
The Chocolate Shop.
The bitterly cold wind picked up my coat as I entered the shop. I closed the door hastily to block out the loathsome gale and turned. The room I stood in was large and walls were covered in heavenly chocolate, all laid out in separate sections. 
At the first counter, small truffles nestled in paper cups. The first that caught my eye were tiny square chocolates with three tiny ridges caught in the chocolate. They looked like a chocolate duvet had been roughly placed on top. Next to these, were small round swirls of white and milk chocolate. The swirls hypnotised me and I was entranced by their beauty. There were star shaped truffles, with petite dark chocolate spheres resting neatly on the top. 
I traced my hand along the surface of the fridge. The cool metal tingled my fingertips and I took a deep breath. My lungs were filled with the aroma of rich, blissful cocoa. I peered down into the next fridge. Large slabs of milk chocolate stood to attention against velvet shelves. Small squares had been carved into the slabs, each one exactly the same size and proportion. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]A hand from behind the counter reached down to pick the slab of milk chocolate I was focussing on with my eyes. It was raised above the counter. The shop assistant broke the slab in two; as she did so, tiny fragments of chocolate fell to the floor. It felt a little heart breaking to see such a symmetrical slab of chocolate split in two. My portion was placed swiftly into a silver bowl above old-fashioned scales. Once a price had been agreed, the chocolate was slipped into a clear, plastic, cellophane bag. A red ribbon was tied neatly around the top. Finally, I held the mouth-watering bag of chocolate in my hands.

