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“Hour Glass Dental. This is Kay. How may I help you?” 


It doesn't necessarily matter who is on the other end of that line. I can guarantee the caller will be in one of three moods: annoyed, disappointed or downright livid. I swear, one of these days, an angry caller will crawl out of the phone receiver and wring my neck! 


Different calls require solutions that the Receptionist cannot solve.  Billing statements get routed to our Team Manager, Veronica. Insurance claims and discount plans are done over the phone by our Assistant Team Manager, Marissa. And of course, with any clinical inquiries like bleaching trays or swollen wisdom teeth, I have to retrieve a Dentist to help me to field those questions. 


“I know you have an overdue balance on a bill, and you aren’t sure why you owe so much money. Well, our Team Manager is still not available to help you. Yes, I know you called yesterday. And last week. I am sorry, but I will remind the Team Manager that she needs to contact you...” The caller screams out a few choice words at me and immediately hangs up. 


I have been working as the Receptionist at Hour Glass Dental for about a year now. I am the go-to girl when everything is breaking! I know how to untangle the phone cord or where to find the usable permanent markers and I have been assigned to make coffee for everyone in the office!  I fix the copier when it breaks down. I’ve learned that the usual problems with the copier are ink cartridge issues in mid-section C or paper jams in Unit D. 


And of course, I spend my ten-hour workday answering the never-ending string of phone calls, checking-in patients and helping Marissa handle insurance claims. 


Our facility is quite large since we have two Dentists on staff which is rather unusual considering our office is located in this small town of Brittleton, Tennessee. 


Doctor Chase Hatchett is newer to this office, arriving at this branch just a few months before I got hired. He has an irresistible personality and uses his wit and charm to sell products and procedures to patients which clearly adds to the office's monthly budget. Since he's arrived, our payday bonuses have increased, and we have hit our financial goals every month. Chase originally worked at the Nashville location and has now turned the Brittleton branch into a corporate money-making machine.  


I admit, I look out for his black BMW Convertible every time I pull into the parking lot in the mornings. 


The primary physician is Doctor Brian Alchan. He's been the established Dentist at this location for more than eight years and refers to all his patients as his good friends. Most of the time, the patients ask specifically for Dr. Alchan. He has such a connection to this community as he was born and raised in Brittleton and is often asked to appear at community events, local fundraisers and volunteer outreaches. 


I found out that both these Dentists are single and eligible from Marissa, the office gossip. 


"Well, I heard that Chase used to date one of our Dental Assistants, Sarah," Marissa rambles on and on, studying her newly painted fingernails. "Now, Brian...he used to be engaged. I heard the wedding was called off. It was a big deal..." 


I tune out the sound of Marissa's he said - she said rumors as her voice becomes white noise in the background. 


I really don't connect with the front desk girls I work with! 


Veronica is the Team Manager and wears tight dresses and inappropriate low hanging V-necks to show off her sizeable D-cups. She has short black hair to match her dark heart. Whenever I hear her Staccatos down the hallway, the sound alone is enough to give me a slight panic attack.  Veronica is a micro-manager and uses any opportunity to scream at me: “You need to cancel the next appointment!” “Fax over the prescription forms by noon!” “Clean down the lobby!” “Order more supplies for the break room!” “Make another pot of coffee” “Now!”


Marissa is the Assistant Team Manager and primarily handles insurance claims and when she is not filling out digital forms, she is usually crying over a boy, using the office phone to beg the latest loser to come back to her. Of course, her weight fluctuates, gaining even more pounds post-breakup, which occurs about every month or so. 


I refer to these two as my Evil Stepsisters and it's hard not to overhear their conversations as they whisper, nag and complain to one other. 


I am still working at Hour Glass Dental for one reason. 


Okay... two reasons. 


The massive paycheck...and the handsome Dentist whose office is just down the hall from the front desk! 


I have a huge crush on Dr. Chase Hatchett!


I remember the first time meeting him...the day of my interview. 


******************
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I certainly walked into Hour Glass Dental feeling enthused, resume in hand, for my 2:30 p.m. interview for the Receptionist opening.   


In the back room, Veronica had spent over an hour convincing me that I wouldn't be able to keep up with the fast-paced atmosphere of the Dental office, that I was a wrong fit for the job and that I should apply to the Chick ‘N Grub down the street. 


