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Douglas Craig had three great loves of his life. Coffee, his beautiful wife Molly and the cinema. 

He lost each of his great loves and if only he didn’t love them so much, his fate might not have been worse than death.

Douglas didn’t really love his small, dirty white semi-detached house in Hell’s Place. Sure, it was nice enough with hardwood floors, the white paint peeled off the walls and the neighbourhood was quiet.

It just didn’t feel like home, but Molly liked it so he didn’t complain. Too much.

The entire kitchen smelt of freshly ground decaf coffee with splashes of rich cream, caramel and vanilla extract. He licked his lips in pleasure and he was so looking forward to his latest creation. The gentle hum and vibration and ticking of the milk frothier echoed in the kitchen.

Douglas had always flat out loved coffee ever since he was a kid. Coffee was so much more than a bitter, hot coffee that you could combine with sweet sugar, rich vanilla and nutty hazelnut to create multiple delights. 

Coffee was about connection, love and brilliant moments with friends. He smiled at the memory. He had first had a cup of coffee with his mum when he was 10 years old. She told him that his Dad was dead, she loved him more than ever and it would just be the two of them from now on.

His Mum died two weeks later and he had another deliciously milky, creamy coffee with a delightful splash of caramel syrup with his social worker. He didn’t really remember much about that time despite the tears, him screaming and shouting at foster parents and vowing he would hate them forever.

But he remembered the kindness, the coffee and how everyone just wanted to help him.

It just almost killed him a few decades later when the doctor said he couldn’t have coffee anymore. He had to stop, reconsider his life choices and reduce his caffeine if he wanted to live.

He had thought about it. He didn’t want to stop enjoying the dark, bitter drink that he had loved to tolerate and love over the decades. He still wanted to enjoy the rich chocolatey, caramel and sometimes fruity notes that came from speciality coffee.

And it would bugger up Molly’s plans for birthday and Christmas every year. She always said he was the easiest man to buy for because he was happy with coffee.

So he almost didn’t lose one of his great loves, but one look, one grin and one flutter of Molly’s beautiful sapphire eyes told him, he had to quit. Even now he didn’t regret the decision. He loved and treasured Molly way too much for that and he didn’t want her to hurt any more than she already was.

The first great love of his life was gone, dead and buried. 

The rich fruity, lightly spiced notes of Lady Grey tea just wasn’t the same but he wanted to live as long as possible with beautiful Molly by his side. 

Douglas turned off the milk frothier, poured the rich creamy milk into his large mug and added in the freshly ground coffee from his Café Press. He licked his lips in pleasure because this was going to be amazing. The light hints of caramel, creamy and coffee filled his senses.

It was perfect.

It was just a shame that Molly was no longer round to experiment with him.

He had lost the second great love of his life a few years ago to lung cancer. Douglas shook his head at the memories but he knew in Hell’s Place, the pain, the suffering and the hurt wasn’t going anywhere.

It was going to torment him until the day he died, or at least gave in to the nightmare estate.

Him and Molly had first met at a coffee shop at university. Gentle jazz was playing in the background, some university students were chatting away about a statistics project on a back table and Molly was at the counter.

She was arguing with the barista because of her coffee order. Molly was so beautiful with her long black hair, her white blouse and her furious expression as she argued over and over about her coffee order.

Douglas loved Molly’s fire, passion and determination up until the day she died. It turned out Molly had ordered a black coffee with five chunks of ice, a splash of caramel syrup and three shots of toffee, but the young woman behind the counter had only given her one shot of toffee.

Douglas understood all too well the pain, the anger and the sheer incompetence of coffee shop staff on campus. He went over to her. He joined her side, he validated her and the young woman redid the coffee order.

And him and Molly hadn’t stopped talking ever since.

They went on long country walks with the soft warm grass under their feet. They went on romantic dinner dates where the lovely hints of basil and garlic filled the air. And they went to each other’s bedrooms late into the night.

Douglas still loved the warmth, the softness and the supportiveness of her bed ever now. It was the best sex he had ever had., 

The only bit of their relationship he never understood was why she had wanted to move to Hell’s Place. Everyone knew the rumours about the former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought.

Molly still loved the dirty white house for some reason that he couldn’t understand for the life of him. 

Then one day, Molly collapsed, he rushed her over to hospital and they did a scan on her lungs. Douglas shook as he picked up his coffee mug. When the doctors told him, he was so shocked, heartbroken and scared for her.

Molly didn’t care. She was a trooper, brave and she did everything the doctors told her.

She died two years later.

The second great love of his life was gone, dead and buried.

Douglas shook his head, raised his delightful coffee mug to his lips and he was so looking forward to tasting the rich coffee delight. Someone knocked at the door. Douglas took a sip and the sweet hints of the coffee, caramel and creamy milk was just sublime. 

One of his best creations ever.

He went towards the door, smiled and he was so looking forward to seeing yet another film with his best friend George.

The final great love of his life was the cinema. He just flat out loved escaping into the cinema for hours. He got to explore entire worlds, different universes and different people’s stories like never before.

He could be with Molly, order himself a decadent, spiced latte and he could watch a thrilling story for two hours. Cinema allowed him to enjoy all of his three great loves at the same time.

It was sheer perfection.

Him and Molly used to go to the cinema on dates, they met a lot of their friends there and he never wanted to leave. He shivered at the great memories. The darkness, the slight coolness of the cinema and the bright flashes of images on the screen was just perfect.

The great taste of the
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