
CHOCOLATE MILK – horror story 

It’s 8:47 pm. I hate to be that person who walks into a store minutes before closing, expecting 

the staff to be all happy to see me, when they are obviously annoyed because they don’t want 

to stay here a minute longer. They must be so tired and just want to go home – exactly like 

me. But I won’t stall them for long, I’ll just grab a few things and go. It is really empty here. I 

don’t even see any of the staff. They are probably doing something in the back. “So what do I 

need?” I ask myself as I take the small piece of paper from my pants. Pasta, yoghurt, juice and 

chocolate milk – my personal favourite. I love it since childhood and still enjoy it every other 

day. I go to the pasta isle. I grab a pack and as I turn I see someone from the staff in my 

peripheral. I hope it’s my friend Dave, maybe we could have a quick chat. But I don’t see 

anyone. Weird. I walk to the refrigerator for rest of the stuff. I bend down to get the milk when 

the lights twitch. I freeze a little. Something is not right. The store is closing soon, someone 

should be here, and it’s Thursday so it was Dave’s shift today. Dave would never leave the 

store unattended. What if something bad happened? I stand up and start to search the shop. 

Dave? DAVE?! He is not here at the front. Wait a moment – the chair behind the counter is 

moving. I hope it’s not robbers. I will check at the back. I slowly walk to the back and peek 

inside. There is blood on the floor everywhere. I take a look around the corner. There is Dave 

– or at least what’s left of him, and above him – a tall, humanoid creature towering over him. 

Tearing open his stomach. Feeding on his intestines. Now I regret being afraid of robbers. 

Maybe it won’t notice me and I will be able to just quietly leave. I slowly turn around and start 

to run as fast as I can. It suddenly appears in front of  me. That´s it. I’m dead. It catched me. 

And I did not even have the chance to enjoy my chocolate milk.  


