

    
        
          Deadly Vision

        

        
        
          Teresa Keefer

        

        
          Published by Teresa Keefer, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEADLY VISION

    

    
      First edition. July 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Teresa Keefer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235314320

    

    
    
      Written by Teresa Keefer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Epilogue

Sign up for Teresa Keefer's Mailing List

Also By Teresa Keefer

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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October 31, 1999

The fog swirled and appeared to have a life of its own as he maneuvered the classic Cadillac through the back streets to avoid detection by the local police. Not that they would do anything to him. He was untouchable in this town. Just like his father had been and his grandfather before him. They were of the elite. The ones who pushed the buttons and made things happen. Movers and shakers. Without doing away with the old way of doing things. 

He squinted one eye hoping it would help with his double vision. Hell, it was hard enough to drive in the fog without having to see two of everything. Where was the damned curb, anyway? Admitting he had probably stayed out with the men a little too long tonight and maybe even having one too many shots of Crown. It was Halloween, for Chrissakes. And those younger gals at the bar had sure been some hot ones in their skimpy costumes. Witches, maids, vampires, call girls. “I need a call girl. or sure.” He chuckled.

That bitch of a wife of his was probably sitting up waiting for him to get home. And not because he was going to get anything from her in the bedroom. Nope. She would be all pissy because he had stayed out late. Because he smelled like cigars and whiskey. Because he was drunk. Because. Because. Because. Fuck her. Didn’t he make sure she got everything she wanted and then some? What did she have to bitch about, anyway? 

Driving through the quiet streets near the college campus was the quickest way home. And he doubted anyone would be out and about. The college had strict rules about their students celebrating a pagan holiday. And it was nearing three in the morning. All those stiff-collared nerds were probably in their dorm beds. 

As he turned the corner, he grinned at how well the Cadillac glided over the pavement. Like a boat on still water. He reached for the cigar in the ashtray and clamped it in his mouth. A couple puffs before he got home and heard a bunch of shit about smoking in the car. It wasn’t her car anyway. So, fuck her. Screw her. He’d rather someone else did. Maybe some extracurricular dick would keep her off his ass.

The fog seemed to be even worse around the campus. Probably because of the retention ponds on either side of the newest building. A building his company had gotten the bid for. Yeah, he had to sell out the guy who bought the building downtown hoping to turn it into a sports bar to get it. Let the damned college buy the liquor license out from under the poor bloke. They had purchased three open liquor licenses so far to keep new bars from opening. He shrugged. Maybe the guy could sell food instead. The contract had been too big for him to not agree to the deal.

He was deep in his thoughts about what kind of hell he would be walking into when he finally got home when he felt the car bump over something in the road. Probably hit the damned curb since he couldn’t see where he was going in this soupy fog. Groaning, he pulled the car up and put it in park. Better check for any damage or she’d really be bitching if she saw it before he did. This way, if there was a scrape or dent on the pristine red paint, he could have a story ready for her.

Exiting the car, he left the door open and walked around to the rear. Tripped over a backpack. Saw the toe of a shoe lying next to the curb. He examined the side of the car. Rubbed his fingers along the bottom. Satisfied there wasn’t any damage, he turned to walk around the back of the car. Stopped dead in his tracks. The shoe was attached to a leg. The leg was attached to a slender hip. The torso covered with a sweatshirt emblazoned with the college logo. And a pair of blue eyes stared toward the sky as if there was something there to be seen.

“Oh. Fuck.” 

***
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AVERY SUTTON HUDDLED in the corner of her bed and stared at the apparition by the window. It was a filmy figure of pink light. These experiences started occurring more frequently once she turned fourteen. First the ringing in her right ear, then the chills enveloping her like a blanket of ice, then the light would show up. And it was seldom the same color.

It would do her no good to run from her room. That would only draw attention to herself. And after the last time she told her parents about the lights in her room, they insisted she stop eating snacks before bedtime as it was surely just a dream. And this was certainly not a dream. 

She wished she knew someone she could talk to about these experiences. Maybe write a letter to one of the ghost hunter shows. But then they would just want to show up at her house and set up their equipment to try to capture whether there was really a ghost in the house or if it was just a teenager making shit up.

The pink column of light began to move, and with it, so did the curtains behind it. The chill on her skin became a warm sensation and she smelled freshly cut grass. Which was impossible because her window was closed, and the grass had already started settling in for its long winter nap. 

“Are you a ghost?” Avery whispered into the darkness of her room. The digital clock on her nightstand showed 03:22. These apparitions always showed up between two and four in the morning for some reason. And something always made sure she was awake when they appeared.

