
THE FUTURE’S CRAZY AFTER ALL VOLUME 2

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.

[image: image]


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

CANDY DETECTIVES

THE WEIRDO ON THE STREET

HUMANS ARE STUPID

ENDLESS CORRIDORS

HEAD-HOPPING

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CANDY DETECTIVES

[image: ]


The world of flesh and blood is no more.

When the climate crisis got too much, fires engulfed the world, floods engulfed the coast and the world was on the brink of war over the dying resources. Someone created a solution.

People hated it. They really, really did. But they knew it was all their fault so they couldn’t moan too much.

Overnight the world leaders unleashed a massive wave and when people woke up the next morning, they were flesh and blood no more.

They were candy.

At first it was just plain weird, everyone awoke to become their favourite type of candy and even the houses, roads and everything else was made of a candy or another.

But it was delicious.

And at least the climate crisis was basically over with humans stopping producing as much fuel fossils and power. (Believe me, candy people hate heat!) Then the over-farming of cows and fish stopped too, candy don’t eat meat thankfully.

I thankfully became my favourite candy of them all, I loved it, I became a toffee person and I was delicious! I quickly discovered that when I decided to eat a bit of myself and it grew back. I grow back!

That was amazing.

But I’d be lying if I didn’t say it made my job more interesting as a detective, it seems some people didn’t lose their sweet tooth and people loved to eat other candy people.

Which lead me to this case.

Feeling the beating hot sun warm up my soft delicious toffee skin, I tried to ignore the brown droplets of toffee sweat dripping down my back as I focused on the crime scene around me.

The suburbs were a lot further out than I normally travel but when a candy killer is on the loose, I have to hunt them down. It’s just who I am. 

As I looked at each of the ten ginger houses that lined the street, I smiled at each of their icing decorations and the chocolate buttons that made up the roof tiles. I even almost laughed at one of the houses on the end, needless to say someone had eaten the roof. I know the feeling all too well.

The sweet chocolatey smell in the air was amazing and it made me realise I don’t miss my human life in the slightest, I always hated the disgusting smell of cars, fuels and fires. But these days the worse smell I get is when I come across some melted Haribos in the street.

I was about to return my attention to the crime scene but I heard the wonderful high-pitch laughing of hard boiled candy children. I looked around for them as seeing children happy and playing was a great way to deal with the horror of my job. But there weren’t any, not a single child around, nor adult.

Odd.

As I turned my attention back to what I was meant to be doing, I stared down on the soft vanilla ice cream road (ignoring the pink candyfloss pathways) which had massive streaks of chocolate bars in it. I had to admit these days I certainly get more interesting crime scenes, some people had said that a chocolate bar had been murdered here but I needed a closer look first.

Feeling the soft ice cream melt and move under my soft toffee feet, I knelt down and loved the feeling of the ice cream chilling my knees slightly. I placed a finger in the chocolate mixture and nodded as I felt some electrical power run up my arm.

This was definitely a person, a candy person.

I have no idea who first discovered that died, melted or hacked up candies had a certain energy about them but I’m glad they did. 

After the Candy Awakening, I was sick to death with all the prank calls when people had chopped up leftover candy bars and said someone was murdered. But there was no way to tell if it was a person or just a candy bar from the Old Times. I’m happy there’s a way now.

My eyes narrowed on the chocolate mess as I noticed some pieces were still solid and chunky, like in chocolate chip cookies. I didn’t understand that because if the chocolate bar had been murdered and hacked up then all of him or her should be melted. 

But they weren’t.

The sound of splashing footsteps made me smile as I looked up to see a rather terrifying red gummy bear walk towards me. I say terrifying because, well, my human side still couldn’t understand gummy bears walking around and doing things. It sounded like something from a children’s horror film.

The gummy bear stopped and waved one of its paws at me, I nodded to my detective partner, Frank. (But between you and me, I’m really glad gummy bears can’t talk because Frank was such a talker before the Awakening. If verbal diarrhoea was a condition, he would have had it)

Frank pointed towards the chocolate mess and whirled his gummy hands in front of his mouth, I knew he wanted me to explain it to him but I didn’t know what to tell him. 

I had to try. “Frankie boy, I donna what happened here. Seems some chocolate bar got killed. Some melted, some chunks,”

Frank stared at me. I guessed he wanted more but the Caramel Crime Scene Techs weren’t done yet. I looked past Frank to see them scooping through the ice cream at the end of the Suburban street, maybe they were looking for more chocolate fragments, I don’t know.

