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When the world was dying, the sea levels rose so high, drowning millions, destroying entire regions, and so the climate emergency was realised. Decades of denial disappeared in days.

I still can’t understand why the so-called glorious leaders of the world unleashed the wave that night. Turning us all to candy and sweets and biscuits, but they did.

As a detective that loves cold cases it was partly a dream come true, but it wasn’t. It never was, I would be perfectly happy if I was fired because there were no more missing people and cold cases to solve. I really would have loved that.

Just the idea of laying on a sunbed in the middle of nowhere made me smile, no more missing people, no more cold cases, I could happily live in that reality.

That is not what happened.

When the wave was unleashed and the world turned to candy, so many people disappeared, so many were gone, so many lives destroyed.

A part of me hated it at first, I was so mad at all of them. How dare these world leaders do this, how dare they destroy so many lives, how... I knew none of that would help so I channelled my drive and passion into the only thing that mattered.

Finding people.

Which led me to the middle of London. As I stood there, pressing my soft chocolate bar back against a delicious white nougat tree, my eyes narrowed on all the brown dark chocolate gravestones. 

There were too many. In all honesty I couldn’t understand why the graveyard was so full, all the chocolate gravestones looked like they were piled on top of each other, some were cracked, some were chipped, all were unloved and forgotten. 

And that was the sad truth of missing people, no one really cared about them, no one saw them as important. But I did. At least I tried my hardest.

As I breathed in the amazing honeycomb scented air, I tasted the scrumptious honey. Even before I turned into a chocolate bar, I had loved honey, be it honey cakes, raw honey, honeycomb. I loved it all. It was just a massive shame that I couldn’t eat it now.

The sound of cars in the far distance echoed around the little square the graveyard was in with large abandoned solid caramel buildings lining it. I had thought it’d be great fun to explore them later, then I remembered how hot it got at midday. I wasn’t risking falling through soft caramel floors for no one’s love or money.

When someone moaned a few metres from me, I looked along the makeshift strawberry lace grass that had been whipped into some sort of path to see the Caramel Crime Scene Techs. 

A small smile broke my face as I saw the Techs worrying about a shattered chocolate gravestone. I wanted to say it hardly mattered, we were probably the first people to be in here for two decades, but it wouldn’t have helped. It wouldn’t have helped me anyway. As I cast my mind back, I focused on why we were here. 

Alexis Stormy was not the type of girl you forget easily. I had learnt that very early on so when she didn’t turn up for a party in Soho with her friends, needless to say people were worried and the fact she had so many friends, well, the police got a lot of phone calls.

The police talked to all her friends from what I could see, they interviewed several suspects, an ex-boyfriend, a few bartenders but there was nothing. Compared to most of the cold cases I look at, this one was almost perfect. Almost.

When the case went cold, it was boxed up, shipped into storage and forgotten about because (sadly) who cares about some girl who can’t be found. Especially when there were more important cases to solve. 

I never had liked that attitude, everyone was important to someone. Alexis was important to her friends and her now-dead mother, who died never knowing what happened to her “Little Bundle of Joy”. I had to find her.

I focused back on the Caramel Techs who were all holding some kind of metal detector thing made from toffee. I had no idea if that scanner/ detector would pick up anything now, but I had seen stranger things.

After I got the case last week I had read through it all but the police didn’t look at one thing. Alexi Stormy worked as a make-up artist for the dead and she was working before the party, she loved her job strangely enough, and apparently she worked wonders on making the family members feel better.

The detectives had interviewed her bosses and work friends, none of them had seen her. But there was one thing they didn’t look at.

There was a funeral on that morning.

I knew it was a crazy idea but when I hypothetically planned to get rid of my abusive parents, the idea of stuffing them in another casket certainly came up. 

Surprisingly enough it hadn’t taken as long as I thought it would to find out where the funeral casket was buried, and as the family were all dead, missing or couldn’t care less. There was no opposition to getting a Court Order to get the body dug up.

Well, I say that but that judge I went to. To say he was a stickler for the rules was an understatement. He made sure I tripled checked every single piece of paper before he signed off on it. Ridiculous. Also-

A strong smell of roasting toffee made me smile as I remembered great memories of Halloween with my family. Looking over at the Techs, I cocked my head to see the toffee scanner machine had melted and the Techs were now digging it up.

Why they couldn’t just do that from the start I don’t know. 

As the graveyard filled with the sounds of strawberry lace grass being hacked away and the soft marshmallow ground got dug up. I felt my stomach churn as I started to wonder what it was like for her.

I really didn’t want her to be buried alive. I doubt there was a worse way to go, the feeling of choking as she tried to breathe.

No thank you!

I couldn’t even start to imagine what it would have been like for Alexis, no one deserved that. No one. Of course I wouldn’t know if that was the case until we found her body.

A small part of me hoped I was flat out wrong, I hoped she wasn’t in the casket, I hoped she was alive and well after running off somewhere. Maybe she had a reason to run away and not tell anyone where she was.

Of course I knew I was lying to myself. She was dead, that was the sad truth of a few cold cases. Most thankfully involved missing people who turned up decades later, perfectly happy and healthy, I loved those cases.

This wasn’t one of those ones though.

“Oh!” someone shouted.

As I looked at the crime scene techs and their little round caramel faces, my eyes narrowed as I saw they were truly shocked, maybe even a little nervous.

Seeing one of them grab a candy floss camera, I walked over to see what all the fuss was about.

After a few seconds I looked down at the brown wooden casket. My eyes widened, how the hell had this survived? After the wave was unleashed everyone and everything had turned into a candy or something.

I wanted to climb down and touch it but this wood seemed special, holy almost, this was something beyond strange. Wood was... wood wasn’t meant to be a thing now.

“You still want us... to pull it up?” a tall Caramel Tech asked.

I wasn’t sure in all honesty. I had never ever been religious but this wood and casket felt holy or something, and who wants to disrupt holy ground?

I forced myself to nod, and the Techs started to pull up the large brown casket whilst one of them filmed it. Partly for evidence, partly for the scientists because they would never believe we had seen real wood, and not from photos.

With the Techs placing the casket on the strawberry lace grass, I started to feel uneasy again. This was the moment, this was the moment I was going to find out if my fears were right.

The Techs started to unscrew the casket and my stomach tightened into the smallest knot possible. I felt physically sick and a headache corkscrewed across my mind for a moment. 

I didn’t want to know. No one, especially Alex Stormy, should have to be buried alive and suffocate. That was
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