“I have to go to school in the morning.” She pulled the comforter up and around her as if the fluffy bolt of fabric would protect her from something otherworldly. “Otherworldly? Where did that come from? God, my mind is playing tricks on me.”

The pale-yellow apparition moved toward her bed and now she could see what appeared to be arms lifting, up and out. In her direction. The others had never done that. “Go away. Just go.” 

A voice came from the room next to her. “Avery, you better not be on that phone. It’s three in the morning and you have to get up in three hours. I don’t want to have to drag you out of that bed to keep us from being late.” Her mother was always hurried in the morning. If it wasn’t because of Avery dragging herself reluctantly around, it was her little brother being difficult about getting dressed.

“I’m not, Mom. I just must have had a bad dream that woke me up.”

“Go back to sleep. You know, we’ve told you about eating snacks before bedtime.”

When she glanced back toward the apparition, it was even closer. Then the pink light enveloped her with a feeling of warmth and peace. Like a hug. She laid back on the pillow and she could have sworn she heard it speak. “You are special, Avery Catherine Spelling. Very special. You are an empath and connected to our world as much as you are your own. In time you will understand.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


November 1, 1999

The four men sat around the table in the back room of the construction company. All were weary from the night’s activities. A bottle of Crown sat in the middle of the table, almost empty now. Their slacks were muddy from the cuffs almost to the knees and the smell of dank water filled the room. But the task was done. The girl’s body was disposed of in a place it would never be found. 

Calls had been made to their wives. Excuses. Lies. That there was an emergency at the construction site they had to attend to. A break in. Tools stolen. Equipment damaged. And promises made to each that they would make it up to them in some way or another. Dinner. Shopping trip. Whatever it took to appease their better halves. 

The oldest of the men spoke up. “We are going to sit right here and pledge we will never speak of this night again. To each other or to anyone else. Is that clear? There will be hell to pay if this ever gets out.”

Three men nodded their heads. Even though only one of them had committed the initial crime, the others were now all accessories to their friend’s poor judgment. Getting behind the wheel of his car when he was far too drunk to even walk out of the bar without assistance. Not calling the police after the accident. Putting the girl’s body in his trunk and hauling it to the construction site where he had called the others. 

When he had opened the trunk to reveal what he had done, they all knew no matter what, they had to protect one of their own. They had been doing it for years. They were the town. They decided what businesses came and prospered and which ones did not. At election time they decided who got the financial support to sit in county and city offices. They also made sure the opponents lost no matter what it took. Their families had run things this way for four generations.

They had covered up sexual assaults and money laundering. Set people up to go to prison for crimes they had not committed just to get them out of the way. They preserved what was theirs at all costs. But they had never dumped an innocent girl’s body in a place where she would never be found to cover up for their friend who had a penchant for drinking too much and getting behind the wheel. 

If it weighed on them at all, it didn’t show except for a couple of grimaces and blank stares at the wall on occasion. It had to be done. It was the only way. And when the girl was reported missing by the college or her family, they would join in the search and provide financial support for others who did as well. 

The older one spoke up again and pointed his finger at their friend who had done the terrible thing. “You need to slow down on your drinking. Why don’t you take yourself to the cabin in Colorado with your wife and set the bottle aside for a while? Get us through the first part of the search when it starts, then hightail it up there for some R&R. Tell your wife you want to rekindle your marriage. I don’t care what you say to get her to go. Just do it. And don’t take any alcohol with you when you go.”

He stammered. “I don’t have a drinking problem. I just had one shot too many at that Halloween party at the bar.”

“You do have a problem. And it has become all our problem. Do what I say. Make your flight arrangements and stay there the week of Thanksgiving. Do some hiking. Sit around the fireplace and romance that wife of yours. Maybe she’ll not be such a bitch all the time if you give her that.”

“I have business here. This project has to be wrapped up before the snow hits.”

“Put your boy in charge. He’s been working with you on this long enough to hand the reins over for a bit. Need to get him acclimated to our ways. We will mentor him and make sure everything stays on schedule. Hell, he’s thirty years old. Stop handing him money and make him do something for it for fuck’s sake.”

The man hung his head. He knew what was said was true. But how in the hell was he ever going to be able to look up at the blue skies and not see those blue eyes staring lifelessly toward the heavens? Finally, he nodded. “I’ll make the arrangements. But you fellows...my friends...you have to make sure everything goes off without a hitch. This is a million-dollar project.”

“We will.” He looked around at the others. “Well, let’s go home and face whatever music our wives have in store. Get some sleep. And if any of you start to feel a change in heart over what we’ve done, call me. I’ll make sure your mind is changed really quick.”

