. If they agreed, she’d take the ride and tip an extra $20.

She hadn’t worked in more than a year, but she could sustain herself from residuals as in independent writer and columnist. Publishing a minimum of two books a year for nine years allowed her enough income to take some time off, but she lost her column career during that time. With the help of an excellent occupational therapist, she regained full use of her arm after a year. Regaining the dexterity in her fingers turned out to be the tougher challenge. Typing also proved frustrating, but it was easier than threading a needle. 

Alba wrote period romance novels. She focused on time periods when women had zero rights, could not own land, and their only hopes for a good life were to marry well or be high born. Her degree in journalism served her well, but she had a penchant for history, with a particular fascination for European Middle Ages and the eras of royal family plots for power in England, France, and Pope-controlled Italy. 

During her downtime in the hospital and at home, a desire to reinvent herself emerged, but she needed new inspiration. She looked for a modern take on her style, maybe more political from the perspective of a woman in public office... in the ilk of a Hillary Clinton type of character. While the notion of scandal and intrigue appealed to her, the influence of today’s politics made the idea distasteful. She desired something the everyday woman could appeal to. This had to be an everyday woman coursing her way through a man’s world and winning! Everything leaned towards a female corporate executive, but she learned this too screamed of politics, just of a different sort. No, she had to find new inspiration.

The hardest part of her surgical reconstruction was repairing her jaw and teeth. She’d gone through nine surgeries to restore her jawline and muscle repair to bring back her ability to smile. They had to break her jaw in four places to get it aligned correctly again. Being restricted to a liquid diet for 13 weeks, TWICE, proved nigh unbearable. Having her jaw wired shut caused her anxiety, breathing problems, and emotional distress. 

All that lived in her past. She survived it. She worked with her German dentist over the last year, and today she started her week with what would be her last dental visit. Dr. Weisman has had plenty of experience in Alba’s mouth, with the first two times having Alba under general anesthesia. He saw her twice a month, at a minimum, even if only for a checkup. Normally, he’s been able to be friendly, but also strictly professional. However, even his dental assistants could tell a different demeanor in how he related to Alba. 

Her last previous visit included getting provisionary teeth implants replaced with the permanent ones, ensuring a straighter, more aesthetically pleasing smile. The process promised a significant improvement in both function and appearance. However, the only thing left now was a general cleaning, polishing, and some whitening of her teeth. He had no reason to believe he’d see Alba again. He’d stretched out her dental visits as much as he could without making her insurance company suspicious.

This day, as he planned, he’d given one of his two aides a day off and the last one he sent on an errand. He was alone for Alba’s last appointment.

“We’re almost done here, Alba. In another 10 minutes, you won’t ever have to see my masked face again! I’m sure that brings a smile to your face!”

All Alba could do was mumble a “Uh-huh...”. The good dentist was used to this line of communication. It gave him the ability to dictate the conversation and direct it however he saw fit. He steered the topic to her well-being and quality of life.

“Have you been practicing the strengthening exercises?” he asked.

Alba just moaned, “Uh-hmm.”

“Good, good. This is good. And you no longer fear hard candy, nuts? No temperature sensitivity?” he asked.

“Umm-Umm...”

“Good, good... good to hear. And how about the other lifestyle activities? Like say... and please... I don’t mean to overstep. But I am your dentist, and I am trying to help restore your quality of life. So, forgive me for asking, but has your abilities in the area of... oral sex been hindered at all?” he bravely asked.

Alba’s eyes widened, and she tried to focus on his eyes, but he wore goggles and a headlamp. She did not know how to answer, so she just raised her hands as if to say, I don’t know. Dr. Weisman rinsed her mouth and let her use the suction tube. He leaned back, turned off his headlamp, and pulled his mask down. 

“Please, believe me. As your doctor, my concerns are for your overall well-being. It’s my job to ask these questions. Sexual health is normal healthcare, would you not agree?” he asked.

“Yes! Sorry. It just caught me off guard!” Alba said after a rinse.

“You write about such things. I have read several of your books... JUST OUT OF CURIOSITY, you understand! I didn’t think it would startle you so much. I took the liberty...”

“No! You are right!” Alba interrupted. “Umm, you know... I’m not sure! I have had no real... sexual activity in quite a while. I guess you are referring to my ability to give blowjobs. I haven’t done that in so long. I don’t know if I could... I mean, I guess. I think my jaw feels fine. I’m still shy about eating certain hard things, I’ll admit. I won’t crack a pecan shell with my teeth. I don’t know... I guess that comes with time. But blowjobs, I honestly do not know. And I have had no one to, umm... practice on!” Alba admitted, embarrassingly.

“Ah... I see. No problem! I was just asking,” he said, as he pulled his mask up and turned the headlamp back on. He took another ten minutes after he finished needlessly piddling around in her mouth.

“You know... I have known you now for more than a year," said Dr. Weisman. "This is your last visit covered by your insurance. However, how do I put this... if you feel you could use some 'practice', as you said... we could continue privately, if you think this might help.” 

“Practice? Blowjob practice?” Alba asked.

