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The paperback version of The Other Side I: Remastered contains QR codes that allows readers to scan and see lore, character artwork, and much more. Fear not! Even though you’re reading this on an electronic device, I made an alternative experience that should still make things fun for you.




Instead of having QR codes to scan, you will see a text that might say:




‘See what ___ sees’.

or

You might notice a characters name is highlighted.




Click/touch the link and it will bring you to the same exact place that the paperback would have brought you to.










Have fun!
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December 9, 2009 (Wednesday)

The Earthshine Facility /\ Therapist’s Office

7:10 a.m.










“Why must we go through this every single time you come here, Allie? I’m not going to hurt you. Not physically, at least. All I need you to do is tell me about that boy.” This is said by a brown-skinned therapist in a white button-up t-shirt tucked into a purple business skirt. As for what her face looks like, Allie looks away to prevent more of her fear from rising. From Allie’s peripheral vision, she can feel cold brown eyes covered in eyeshadow and wrinkles leering at her.

“Allie Reincath,” Dr. Allure Igor the therapist says firmly, glaring at the teenage girl in front of her with a maroon shirt and shoulder-length hair, “tell me about. Leon. Granttley—”

“—PLEASE DON’T SAY HIS NAME!” Allie cries out, covering her eyes, trembling.

“Ah. I must’ve touched a soft spot,” Allure says with a grin. “You’d think you were a patient here for your PTSD. In which case, it can be arranged if you don’t start talking…” Allure lets out a little cackle and flips the page on her clipboard.

Tears well up in Allie’s eyes, and to this, Allure adds, “Allie dearest. I know he hurt you. I know what he did to you was horrible. What I need to know from you is whether or not he’s accepted what he’s done to you…”

“You know he hasn’t. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be here today.”

“You will not have an attitude with me!” Allure blares as Allie looks down to the low carpet and away to the bookshelf on her right. “Hmph,” Allure utters, “as of today, Leon is a Bishop. And he will not become a Knight so long as you, his friends, and family say he isn’t meant to leave this rank. You’re the last of the bunch I needed to speak with.”

“I don’t think he should graduate.”

“And why is that?”

“Because if you asked if whether or not he…molested me, he wouldn’t admit it. He’ll again say it wasn’t him or that some voice in his mind took over. He really thinks it’s someone else. And until he can admit it, he shouldn’t become a Knight. He should stay in this facility forever.”

“How fortunate for Leon, then.”

“Fortunate?” Allie questions.

“Yes. What I forgot to tell you, Allie, is that regardless of how many of the patient’s friends say that he’s not ready to graduate, it’s the patient’s word against all of yours.”

“What?” Allie blurts, “But you just said—h—how does that make any sense?”

“Because so long as none of you see what’s in his mind, none of you would ever say he’s ready to graduate. Doesn’t it make more sense to leave this up to us professionals?”

“Are we all suddenly crazy then? What’s the point in even asking us?”

“That is none of your concern, Allie,” Allure replies, smirking.

“What? Why bring me here then—this doesn’t make any—” Allure interrupts Allie by handing over a necklace with a mirror on the front. “What’s—” Allie asks.

“—You are to give this to him before December eleventh, do you understand?”

“You want me to give something to him? Dr. Igor, this isn’t right. I haven’t even recovered—”

“—The best type of therapy, Allie, is exposure therapy. Believe me, I would know.”

To these words, Allie’s face turns red. She is trembling from anger. She tries snatching the necklace from Allure who draws her hand away in time.

“Take it respectfully, Ms. Reincath.”

Allie reaches out with a shaking hand, takes the necklace slowly, and asks in a quivering tone, “Can I please go?”

“Absolutely. You’ve fulfilled your role today.”

Allie bursts outside through Allure Igor’s door, covering her face as best as she can while she runs to the bathroom.

Allure stands and shakes her head, shutting her door, then looks at her clipboard. “Well, Leon, you and five others are one step closer to being a Knight…” She coos while glowering down at the picture of the brown-

skinned boy on her clipboard.
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