***
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AVERY WALKED HOME FROM the middle school, kicking at the fallen leaves with the toe of her Doc Marten boots. The wind was brisk and chilly, despite the sun gleaming overhead in a cloudless sky. The scent of burning leaves hung in the air much like the fog had the night before when she and her friends had gone trick or treating with the younger kids. They had returned home with their backpacks filled to the brim with a wide variety of candy. She and her friends were lucky they didn’t live in a big city where it was too dangerous to go from house to house collecting candy from strangers. There were no strangers in Maxwell, population just over twenty thousand. Some of that population coming from Maxwell Lutheran College.

She lived with her parents in a newer home just outside the parameters of the campus. Her mother was a secretary in the admissions office and her father worked as a controller for a manufacturing plant in the city about forty miles north. They had moved from the city over five years ago to get away from the crime that was threatening even those in the suburbs where they lived before. Avery didn’t mind. She wasn’t comfortable in the city with all the people. Being around people played with her own emotions. It was like she took on what they were feeling, and it made her a jumbled mess. One of these days, she would find a little house out in the country where she didn’t have to deal with people at all.

After her experience last night, she resolved she was going to go to the library. Not the massive library at the college where she was sure every move she made would be watched and monitored. She was going to the smaller public library downtown. Use the internet there to see what she could find out about what the apparition had called her last night. Empath. Maybe she could learn how to stop these frequent visitors as she had come to call them.

When she turned the corner by the college campus, there were police officers milling about one of the dormitories. A couple German Shepherds sniffing around the grass outside. She cut through the grass between the buildings to find the admissions office where she was supposed to report before she did anything else after school. She would have to tell her mother a lie. If she said she was going to the public library, her mother would insist she use the one on campus.

As she walked down the sidewalk to the admissions building, she could hear the crackle of the police radios. Avery stopped to listen. It sounded like a jumble but between the static and code words, she heard something about a search. She opened the door to the offices and slipped off to the left, waving briefly at the receptionist.

Avery found her mother in her office with two other women. Their voices were hushed and when they saw her approach, they shut up like three clams in the ocean and went back to their desks. Her mother motioned her over.

“I hope you are planning on heading home today.” Her mother smiled, but it was a tight and forced exhibition.

Avery shook her head. “No. I was going to see if Melody and Beth wanted to go downtown and get a coney dog before the stand closes for winter. If that’s okay with you?”

Marjorie Spelling pursed her lips and reached out to tuck a lock hair behind her daughter’s ear. “I don’t think that’s a good idea today.”

“Is it because the police are all over the place? Did something happen?” Something punched her in the gut, and she gulped. She knew something was wrong. She just didn’t know what it was.

“We’ve had a student go missing. She was studying late last evening at one of the off-campus apartments and never made it back to her dorm or show up for class. I’d rather you just go home or stick around here with me.”

Well, that shot her idea of researching what an empath was today. Unless she settled for the campus library. Maybe she could con one of the students into using their login information instead of using her mother’s. Something in her gut told her she could probably get by with that. 

“Can I go to the library and use the internet? I can wait there and walk home with you after you get off work.” She smiled and added for good measure. “That way you won’t have to worry about me.”

Marjorie nodded. “That’s a great idea. I will probably be done here by five, then we will have to go home and start dinner. Mrs. Ludlow will bring your brother by about that time as well.” She reached into her drawer and pulled out her library pass. “Here’s my access to the internet. You know the rules about what you can and can’t look up. They track our internet history, so don’t go getting me in trouble looking up something you shouldn’t be.”

“Thanks mom. I’ll see you in a little bit.” She tucked the card in the back pocket of her jeans and slipped out the side door which led to the main path to the library. Over her shoulder, she could hear the police radios continue to crackle and one of the dogs let out a bark. They wouldn’t find anything here. She knew it. She felt it in her very soul.
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December 1, 2000

Local officers, the FBI and State Police, sat in the conference room of the Maxwell City Hall. Their faces were grim and defeated. Nineteen-year-old Alexis Bremen was still missing, and they had not found the first trace. Not a clue. It was like she disappeared out of thin air between the apartment where she was studying with friends on Halloween night and her dorm room at Maxwell Lutheran College.

The dogs lost her trail on Forrest Ridge Road. Which told them she must have gotten into a car there. They didn’t know if it was willing or forced. Her disappearance time was estimated to be 3:15 am and there was not a trace of her ever being on the road other than the dogs going crazy at one particular spot. The crime scene team had scoured and analyzed every inch of a quarter mile square area and came up nearly empty handed. A rotting carcass of a dead squirrel, cigarette butts, an empty paper cup and some dog shit to mention a few. None of the DNA off the butts or the cup were a hit on the database and there were no houses in that section of road. Between the apartment and the campus was a convenience store and their cameras only scanned the lot by the gas pumps. 

