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I never did like Gummy bears before the Candy Awakening, I hated them in fact, to me they never had the delicious taste of chocolate, doughnuts and all the wonderful candies in the world.

So when the Candy Awakening happened which our so-called Glorious leaders did to solve the climate crisis, I wasn’t impressed I was some Gummy Bear.

Even worse, I couldn’t talk! I love to talk and I can talk for ages, it’s something people love about me, I’m wise, clever and I can talk. But for some reason Gummy Bears can’t talk, I mean that’s ridiculous. I’ve always been pro climate change argument because we need to save the planet, but I didn’t think it would stop my voice.

Just ridiculous!

Anyway as I stare at my large caramel coloured computer made from delicious caramels bits, I tried to see the streams of data pouring onto the liquid chocolate screen but my small gummy bear eyes were tired. I had to have a break.

As I spun around on my black liquorice desk chair and breathed in the sweet cinnamon air that reminded me of cinnamon apple pies from my mother, I smiled at the rest of my friends in the office.

Even I have to admit the Candy Awakening had definitely made my peers more interesting and at least coming to work wasn’t the same thing every day. Even coming into the bullpen (I still don’t know why people call it that) I was always interested in which one of my peers would have a part of themselves chewed off and reshaped today. From licked off toffee arms to melted chocolate legs, we’ve seen them all.

My small gummy bear eyes narrowed on the rows upon rows of dark chocolate desks with their caramel computers on as different candy people worked hunched over their desks. Some were writing on milk chocolate slates, others were stacking ice cream folders and others still were doing god knows what.

The sounds of little fingers that sticked to computer keys filled the sweet air as I looked at a large sticky bun that was typing away on his computer. I think he was working on a kidnapping case but I wasn’t sure. No one wants to talk to me.

But none of them were gummy bears.

I know what other people say about me, I know I’m a massive three metre tall bright red gummy bear that can’t talk. I’m terrifying! I’m something from a children’s horror film.

And in all honesty I know some candy people don’t even like me, they’re scared of me and I fully know that most of these candy cops want me gone as soon as I can.

All because they’re scared of me.

But I’m a good cop, I’m a damn good cop. I protect and look after every single candy person I can. Because that’s my duty.

Turning my attention away from all my hard working peers and few friends, I looked over at the massive stained glass sugar windows that separated us common Candies with the larger more powerful members of the police. I would love to be one of them. 

Those candies were respected, loved and people wouldn’t dare hate them. I wish people were like that towards me.

“Daydreaming about ya future again, Frankie Boy?” someone said.

I spun around my liquorice desk chair again and smiled as my only true friend David Alexandria sat down at his dark chocolate desk. 

Now I was definitely jealous at the Candy he had become. He was a toffee person! I love toffee but he was my friend so I didn’t mind. But for some reason toffee looked good on him, his slim toffee body with his slight muscles looked good and his smooth, slightly shiny toffee hair looked great parted to the left.

A small part of me knew the true reason why I hated being a gummy bear, I hated it because I couldn’t tell him how I felt. The worse thing about it all was I was going to tell him I liked him the night of the Candy Awakening but he was busy. So I went to bed and woke up a Gummy Bear.

That was the hardest thing about being a silent Gummy Bear, not being able to tell the man I loved, I loved him.

A part of me knew it was silly to feel like this because how could a toffee man love a gummy bear, but I really did love him. He was gay but my stomach tightened into a knot at the moment of him rejecting me, or worse, not wanting to be my partner anymore.

I couldn’t tell him how I felt, at least not yet. Maybe one day far from now, but not today.

Breathing in his sweet toffee scent, I smiled and nodded at David.

“Yea, ya get there one day Frankie Boy,” David said.

I really hoped that was true but I doubted it, David knew how much everyone didn’t like me but he was hopeful. I appreciated that.

“What ya working on? Any new cases?” 

I completely forgot David was about twenty minutes late for his shift and I was working on something before he came in. I wanted to explain how interesting this candy killing had been but I could only point to the report on my computer.

As David came around to look at my caramel computer, I tried not to smile as I felt his warm toffee body pressed against mine. 

“Two Gummy Bears killed. Tried to rob a bank. Fight broke out but... their sugar bullets didn’t fire. Officers killed them on site,” David said.

I nodded and showed him the images of the pistols. In my human life I would have laughed if someone had told me pistols would be made from bright red sugar and still kill people. 

It was an interesting new world for sure.

