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Chapter 1: The Dirty Truth
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Max hated brushing his teeth. Every morning, his mom had to remind him: “Brush, Max! Cavities are not cool!” And every night, she called out again: “Two full minutes! No cheating!”

But Max always found a way to “sort of” brush. A quick dab, a few lazy swipes, rinse, done.

One rainy Tuesday morning, Max stood in the bathroom, staring at his reflection. His toothbrush sat in the cup by the sink, looking as bored as Max felt.

“I’m too tired,” Max groaned. “What’s the point? My teeth look fine.”

He was just about to fake-brush and sneak off to school when something weird happened.

The toothbrush moved.

It didn’t fall. It didn’t tip. It wiggled like a worm doing the cha-cha.

Max leaned in, squinting.

Suddenly, the toothbrush sprang out of the cup and hovered in mid-air.

“What the—?!”

A voice filled the room. Polite. British. Very serious.

“Ahem. I’m Brushy. Official Time-Traveling Toothbrush, Hygiene Division. And you, young man, are in desperate need of a clean-up—and an education.”

Max jumped back. “Are you... talking?”

“Indeed,” said Brushy, twirling like a wand. “And I’m here to take you on the dental journey of a lifetime. Or would you rather stay here with your plaque parade?”

Max wasn’t sure what “plaque parade” meant, but it didn’t sound fun.

“Wait,” he said slowly. “Are you magic?”

Brushy snorted. “Magic? No, no. I’m science, history, and a bit of sparkle. Now, hold tight.”

Before Max could say anything, the toothbrush lit up like a firework. The bathroom spun. The tiles turned to sand. The air filled with heat, dust, and—

“Camels?” Max blinked. “Where are we?!”

Brushy hovered beside him, perfectly calm.

“Welcome to Ancient Egypt, 2500 BC. You’re about to meet the world’s first minty mouthwashers.”

Max stared at the golden pyramids in the distance, his jaw hanging open.

“I... I didn’t think brushing your teeth could take you here.”

Brushy winked. “It’s time you learned: every mouth tells a story.”
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Chapter 2: Ancient Egypt & the Minty Mummies
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Max stumbled through hot, golden sand, trying not to trip over his own feet. He squinted up at the blazing sun.

"Is this real?" he asked, brushing sand off his jeans.

"As real as a molar on a Monday," Brushy said, floating beside him. “You’re in Ancient Egypt, around 2500 BC. A golden age of pyramids, papyrus—and peculiar dental practices.”

Max looked around. Tall pyramids shimmered in the heat. People in linen robes walked by carrying baskets of herbs and clay jars.

A boy about Max’s age ran past, holding a crooked stick in one hand and waving with the other.

"Come on!" the boy called. "We’re cleaning the Pharaoh’s teeth today!"

Max’s eyes widened. “Did he just say... Pharaoh’s teeth?!”

Brushy nodded. “Follow him.”

They arrived at a small clay house where the boy dipped his stick into a jar of crushed green stuff. He rubbed the end of the stick across his teeth.

Max watched, fascinated. “What is that?”

“Mint, myrrh, and a bit of pumice stone,” Brushy explained. “Crushed herbs and ash were the toothpaste of the time. That stick? It’s a chew stick. No plastic toothbrushes here.”

“Want to try?” the boy asked, handing Max a spare stick.

Max hesitated, then took a small nibble. It tasted like spicy dirt and leaves. “Not exactly bubble-gum flavour...”

Suddenly, a royal messenger burst through the curtain door. “The Pharaoh’s mummy has a green tooth! Come quickly!”

“A mummy with a green tooth?” Max whispered. “That can’t be good.”

They raced through the sand toward the Great Pyramid. Inside, torches flickered along stone walls covered in hieroglyphs. In the centre of a large chamber lay the Pharaoh’s golden sarcophagus—and beside it, a mummy propped up on a cushion, moaning softly.

“Don’t worry,” Brushy said, floating closer. “Mummies don’t bite. Their teeth are just very... tired.”

The mummy opened his mouth wide. One of his teeth was definitely green.

“Too many honey cakes,” the messenger sighed.

“No brushing afterward,” Brushy added, shaking his bristles. “A classic case of dessert disaster.”

Max looked around. “Do they have floss here?”

“Not exactly,” Brushy said, pulling out a sprig of papyrus. “But this’ll do.”

Working together, Max and the boy cleaned the Pharaoh’s mummy’s teeth with minty herbs, papyrus floss, and gentle brushing.

When they were done, the mummy smiled—sort of. His teeth still looked ancient, but the green one was gone. He raised a bony thumb in approval.

“Max of the Desert,” the boy grinned, “you are now an Official Tooth Guardian of Egypt!”

Max bowed dramatically. “Thank you, my fellow ancient dental warrior.”