Frank pointed to some of the chocolate chunks and waved me over to look at them. I rolled my eyes and I knelt down next to him as I poked the chunks.

My eyes widened a little when I noticed these chunks were a different chocolate all together. I hadn’t noticed it before but the victim was made from milk chocolate, very cheap and very cheap tasting. But these chocolate chunks, I don’t know, maybe Belgium Chocolate. 

Of course the only real way to tell would be to have the Caramel Techs test it but if there was a chocolate killer on the loose, we didn’t have time for such things. 

Frank looked at me with his massive (terrifying) gummy bear eyes. I instantly knew he wanted me to let me try some but that was unethical, probably illegal.

I could feel Frank stare at me whilst I looked at the rest of the chocolate melt away under the hot sun, but there were still large chunks of the victim. I still didn’t understand it.

“Frankie boy, how come this Vic didn’t all melt?” I asked.

I turned back to Frank and saw him pointing at the sun.

“No Frankie, the sun didn’t melt our Vic but...” I said, as I understood what he meant and I stopped. I couldn’t really believe it, could someone have melted our victim?

Looking back at the swirls of chocolate mess that were mixing into the ice cream, I nodded as I knew it was true. Some candy person must have melted the chocolate bar and these chocolate chunks were the burnt bits that wouldn’t melt. 

Clever, evil but clever.

Frank nodded as he knew I understood what he wanted. After a few moments, my chocolate phone pinged as I got a message from my Caramel Crime Scene Techs (I don’t know why they didn’t just walk over to us), they found the victim’s ID and I knew the name.

Michael Vincent. 

Of course to most of the Candy World it was just another name of a Chocolate bar but to me it was a special name. A great name belonging to an even greater man, the first man I’d ever loved.

I had to stand up and take a few steps back from the chocolate mess as I remembered how the beautiful human had helped me when my parents threw me out (and tried to kill me) for being gay. He helped me and he was a great man.

Just the idea of someone killing him made me tense and the little droplets of toffee sweat got larger. But I did have to smile at him becoming a chocolate bar, it was sort of an irony because he hated chocolate and a fitness freak (a hot fitness freak), so the idea of him becoming a chocolate bar was odd.

Frank placed a slightly sticky gummy hand on my shoulder and tried to rub it in some strange effort to comfort me. But candy people were still learning what human things they could do. All I felt was Frank rubbing sticky gummy stuff over my shoulder. I didn’t pull away, but I wanted to!

Walking away from the crime scene, I waved to Frank. 

“Come on Frankie boy, we goanna see someone special,”
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I had no idea for the past few years my beautiful Michael had been only a few miles from me, I thought he had gone to another country after we split up. If I had known he was so close, I would have kept in touch, watching out for him like he had me all those years ago.

Staring at the massive suburban gingerbread house ahead, I shook my head as I couldn’t understand why all Suburbs looked the same. It was strangely unnerving, this gingerbread house was identical to all of the others in the street from the beautiful icing decorations to the chocolate buttons that made up the roof.

A part of me wondered if all the people inside were the same, the same candy, the same attitudes, the same personality, the lot.

Then I thought about my beautiful Michael and how special he was, he wouldn’t have been the same, he was honestly the best and kindest person I’d ever met.

Breathing in the honey sweet air of the street, I knew someone here must have kept bees (for something) or turned into some kind of honey candy when they turned. Whatever the reason it smelt great.

Taking a few steps closer to the large gingerbread door ahead of me and Frank, I looked down as I felt the candyfloss path crack and bend under my weight, and even now I was surprised at how the world was after the Awakening.

The sounds of high pitch laughing of hard boiled Candy Children, echoed around the suburb as presumably children played, but I hadn’t seen anyone today save me and my team.

As me and Frank walked up to the gingerbread door, it opened and out came a little square chocolate coated biscuit with small icing glasses and eyes. 

When I saw Michael’s mother I couldn’t help but smile, I could see in her small icing eyes that she was just as kind as she was all those years ago.

The little biscuit walked out slowly and her eyes narrowed on me and Frank. (Granted she did seem a little scared of Frank)

“David Alexandria?” she asked, her voice still smooth and wise after all these years.

I nodded. 

She smiled at me. “My son’s dead isn’t he?”

I’m still not sure if candy people could tear up but if I was human I honestly might have cried in that moment. Seeing his mother so sad was bad enough before I considered how I was feeling towards his death.

I nodded.

His mother took a few more steps towards us. 

“Michael never stopped talking about you, you know. He loved you after all this time,”

I could only nod again. Not exactly what I wanted to be hearing right now.

“My darling David, you must have questions?” 
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