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The chocolate must have come alive!

Don’t get me wrong, I know that is just crazy. It sounds rubbish and like I should be drugged up and locked away so my so-called craziness couldn’t hurt anyone.

But it must be the truth!

At least that’s what I thought as I stared at the smashed up chocolate bar on the cold wooden floor of my ex-husband’s chocolate shop. He was a great guy but I didn’t want some cheap chocolate shop in the divorce, and now I’m looking at a smashed up chocolate bar. I’m starting to think I might be right about that.

The smell of sweet rich chocolate filled the air and I loved that smell, it was one of the few benefits of having a chocolate shop, but all that smell was coming from the dead chocolate at my feet. Its sticky caramel “Blood” was everywhere. 

The massive caramel stripes that looked like blood spatter decorated the entire floor. It was everywhere! And I was fuming, absolutely fuming that I now had to spend a good hour cleaning the floor, polishing it and preparing it for my customers. 

But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. The “blood” spray looked too similar to the spray I saw last night on a murder programme. It was exactly like someone small had smashed him (or her) to death, and the caramel “blood” had splashed everywhere as a result.

My crazy silence was broken when I looked up and saw a little boy with his mum and dad tapping the glass and pointing to all the chocolate I had in the front window displays. I couldn’t blame him. I had sweet juicy cakes, crunchy biscuits and even my personal favourite, chocolate eclairs that looked like pieces of art. It had amazed me and all my past boyfriends how I hadn’t put on any weight after running this place (truth be told, I do have a few secret gyms sessions a week).

When the mum and dad started to drag their son away, I looked back at the smashed up chocolate bar and out of the corner of my eye, I could have sworn I saw something moving. I looked and only saw three fallen over chocolate bars.

That was weird.

I was never careless. I always made sure every single piece of chocolate, biscuit and cake looked perfect in the store. It was what my customers deserved, if they were going to pay and part with their hard earned cash. Then I needed to do my part.

Those chocolate bars should never have fallen over. 

But here I was, feeling their freezing cold wrapping as I placed them back where they were meant to be. And it was also rather strange how I could have sworn they were standing up a moment ago. 

Maybe I really was going crazy. Maybe I needed more sleep. Maybe I just needed to take a few days off. That might be a good idea, I know my second-in-command Susie could run the shop perfectly for a week or two. I could always go to the Caribbean, Canada or Crete like me and my ex always wanted but he was always “too busy”. 

I stretched my neck and ran my fingers along all the chocolate shelves that covered every square inch of the walls. I wanted people to walk into the chocolate shop and be stunned at the sheer number of shapes, sizes and types of chocolate that we offered. 

And I always got that effect. 

After double checking no more chocolate had been knocked over by accident (or magic), I went to go into the back room and grab my cleaning equipment when I heard some muttering coming from my left.

I turned and my eyes narrowed. It was crazy but it sounded as if the chocolate bars were talking to themselves. I took a step closer and they went silent.

As soon as I started to go to the backroom, pick up my supplies and start cleaning, the chocolate bars were muttering to themselves. It was crazy, right? Chocolate bars couldn’t talk to each other.

The logical thing to ask or at least consider would be the neighbouring stores each side of me were being loud. But that was impossible since both stores next to me were empty, I suppose some of the homeless kids that I gave the going-out-of-date items to might have been there. 

Yet since the police sadly arrested a bunch of them for no good reason, I hadn’t seen them for a while. It couldn’t be them. Leading me back to my crazy idea in the first place, the chocolate bars had to be talking.

Trying to forget about that craziness, I simply scooped up the smashed up chocolate bar, binned it and started washing the floor.

“That wasn’t very respectful,” a tiny voice said to me.

That was it! I was going crazy. I had to be going mad, this wasn’t normal, surely?

“Ha! Come on John look how scared she is,” another voice said to me.

“Who’s there?” I asked.

Then three massive chocolate bars (they were cheap chocolate by the way) with their bright red, purple and white packing hopped off the top shelf and landed on the ground.

They all looked identical to me but by the way they were “looking” at each other made me think maybe they could see the subtle differences of each other.

“What are you?” I asked.

“Typical Pinkie Thing. She don’t even respect us. She just sells us,” the one on the end said in a deep voice.

“Pinkie Thing?” I asked.

“Calm down John. She doesn’t know us because Pinkie Things don’t know us,” the middle one said.

At least I knew they had names, but it still didn’t help me understand what they were. They could have been aliens, magic or simply a hallucination?

“Pinkie Thing?” I asked. 

John hopped up and down. “Yes! You are a Pinkie Thing. Great Rings of Saturn, don’t you creatures know what you are? Or are you too dim for that?”

Oh yes, these were definitely aliens. Damn, I was actually hoping for magic. 

“We don’t call ourselves Pinkie Things. I am a human. What are you?” I said firmly.

All three chocolate bars hopped over to each other to form a tight little circle and they started muttering. I was surprised they were muttering perfect English but for some reason I really doubted they knew that.

They hopped out into a perfectly straight line again.

“Human?” they all asked.

I nodded. 

“Um,” the middle one said. “You’re not a Pinkie Thing?” 

I opened my mouth but closed it and just shook my head. 

They all hopped to each other onto a circle again.

Now this was a bit strange because they honestly sounded so confused and shocked. If these were aliens then, for starters, they couldn’t be very good ones and most importantly they clearly didn’t know what Pinkie Things actually were.

In a strange way I suppose I could understand the confusion because humans are pink on the inside and sometimes on the outside, but clearly these aliens knew humans and Pinkie Things weren’t the same. 

They popped out into a straight line again.

“Do you know what a Pinkie Thing is?” the middle one asked.

I decided maybe it was just best to help these aliens, at least then they could leave and I could finish clearing up my shop. But I had to remember to ask them about this “murdered” chocolate bar.

“There are lots of pink things on this planet. Can you give me details?” 

They quickly hopped together, muttered a bit more and went back to their perfectly straight line.

“Of course, Pinkie Things are massive pink things that humans like to eat. They have a strange nose you call a... oh yes a snout and you people say they go... what was it... oink, oink,”

Strangely enough there was actually something rather adorable about three little chocolate bars trying to make pig noises. Yet that made the question of why did they want pigs come to mind. It was going to be a weird answer I know that for sure.

“I think you want pigs. But why?” I asked.

“Of course, I told ya they were called that!” John shouted.

The other two bars just hopped in a way that made me think they were shrugging and wanting to move on.

“Thank you. Sorry to bother you. We must go and find some pigs now,” the middle one said.

I waved my hands. “Wait a minute. I’ll take you to some pigs if you tell me what that chocolate murder was on my floor and what are you?”

As the middle bar hopped towards me, the
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