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Rubbing my sweaty hands over my jeans, the sound of the drill pierced my ears. Taking deep 

breaths in and out my heartbeat slowed.  

‘Alice Emily May,’ called the dentist.  

Walking into the room, I was greeted by the dentist. He was a very plump balding 

man, his mouth spread wide, revealing his pointy shark-like gnashers. His face was moulded 

around his rectangular thin framed glasses, pushing into his temples.  

‘Are you looking forward to having straight teeth?’ 

I stared at him, his menacing grin widened, almost cartoon-like.  

He began lowering me back into the chair. Hovering over me he came closer. I felt the 

warmth of his breath on my face. His fingers were podgy and fat, inflating the gloves almost 

to the point of bursting. After a while of what seemed like a lifetime of poking, prodding and 

looking at my teeth, he sighed.  

At this moment I felt a slight vibration on my forearm, followed by a massive 

grumble that echoed around the room. 

‘I think I’m a little bit hungry,’ he chuckled, wheeling himself towards his desk and 

pulling out a sandwich. It was filled with turkey, lettuce, tomato and smothered in 

mayonnaise.  

Without taking off his gloves he clamped a fierce grip on the sandwich and proceeded 

to take a huge bite out of it. 

I watched as the turkey, lettuce and tomato swirled around his mouth similar to the 

clothes in my washing machine. He caught my eye, put the sandwich down and wiped his 

mouth free from the mayonnaise. 

‘Oh, I’m sorry how rude of me!’ 

He wheeled back over to me. I thought finally he’s going to carry on. Moving closer 

he whispered, ‘Do you want a bite?’ 

Mouth still open, I shook my head.  

He picked up the cup of mouthwash intended for me, took a huge swig and didn’t spit. 

 