As I was leaving that horrible interview, feeling beyond defeated, I literally bumped right into Dr. Hatchett. 


"Well, hello!" Chase said, his bright blue eyes staring into mine. “I’m Doctor Chase Hatchett. And you are?” 


"I’m Kay. Sorry, I didn't mean to..." I stuttered. 


"Are you applying for the Receptionist job?" he asked, placing a pen in the outer front pocket of his white lab coat. 


"Um...yes. I just graduated from college, and I applied to work here." 


"Can I see your resume?" the Doctor inquired. I handed him a sheet listing my background and credentials and he quickly read through the page.


I instantly took notice of the fact that this man in front of me was not wearing a wedding ring and that he smelled like autumn leaves and vanilla! 


"Impressive! Summa Cum Laude. President of your sorority. Resident Advisor of your college dorm. Poetry Major." Chase laughed. "I'm sure you will do a great job here. When can you start?" 


I was speechless. "I can start right away!" 


******************
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"Hello, Ma'am. Do you have an appointment for today?" I ask a young woman who just entered through our front door. 


"Yes. Alena Roden," she answers. "For 11:15."


I peruse through the Patient Grid on my computer, scrolling to today's date, time and name. 


Bingo! 


I see the following on my screen: 
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I update the Patient Grid accordingly to let the Doctors know their next patient just arrived. 


The Patient Grid is the most organized virtual system describing detailed information, insurance claims and scheduled monetary payments. Each patient has their own personal account number which pulls up all the crucial information necessary for their appointment. Whenever I check-in a patient, I confirm their arrival, make sure all the necessary paperwork has been filled out and verify any insurance information. I have to maintain and update the Grid as much as possible to keep tabs on all the existing and new patients at Hour Glass Dental! 


"Thank you, Ms. Roden. You can take a seat. The Doctor will be with you shortly," I say.  


Alena sits down in our cozy front lobby, which is a big area, accommodating about twenty patients. This spacious room has a flat-screen TV, private restrooms and various magazines to inform readers on the newest celebrity gossip, the best entrepreneurial advice or the healthiest smoothie diets. 


This branch has eight patient rooms in the back. The X-ray machine is on the right and Chase’s office is down the hallway to the left. 


Further back towards the break room and the staff restrooms is Brian’s office. 


When I first accepted the job as a Receptionist at Hour Glass Dental, I didn’t exactly know what I was signing up for.  I am someone who grew up with relatively good oral hygiene; my trips to the Dentist were basic cleanings, a free toothbrush and a thumbs up from the Hygienist. 


Little did I know, the unimaginable and the extraordinarily grotesque can go wrong with a person's mouth. 


When I was completing my three-month training, learning all about Dental codes, procedures, and clerical terms for each tooth, I was then forced to watch very gross, now burned in my memory videos of green teeth, bloody gnashed up gums and teeth fused together from lack of flossing. 


As if that wasn't bad enough, part of my training was working Clinicals where I essentially observed Dental Assistants as they helped perform everything from simple routines to major surgeries. 


Though the Dental Assistants were perfectly nice with the patients, the ordeal was very horrifying to me as I witnessed blood and extracted teeth and the sound of patients dry heaving as a clay mold was gently thrust into their mouth.  


I eased the emotional turmoil by scribbling in my notebook. I assured the Dental Assistants that I was busy taking notes but in reality, I passed the time writing poems to express my inner angst. 
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Let me just say, I would leave but I am so grossly overpaid here!  I get overtime pay, increased weekend rates and monthly bonuses! 


But my real passion is Poetry! Sonnets from Shakespeare. Dark fictional lines from Poe. Fantastic imagery from Whitman! 


I wrote an entire college paper on the famous poet A. Catapa and her well-known line: “When Universes Collide.”  


I would love to be a published Writer like A. Catapa. Her words are pure genius! I keep a large sign at my office desk that showcases a famous quote from her best-selling book, A Time In-Between.


––––––––
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I even switch out her well-known quotes to use for the bottom of my work emails.


Marie Ginate has two cavities, one on her lower bicuspid and another on her top left canine. 


I have attached her Patient Treatment Plan for your review. 


Ms. Ginate’s appointment is scheduled for Wednesday at 1:30 p.m.


Thank you! 


––––––––
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Kay Vity


Receptionist


Hour Glass Dental


101 Wood Street


Brittleton, TN 


1-800-292-6572 Ext. 4


“The Beauty of Health is the Pride of Man.” 


