The Killer Dentist
I saw him take out the needle slowly, like he wanted me to see it. There was an orange substance inside the syringe; it almost looked like orange juice. The needle had a metallic glint as he turned around and started to slowly walk towards me. I could hear his shoes hitting the ground slowly. His long white coat was slowly dragging on the ground. I felt like everything was going in slow motion. 


My mom had taken me to the dentist for the very first time. I kept asking my mom questions; like “Is he going to kill me?” My mom just smirked and said “You’ll see…You’ll see…” 

The needle hurt when it pierced my gums. It stung and was like getting bit by an ant, only worst. I gripped the leathery chair, trying not to scream. Suddenly, without warning, I felt numb all over my face. I bit my tongue but I was surprised when I couldn’t feel a thing. Before I knew it, the so called dentist pulled out something that resembled a drill. It had a long black cord attached to it. The surface was metallic and shiny and the tip was sharp… Very sharp. All I could think was, “I don’t think this is the dentist…”

The dentist started up the drill. It sounded like a person screaming. I could hear the people talking outside. How I wanted to be outside, not here with the dentist and all of his evil equipment. 

I stopped thinking about wanting to be outside when the dentist put sunglasses on me and a green looking napkin with two metal clips. Was the napkin there so I didn’t get blood on my clothes? I shivered at the thought and thought about the dentist. He was going to kill me, I just knew it. The dentist turned on a bright light that startled me. It looked like several light bulbs attached to a circular disk.

Then came the worst part. The part where the dentist started to drill at my teeth. I could hear the drill chipping at my tooth. Drilling deeper and deeper, getting closer to my gums. I felt the warm, red blood oozing out from wherever the drill went. I waited for the pain to start. The pain that I thought would make me yell out in pain. “This is it I.” I thought as I clenched my fists. I waited and waited, but amazingly, I couldn’t feel a thing! I was so happy that I felt no pain, and that I didn’t die. I had thought that the pain would be terrible and that the dentist would kill me, but I was wrong.

That day, I learned not to think that somebody is going to kill me before I actually knew the person and what they did. I learned that the dentist is not going to kill me.                
