
THE BEFORE 
 
You walk into the coffee shop. You wouldn’t be doing this if you still had a job. Your manager, 
ex-manager, eyes you. She’s shocked that you’ve returned. It’s just for a coffee though. Just for 
a coffee. You order, pay, and take your seat on that velveted burgundy armchair over there, 
barely an awkward word exchanged. You look at the drugs, speckled-blue, warmed by your 
clammy, bunched-up hands. You wouldn’t be doing this if you still had a job. You wouldn’t be 
doing this if you still had a wife. You rub off sweat that’s collecting at the centre of your bald 
head, and move your sad eyes from the drugs to the coffee. In they go. You take your first sip.  
 
It’s bitter. Bitter than how coffee usually tastes. Yuck. You want no more than that.Your cracked 
lips tense up, rejecting another sip. You put it down and wait five minutes. Nothing. You feel 
nothing. You look at your ring finger, stained with the impression of a wedding ring that has long 
since expired. Where did the time go? What’s another sip? With trembling hands you take a sip, 
and then a gulp of the coffee, a muddy brown that hides any trace of the drug. You wait some 
more. And then. 
 
THE DURING 
 
And then you hear a voice beside you. It’s a disjointed vocabulary, tinged with a Russian 
accent. Is it you? Is that what you sound like? You try to turn around, but your neck stiffens. 
Your whole body stiffens on this velvet chair, and so you’re stuck, staring at the coffee mug. 
Your brain hums and the coffee vibrates to its rhythm. The coffee’s not a muddy brown 
anymore. It’s not any colour… no, it’s a new colour. It’s astonishing, and you tear up. You need 
to write this down, to announce to the world of this new, incredible colour. Your mouth widens. 
Then you realise. You can’t describe this colour; it’s indescribable. Your hand wipes away the 
tears and the coffee returns to a brown.  
 
Your look at your manager again. No, wait, your ex-manager. It’s difficult to get that in your 
head. She’s looking back, her eyebrows dictating deep concern. She opens her mouth, you 
think, but you can’t hear anything. Her words come out as scribbles, a black etch that’s paved 
its way across your mind. The scribbles seem angry.  
 
-- 
 
OBJECTS ALSO TO BE DISTORTED 
 
Paintings on the wall (of people) - the people are going to move and smile/be angry 
Lighting on the Ceiling - flash and brighten, the light rays are going to appear liquid 
The velvet armchair itself - will grow and get taller to the point where he’s incredibly high up and 
looking down on everything (will look good in VR) 
Books on the bookshelves will distort (don’t know how yet) 



After all this, there will be a final section titled THE AFTER where the character is changed for 
the better - less miserable 
 
 
 
 
 