– A. Catapa


––––––––
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Rafa Hallaq doesn't always appreciate my poetic muses, but I would consider her to be my best friend at the office. Rafa is the Hygienist at Hour Glass Dental and we constantly vent our work frustrations to each other which is desperately needed to survive this place! 


"Oh, here comes Miss Evans," Rafa whispers to me, rolling her eyes. "She wrote me a negative online review about me because I used cinnamon-flavored toothpaste for her cleaning and not mint." 


Of course, as professional as Rafa is, she opens the door to the lobby and her disposition towards the patient changes. "Miss Evans! I'm so happy to see you! Are you using that electric toothbrush I recommended?"  They both walk off into the back as Rafa assures the lady that the mint toothpaste is ready to go. 


******************



[image: ]





The next morning, I drive into work and my car is the only one in the parking lot as I arrive before everyone else. 


I look out for Chase’s black BMW Convertible and envision a new fantasy in my head. 


The fog is setting in thick as a black Convertible drives up; the passenger door mysteriously flies open. 


Chase is driving. "Get in!" he screams at me in a desperate attempt for a passionate rendezvous. 


I squeal in delight as I jump into his car and we drive away together, the squealing of his tires leaves a skid-mark reminder of our new escalated romance. 


I sigh, unlocking the front door of the Dental office. The parking lot remains empty as a single streetlamp flickers on and off near me. 


It's just another day, I think to myself. 


I walk through all the back rooms, turning on the lights, switching the TV screens to play the Home Decorating channel and arrange the magazines on the tables in the lobby.  


I clean the front desk using a sanitizing wipe, spray a calming lavender mist around my area and check the public restrooms to ensure proper toiletries. I then make the coffee in the break room, pouring the hazelnut coffee beans into the machine so that when the others start to trickle into the office, the smell of freshly brewed mocha will greet them. 


I agreed to work the opening shift and I enjoy clocking in super early. It's the only part of my day when it's quiet and no one bothers me. 


In the beauty of the early morning, when all I hear is the chirp chirp of the colorful songbird near the front door, I answer emails and listen to voicemails from the night before. There are three new messages that I quickly jot down on a sticky note.
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I leave a separate sticky note on Veronica's desk informing her of Norville’s financial inquiry since she is in charge of billing. 


I need to speak to the Dentists when they come in about the other two cases, making sure to have the patient account numbers handy. 


“Morning!” I announce to Marissa and Veronica as they slowly sit at their desks. They respond to my greeting with an eye roll and a cold shoulder. 


I greet Mr. Johnson, the very first arrival of the day, who is scheduled for a regular cleaning. I update the Patient Grid efficiently and inform Rafa that her first patient is here. 


The next few hours are a blur as the phones are ringing off the hook, the patients pile into the lobby, some even waiting outside, and my head is officially spinning as I pour my second cup of coffee of the morning! 


I manage to find just a few brief moments to walk into Dr. Hatchett’s office. Chase looks up at me from his paperwork and smiles. “Kay! Always good to see you! What can I do for you today?” His office smells like pineapple and coconut. 


My heart starts pounding and I can feel my cheeks burning.  I have written so many fictitious naughty poems about what takes place with Dr. Chase Hatchett in this very office when I needed some after-hours Dental care. 


“Um..." I am having a hard time speaking. "Billy Lloyd needs his dentures repaired. And Frank Morgan needs a prescription refill.” 


“What is Lloyd’s account number?” Chase asks me. 


I refer to my note. “419-62-67.” 


Chase types away at his computer screen as I study the soft wrinkles on his forehead, the faint tattoo on his wrist of an ocean wave as if the aquatic sign is beckoning me to enjoy the - - -.  


"Kay, did you hear me?" 


"What?" I am startled at the mention of my name. 


“I said, schedule in Lloyd for Thursday at 3:00 p.m. We can also set him up for a periodic exam since he hasn’t been here in over nine months. That will undoubtedly move us closer to our financial objective. Ba-Bam! More bonus bucks on this month’s check! And with Morgan...” He sighs. “I can do that later...” 


I profusely write down the instructions for Lloyd’s appointment but feel inclined to add, “It seemed like Frank Morgan is in a lot of pain. He was groaning and moaning a lot during his voicemail message,” I comment. 
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