Chief David Coombs shook his head. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have all worked hard for the last month trying to find some trace of this girl. At this point, I am confident we aren’t going to find her. There’s no evidence of foul play. I’m thinking young Alexis just decided to ditch her life.”

One of the FBI agents, Clara Forman, spoke up. “I spoke to her parents. On several occasions. And I spoke to her twin brother, Alexander. They all said she was close to her family, committed to her education. Attended church like clockwork. There’s no reason to believe she was a flighty girl who would make such a decision.” She tapped her fingers on the table and pursed her lips. “I’m not buying your idea. Someone took this girl.”

Coombs scraped his fingers through his scant head of grey hair, his ruddy face coloring a bit more. “Well, you FBI folks are the experts, right? So, who took her?” His words dripped with sarcasm, showing his distaste for outsiders in his jurisdiction. 

Clara scowled. “I think you have some pervert prowling around your community. But y’all are so damned tight lipped and uncooperative. It’s probably someone right under your noses and you refuse to see it. Or admit it. God forbid if you would want to mar your little town’s image for the sake of finding an innocent college girl.” Usually, she managed to hold her southern drawl, but when she was angry, it was a different story. And this boob made her angry. Ready to write this girl off as a runaway. He’d been trying that since the second week of the search.

“This is a damned good town with some fine people living here. I’m sure if there was some freak in our folds, I would sure as hell know it.”

“Maybe you do.”

“What are you accusing me of, Agent Forman? Sweeping knowledge under the carpet? You question my integrity?” Coombs pounded his fist on the table. “You have been nothing but condescending the whole time you’ve been here. Just because you have a fancy title with the FBI doesn’t mean you are any better than me. I’m a seasoned police officer. I earned my title from hard work and putting my life on the line every day. Not from going to some fancy school or training with a bunch of psychologists.”

The room went deadly quiet as the remaining members of the task force looked on in stunned silence. Coombs and Forman had been quietly expressing their distaste for each other the entire duration of the search and investigation. It was no surprise at all the whole thing came to a head as Coombs pushed to close the matter when they all knew Forman was determined to find the girl. She had an affinity with the girl’s mother as several years before, her own daughter had gone missing and was eventually found in a raid of a sex trafficking operation. 

Finally, the other agent, John Mossman spoke. “This isn’t getting us anywhere.” He turned and looked sympathetically at Forman. “Clara, I think we just need to let this matter lie for the moment. It doesn’t mean anyone is giving up. We will still take leads as we get them. But it’s been a year now and we are no closer to finding Miss Bremen than we were the day we came into this case. Besides, our superiors have requested we return to Memphis by the holidays.”

Clara Forman stood and looked around the table. She lifted her chin in pride as well as defiance. “So be it. Chief Coombs, I’ll leave it to you to speak to the family as I have no desire of telling a grieving mother we are giving up.”

Mossman put a hand on her shoulder. “You know it’s not giving up. It’s just putting it on the back burner for now and praying we have some leads in the future to follow up on. Come on, let’s go to the hotel and gather our things.” He nodded at the others. “Thank you for your hospitality and assistance. I know it is never easy having to share your space with federal agents. We will be on our way.”

Coombs muttered under his breath. “Good riddance.” Then he stood and clapped one of his own guys on the back. “Let’s go get some grub over at the cafe.”

***
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IN THE OFFICE OF THE owner of Burke Construction, Sheldon Burke set the phone down and looked at the two men sitting across from him. “Rumor has it they are closing the investigation. All the dead ends and such, they have nothing to go on. Looks like our lives can go back to normal.”

Jefferson Dabney, the city attorney, scoffed. “Like we’ve been any other way since this happened. It has been business as normal for all of us. Unfortunately, because of Anderson’s drinking problem, there’s a girl dead and we covered it up.”

Sheldon snorted. “Don’t go sounding like you have gotten a sudden burst of conscience. It was your idea to dump the body and help clean up the mess so there was no trace of evidence at the site.” He narrowed his eyes as he sat back in his chair. “Need I remind you how you got where you are today? Or what will happen to you if this ever gets out? There would go that dream of you getting elected as Attorney General.”

“You remind of that every chance you get. How could I forget?” Dabney stood and straightened his tailored jacket. “But what happens if I get in the office, and someone decides to tell what we did?”