Dr. Weissman immediately felt his dentistry practice could suddenly be in jeopardy. A slight wave of panic shot through his spine and straight up his neck. He felt an incredible urge to clarify and backtrack, but it was unnecessary.

“I would love that!” Alba suddenly blurted out without giving any real thought to prudence. “I’ve wondered about that since the first week after my teeth were wired shut. Eating my meals through that damn tube, having to push the red spout enough to regulate the flow and articulating my tongue to do it made me wonder if I’d ever be able to give head again!”

Dr. Weisman felt that jolt up his spine turn to a cascade of relief washing down the same way it came up. But he wasn’t sure what to say beyond that. And Alba mistook what he meant about continuing privately. In his mind, he imagined coming to her house, but Alba suddenly spun around in the chair and dropped to her knees!

“Ahh... umm... Okay! Just give me a slight minute to clean up and I’ll be right back.”

Alba took a seat in the chair against the wall of this small room. She waited about four minutes for the good doctor to return. She didn’t have to get on her knees since Dr. Weisman approached her in the chair with his cock out. She could smell the alcohol from the wipes he used to clean himself off. He was erect, with average length, but his girth made her afraid. 

She had to open her mouth much wider than she was accustomed. There was pain. Everything up to this point that she had done regarding her mouth was to avoid pain. Biting down on hard candy had been a no-brainer. Now she realized she hadn’t been working her jaw muscles. She could open her mouth well enough, but after a certain point, it felt like her jaw came unhinged and it hurt. Dr. Weisman touched her on the chin when he saw her wince and encouraged her.

“We can do this as many times as necessary,” he said with a half-smile.

Alba took to her task, attempting to engulf the circumference of his rotund cock. She just could not do it. Taking the head was one thing. She could handle that, but just past the glans was a loss. It surprised her and even frightened her to some extent. Years ago, her head game was her signature move to make a dick spit. Sure, she enjoyed fucking and feeling a man come inside her. However, blowjobs used to be her power game.

And then Alba embarked upon the arduous process of writing, a journey fraught with the challenges of overcoming creative blocks, meticulous editing, navigating the complexities of publishing, undertaking relentless promotional efforts, and facing the immense pressure to consistently produce bestsellers; a relentless pursuit that ultimately deprived her of any semblance of normalcy. Her unwavering commitment to her career unfortunately came at the cost of her social life, leaving it gathering dust on a shelf next to her many bestsellers. But to what end? 

She writes about sex through a lens of romance, emphasizing the emotional and passionate connections inherent within intimate relationships. Nonetheless, here she sat, in the dentist's office, with this man’s genitals inches from her face, yet she felt no love or affection towards him at all. With her task fixed firmly in her mind, Alba saw him as a vital element in the equation of achieving her goal. She viewed the situation as strictly transactional, a cold exchange with no room for sentiment. Might this represent the breakthrough she's been hoping for, the spark of inspiration that ignites her creativity and sets her idea in motion? Was this the new direction that had been niggling the back of her brain looking for an exit? 

She tried to warm up her jaws by just focusing on the tip, but that wasn’t working so well. Dr. Weisman endured it, however, it began to exasperate and frustrate his efforts to get over the edge. Above all, he didn’t want to frighten her away or make her feel bad about her inability to bring this to a head. Rather than make this about himself, he begrudgingly pulled away from her, but with some quick and strong encouragement. This would obviously take some work and she’d expressed an interest in making this happen, so why force it? 

Right about that time, he heard the buzz for the back door go off which meant his assistant had returned. Alba wiped her mouth and chin clean, and Dr. Weisman situated himself in a chair in front of her. A minute later, the assistant knocked and opened the door to give a report on her errand. She thought it odd to see the two of them in such proximity, but they were laughing at some joke that she’d apparently missed.

Dr. Weisman told his assistant to prepare Alba’s bill and to put together a goodie bag for her to take home. When she left the room, Dr. Weisman made quick talk on future appointments.

“Alba, this will obviously take some time and that’s okay,” he said. “Of course, I am willing to work with you. I want you to do a few exercises for me. Practice mouth stretches. I’m going to print out some illustrations for you and I want you to do them daily, three times a day in fact, for ten minutes each time. I want to meet you three days a week in the evenings, right after my practice closes. Or I can do five, if you prefer. I can come to your place. I have your address. It doesn’t have to be for any prolonged period, but I think if we give this a solid month, you’ll be fine. Can we agree on that?” 

“Yes. I like that. I have nothing on my calendar for the moment. I can do five days a week. That is fine for me. We can take off on weekends. When can I expect you?” she asked.

“Just before dinner hours. I finish up here at 4:30pm and can meet you at 5:30, give or take 15 minutes.”

“And are we starting today... this evening? Or do you mean starting tomorrow?”

“I have time today!” the good doctor said, trying not to sound too exuberant.

“Alright, can I put my number into your phone... maybe text me when you are on your way?”

“Sure, sure...” said the nice dentist. He pulled out his phone and opened it. She typed in her number. He saved it and then immediately called her. Her phone rang. She killed it and saved his number, then sent a quick “Thanks” text. 

“Oh, and please... call me Sebastian.”

* * *
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ALBA CALLED AN UBER back to her house. It took the
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