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“Tell me something about yourself you don't want anyone to know,” Brenda said.

All I could think about was the flashes. Brenda was new to the neighborhood, we were both thirteen, and she was my world that summer. Her eyes lit up when discussing comic books, and yet she was athletic and cool. I’d tell her anything, but there were other kids sitting in Tucker’s driveway playing Truth or Dare with us, and while Tucker and his sister Sandy were okay, I knew Eric and Larry would be merciless no matter what I said.

Brenda’s lips twisted into a grin and my heart sped up. “Don’t look so nervous, Alex. It won't go beyond this group.”
I took a deep breath. “I get flashes.”

“My mother gets hot flashes,” Eric said.

Brenda rolled her eyes, which made her even more cool.

“I can touch someone and get flashes of the terrible things they've done,” I said. “Sometimes they're really bad things and sometimes they're just things the person feels are bad.”

“Yeah right,” Larry said, glancing at Eric for approval.

I turned to him. “When I met you, I got a flash of you shooting a cat with a BB gun. That's why I don't like you.”

“What was the cat's name?” Larry said.

“I don't know. It was a flash. There’s no sound or anything, just an image like a snippet from a movie.”

“Poor kitty,” Sandy said. “Did you really do that?”

Larry grinned. “Ask me when I say 'truth.'”

“You're not making this up?” Brenda asked. “Touch me and tell me what I've done.” She held out her hand.

I took her hand in mine. “I don’t get anything,” I lied. “It doesn't always work.”

“I've done terrible things,” Eric said.
“I'll bet you have,” Brenda said. “But I don't want to hear about them.” She turned back to me. “You're lying.”
“About what?”
“About the flashes, idiot,” Eric said.

“No,” Brenda said. “That's true. You can tell by Larry's reaction if nothing else. Alex is lying when he says he doesn't get a flash by touching me.”

Eric grinned. “Let me touch you. I'll get flashes.”

I shrugged. “I don't want to embarrass you.” I leaned forward and whispered in her ear. When I pulled back, I said. “Did you do that?”

“Yes,” she said. Her face clouded, and I worried I’d said too much. “But I was nine. I didn't know any better.”

“You just told her to say that,” Larry said.

That's when Mr. Peabody drove into the cul-de-sac. We all turned to watch him. His garage door raised up and he pulled his black Bronco inside.

“That guy gives me the creeps,” Tucker said. “You think he's the one been killing all the kids?”

“What are you talking about?” Brenda asked.

“You haven’t heard about the Black Bronco?” Tucker asked. When she shook her head he said, “People say that there’s a guy who drives around Aurora in a black Bronco kidnapping kids to torture and kill them. Six bodies were found last summer and another this month, mostly in construction sites like the one across the street there.”
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