“Ain’t none of us gonna leak this. We had a pact. The five of us. I have my ways of shutting anyone up that might even think about telling.” Sheldon held out a hand. “Don’t worry. We need someone like you in that office. You will get there. No ifs, ands or buts.”

“I wish I were as confident as you. On all counts.” He turned away from Sheldon’s hand. “I’ve got to go. I have a meeting with O’Rion from the planning commission in an hour.”

***
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AVERY SAT AT THE COMPUTER in the public library and glanced out at the cloudy sky. It was full of snow. The grey clouds hovered like dirty cotton in the air. The sun was a milky opaque light in the middle of it all. It was ominous, yet it held the promise of a snowy day according to the weather reports. A day she could hole up in her bedroom with the books she had collected over the last year about everything from empaths to clairvoyance. They were well hidden in her closet away from her parents’ prying eyes as they would certainly have a fit and scream blasphemy from the rooftops. There was no room for paranormal things in the Spelling household.

On the screen was the home page for The College of Metaphysical Studies in Florida. Not that she would ever be permitted to attend there. At least not for her first year, because she would only be seventeen when she graduated, and her parents would insist she stay right here and go Lutheran where she would live at home and still be under the scrutiny of her parents. She didn’t mind her parents so much, but she was sure by the time she graduated high school, she would be ready to go off and explore life on her own terms. 

Ever since she had started reading about empaths and clairvoyants, the apparitions in her room became more frequent. Only now, she wasn’t startled or scared of them. Instead, she would close her eyes and relish the feeling of what she now referred to as warm chills. If there was such a thing. It was the only way to describe it. And she tried talking to them. That she hadn’t mastered yet. It was more like a guessing game. She’d ask a question and if the chills got stronger, she knew she was on the right track. If they diminished, she knew she was off base. 

Occasionally, she would hear her name out of the blue. Or the touch of something on her ear or neck. Once, when she was dozing off on her bed reading a book, she felt like someone blew a puff of warm air in her ear. So was the way of spirit communication. What she didn’t understand was where they were staying when they weren’t in her room. Heaven? Or did they walk amongst them? Avery was determined to find the answer. It was just slow going. Maybe there was a reason for that. Maybe she wasn’t quite ready.

Avery scrolled through the pages and read the descriptions of the various certificates and degrees. Her interest was drawn to parapsychology. People intrigued her. She liked to observe from afar rather than being amongst large groups. Large groups made her feel skittish. But she learned that was normal for an empath. They took on the emotions of those around them. That explained why she was more apt to avoid certain people. Their energy messed with her head.

An idea came to her. She could start college right there. Under the pretense of being a psychologist. Her parents would approve. And the college had one of the best programs in the state. Then she would transfer to a school where she could earn a degree in parapsychology. Then maybe the apparitions would talk to her. Tell her things that could help other people. Maybe even tell her where they could find the girl who disappeared off campus last year. Her parents must be so heartbroken.

When she glanced outside the window, the snow had begun to fall in big fluffy flakes. They floated to the ground in slow motion against a backdrop of grey sky. The downtown lights began to flicker on, one by one. And she heard a soft voice. Time to go home, child. You’ve done enough today. She saw a flicker of pink light illuminated in the window, the arms lifting and motioning to her. 

Signing off the computer, she gathered her things and stuffed them in her backpack. The walk home was about twenty minutes, and she would be wet from the falling snow because she hadn’t brought her hooded jacket with her. Just her jean jacket. So much for looking cool. Instead, she was going to be freezing cold and wet when she got home. And her mother would swear she was going to catch a cold. Geez. People didn’t get colds from getting cold.
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November 5, 2002

Jefferson Dabney sat with his wife Becca on the sofa in a back room of the campaign headquarters watching the television as the results rolled across the bottom. Their two daughters, Danielle who was seven and Caitlyn who was three were sprawled on the sofa opposite them. Both were sound asleep after having eaten too many snacks and tumbling around on the plush carpet. 

They had hoped the final results would come back long before now. And the race was too close to call. He was neck and neck with the incumbent, who had already served one term in office and was thirsty for another one. Hopefully, Sheldon had been right when he came by earlier to tell him the race was in the bag. Jefferson wasn’t so sure. A lot of money and time had been invested in his campaign and it created stress in his home life. Becca had been distant the last couple of months and if he didn’t know better, he would have thought she was spreading her legs for someone else. But Becca was as dead set on his being elected as his friends were.  He doubted she would risk a scandal like that, especially knowing how dirty the other side was. But hell, they were just as dirty on his side.

In an earlier interview leading up to the election, the reporter had asked about the missing girl. “Mr. Dabney, you are from the town where the college girl went missing
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