“Yea what ya telling me, Frankie Boy? Tha just normal pistols,”

I rolled my eyes and pointed to the pistols’ barrels. 

David nodded. “They’re brand new. They should have worked, why didn’t they, Frankie Boy?”

I shrugged. I didn’t know but this was strange, brand new sugar guns should work perfectly. But why didn’t these?

“What did tha reports say?” David asked.

A clicked a few buttons and I let him read them. My gummy bear eyes were tired of the computer.

“So both wives said their husbands were acting fine and boring. But the officers noted one of the wives was acting weird. She was crying a lot more than the other,”

I looked at David’s beautiful face and shrugged.

“It means Frankie Boy, she could have something to hide. We gonna go and see her,”

David started to walk off with all of his normal stunning confidence but I coughed as the smell of sweet sticky caramel filled the air as I saw a tall Caramel Crime Scene Tech walk over to my desk, placed a small clear sugar box with the pistols inside and gave me a chocolate form to sign. Some nonsense about preserving the chain of custody. Then she left.

David walked back over as I got out the two red sugar pistols that felt rough and heavy in my hands, and handed David the other pistol.

“A little heavy, ain’t it?” 

I normally didn’t want to jump to conclusions until I had held it for a bit longer but I had to agree. Now I had felt sugar pistols a lot in my time, I hated guns and my service weapon but I had still held sugar pistols a lot. None of them were this heavy.

Considering it was made out of sugar, it felt as if it was made from lead. Another ridiculous detail of this case so we have heavy sugar pistols and pistols that won’t fire.

“What did ya Crime Scene Techs find?” David asked.

I checked my emails quickly and found an email from the Techs.

As David read it I couldn’t understand the email, the Techs said nothing was wrong or strange about the guns themselves. They wondered if these were surviving metal guns from before the Candy Awakening but they weren’t. They took samples and were running tests but they weren’t hopeful.

Curiouser and curiouser.

I know I haven’t been a cop for decades but come on sugar pistols that feel like lead and pistols that don’t fire is just plain weird. 

Placing the pistols back in the box, I stood up and waved my gummy bear hands at David to come with me, he smiled.

“Where we gonna go, Frankie Boy?”

I wanted to roll my eyes because clearly he’d forgotten I can’t talk but it clicked after a few moments.

We needed to have a chat with his wife, I didn’t understand what she was so upset about and why the other wife wasn’t. 

But the deal of talking to upset wives scared me more than I wanted to admit.
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Whilst beautiful David finished parking our little car made from yellow and red rhubarb and custard sweets (another favourite of mine), I stood outside our target house.

To my relief it wasn’t like the strange eerie gingerbread houses from a previous case, it was a rather lovely little stained glass sugar house in the middle of a neighbour made out of chocolate cake.

Sure it looked a little odd with the massive chocolate cake houses and thick mint ice cream road and candyfloss pathways but the house was charming in its own way.

As a human I never liked stained glass sugar cookies where people placed a boiled sweet in the middle and baked it. Revealing a rare breath-taking design in the middle but on a house it looked great.

The entire house was a stunning array of blue, red, green and more colours on the walls made from solid sugar. I hadn’t seen anything like it before. (I’m not sure many people had)

The sounds of chocolate cars honking and driving past echoed around the street as they went, and the amazing smell of sweet apples filled the air as I presumed that meant there was a family of apple pie people around here, as I went up to the sugar house and knocked on the door.

A hint of beautiful toffee filled the air as I knew my stunning David with that utterly amazing toffee hair had come back from the car.

After a few moments two Twix bars came out of the house, frowning and their little chocolate caramel arms folded as they came out, pushing me onto the pathway.

I was hardly impressed with these Twix wives, I didn’t even know they were going to be together. But these wives hardly seemed friendly and I had a feeling they knew a lot more about their husbands’ death than they told us.

The hard way was getting them to tell us.

“What da you want pigs?” the shorter Twix bar said.

I looked at David and rolled my eyes.

As David introduced ourselves and started with the basic questions that we already knew the answer to because of the shooting Officer’s report. I remembered what I’d found out about the wives before David arrived. 

The taller Twix bar was a posh business woman who ran a massive international Candy Production factory, which changed to making Candy clothing after the Candy Awakening.

The shorter (and foul) Twix was a nurse in a local hospital who was apparently trying to become a doctor but... I doubted she would ever become one. You have to be kind first!

But what puzzled
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