Suddenly, the sand beneath his feet swirled. The pyramid walls started spinning. Brushy flashed and sparkled.

“Time to brush up on the next stop,” Brushy called out. “Hang on!”

“Wait—where are we going now?!”

“Greece, my boy! Vinegar gargles and leafy cleansers await!”
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Chapter 3: Greece is the Word
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Max tumbled out of a swirl of golden light and landed—plop!  In a bed of olives.

“Oof,” he muttered, spitting out a leaf.

“Welcome to Ancient Greece!” Brushy announced, hovering above a grove of twisted olive trees. “Roughly 400 BC. The birthplace of democracy, philosophy... and very clever tooth care.”

Max stood up and looked around. Kids in togas ran barefoot between the trees, laughing and tossing jugs of water at each other.

“Looks like recess,” Max said, brushing twigs from his hair.

A tall boy with curly hair and a wide grin approached, holding a clay cup. “You new to Athens?”

“Uh... sort of,” Max said. “I’m just visiting.”

“Want to join our Gargle Games?” the boy asked. “I’m Nikos. We’re seeing who can gargle the longest without laughing.”

Max blinked. “Gargle? With what?”

“Vinegar!” Nikos beamed, holding up the cup. “It keeps your mouth clean. Makes your breath as fresh as Mount Olympus.”

Brushy floated over and whispered, “Back then, people used vinegar rinses to kill germs. Smart, if a little sour.”

Max took the cup. “Here goes nothing.”

He took a sip and began to gargle. Immediately, his eyes watered. It was so sour.

Nikos gargled back. One kid cracked up and sprayed vinegar all over the olives.

Everyone laughed—including Max.

“Nice try, visitor,” Nikos chuckled, clapping him on the back.

After the Gargle Games, Nikos led Max to a stone bench near a fountain. “Want to see how we brush?”

Max nodded. Nikos pulled out a small bunch of twigs wrapped in cloth. “Olive leaves and salt. We chew them to scrub our teeth.”

He popped the bundle in his mouth and began to chew thoughtfully. “Try it!”

Max took a leaf, chewed a bit, and made a face. “Tastes like salty salad.”

“Exactly!” Nikos said proudly. “And strong teeth mean strong minds. My uncle says Socrates gargled every day.”

“Did they have toothbrushes back then?” Max asked.

“Not yet,” Brushy chimed in. “But the Greeks believed in daily mouth care. Even their doctors wrote about it!”

Max looked around at the kids rinsing and chewing and spitting into the grass. “They really cared about clean teeth, huh?”

“Of course,” Nikos said. “You can’t give a great speech if your breath smells like goat cheese.”

Just then, a loud horn echoed across the grove.

“That’s the signal!” Nikos said. “Time for the Wisdom Games!”

Max stood to follow, but Brushy began to glow.

“Oh no,” Max groaned. “Let me guess—time to go?”

“The past waits for no one,” Brushy said, sparkling brightly. “Next stop: Rome!”

“But I didn’t even get to—”

WHOOSH!

The olive trees vanished, replaced by marble pillars, togas, and the smell of something weird... and kind of gross.

Brushy gave a dramatic sigh. “Get ready, Max. The Romans had very unusual toothpaste...”
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Chapter 4: Roman Sparkle
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Max blinked and covered his nose. "What is that smell?"

Brushy hovered beside him, bristles trembling. "Welcome to Ancient Rome, around 100 AD. The land of togas, aqueducts, and... very questionable toothpaste."

They stood in a bustling marketplace filled with chatter, clinking coins, and the strong scent of fish, olives, and something oddly sour.

A Roman boy in sandals approached, grinning wide. "Salve! You look confused. First time in Rome?"

"Something like that," Max said.

"I'm Tiberius," the boy said proudly. "I'm training to be a tooth-cleaning assistant to the emperor! Want to see our tools?"

"Definitely," Max said.

Tiberius led Max and Brushy to a marble courtyard where a woman mashed something in a stone bowl.

"What’s she making?" Max asked.

"Tooth powder," Tiberius replied. "Crushed oyster shells, charcoal, and..."

"Mouse brains," Brushy whispered dramatically.

Max turned pale. "Please tell me you’re joking."

"Not at all!" Brushy said. "Romans believed it whitened teeth. Effective, but very gross."

Tiberius handed Max a tiny brush made of twigs. "Dip it in the powder and try."

Max hesitated, then tapped the brush into the mixture. He brushed a little on his teeth and gagged. "Ugh! It’s like licking an ashtray made of fish bones."

"Beauty has a price," Tiberius said with a wink.

Nearby, a group of nobles sat on benches, polishing their teeth and gossiping about gladiator fights.

"They actually cared about tooth appearance," Brushy said. "White teeth were a sign of wealth and good health."

Max watched a
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