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People sometimes ask me if I’m psychic or can see auras. Alas, the answer is no. But I’ve been blessed and privileged to know several people with these gifts. I interviewed them, peppered them with questions time and again, both out of curiosity and, I confess, a touch of jealousy. I would like to thank all for being so generous with their time and with their honesty. Zoey and Dan were born from their experiences and wouldn’t exist without their help. 

Thanks also to my critique partners, the writer friends who look at the book in all its forms from shaky first draft to polished final. Their suggestions and encouragement are invaluable and I believe I’ve become a better writer for my association with The SCBWI Skyway Writers Group: Teddie Aggeles, Susan Banghart, Melissa Buhler, Sandra Markle, and Augusta Scattergood. 

Of course, there wouldn’t be a book available without a publisher. I was blessed to find the extraordinary Absolute Love Publishing company. As their name suggests, they look for books that promote good and inspire love and kindness. I am so appreciative of their help and encouragement. Thank you, Caroline Shearer, Sarah Hackley, and Denise Thompson, for believing in Zoey and me. 

When you get right down to it, none of this would have happened without the support and encouragement of my family. So, thank you, Tom, Kim, Scott, Jackie, Lauren, Ryan, Jess, Sami, Sarah, and Liam. Living with you, watching you grow, watching your children grow—all of you have helped keep me young and given me so much fodder for stories! I love you all more than you can know. 
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“Calling all young people with psychic gifts–and everyone who’s ever felt terribly ‘different’ from peers! Janet McLaughlin’s Fireworks is a refreshing, relatable page-turner that artfully weaves the intrigue of mystery, the wonder of the paranormal, and the drama of tender friendships. I am a professional psychic medium who mentors psychic young adults. I will absolutely have them read this book so they can finally see themselves represented as regular people in regular life, using their unique gifts to navigate challenging situations. The book is engaging and fun, parent friendly, and quite accurate in its representation of paranormal gifts. Fireworks is a very welcome addition to my professional library. I wholeheartedly recommend this book!” - Amy Utsman, psychic medium

“Janet McLaughlin’s well-written Fireworks has given me a new genre to explore! Zoey, with very believable psychic powers, bestie Becca, their boyfriends and families all seamlessly mesh into a truly exciting mystery. Throw in ‘the new guy’ Dan, who sees auras, and you have one great page-turner. What makes it work is a well-constructed plot, terrific characters, and that special sauce of, ‘Yeah, that was a really good book!’” - Gail Hedrick, author of “Something Stinks!” and “The Scent of Something Sneaky” 

“Haunted Echo is a fun exploration of the psychic and paranormal worlds that will have you hooked from the first chapter! Love, ghosts, an island ... who could want for more??” - Tiffany Johnson, psychic-medium, as seen on A&E's Psychic Kids: Children of the Paranormal

“A little intrigue, a little mischief, a little romance ... and a whole lot to cheer about. Haunted Echo is a fun and fast-paced read!” - Marley Gibson, author of “Radiate”
“I love a good ghost story, no matter what age it’s written for, and author Janet McLaughlin has created a great one with her new book, Haunted Echo. Zoey and Becca are funny and smart, the setting is spooky, and the plot keeps you guessing until the end. I couldn’t put it down!” - Penny Warner, author of the award-winning Code Busters Club series 

“If you are in the mood for a little bit of spookiness and a whole lot of fun, Janet McLaughlin's Haunted Echo is sure to be a teen crowd-pleaser. The dialogue is witty and the story line unique. I normally shy away from stories that scare me, but this book is more mystery and less horror. I would describe it as a ‘Ghost Whisperer’ for teens with clean romance and a plot that will have you second-guessing where it is headed. With its simplistic writing, you'll breeze through this read in one sitting - just make sure it’s not too late at night, or you might give yourself a little scare.” - Robin M. King, author of “Remembrandt” 

“Get psyched for this paranormal adventure with Zoey Christopher and friends! When she’s invited to go along with fellow cheerleader, Becca, to the Moretti family’s Caribbean Island cottage, Zoey’s psychic powers don’t go ‘on vacation.’ In fact, they are stronger than ever. ‘Tween readers will enjoy the mystery, suspense, action, adventure—and even romance—in this well-crafted story.” - Dianne Ochiltree, author of “Molly By Golly! The Legend of Molly Williams, America’s First Female Firefighter” and other books for young readers

“I loved this book. So you know how a book is wonderful? When you put it down, yet you wish you could read through it without breaking. I became attached to Zoey...what a great character. She experiences troubles most teens don't with being psychic, but I love that she has this power. I can't wait to read the next! Def recommend!” - Jodi Stone, author and illustrator of children's books with Anchor Group
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Something wet and rough licks my cheek. 

“Go away,” I mumble, but Reesie ignores me. Prods me with her head. Puffs her smelly breath into my face. I crack open one eye. She is peering at me, a purr vibrating from low in her throat. She leans in again and, this time, licks my nose.

“Okay. Okay. I’m awake!” I wipe my face on the sheets and nudge the orange and brown cat off my bed. She meows, sticks her tail in the air, and strolls out of the room. 

I lie back down and close my eyes, not wanting any distractions. What was that dream all about? 

It was important. That much I know because the hair on my arms is standing straight up like it always does when it’s one of those dreams. The kind that warns me something bad is about to happen. The kind I better pay attention to. 

Becca’s face floats across my eyelids. That’s it. Nothing more. 

Okay. So the dream was about my best friend. And, since my psychic vibes are humming like crazy, I know she is, or soon will be, in trouble.

“Zoey! Are you up?” Mom’s voice echoes from the kitchen. “You’re going to be late if you don’t start getting ready right now.” 

“Okay!” I call back. I swing my feet over the edge of the bed and stand. “I’ll be there in a few.” 

I might not remember the dream, but I know I need to get in touch with Becca, make sure she’s okay. I grab my phone and text her.

Hey! What’s up?

Tennis! USTA tryouts. Today! I need u there.

I draw in a deep breath and let it out slowly. Becca is fine. For now, anyway.

Don’t worry, I text her. I plan on coming. See u later.

Maybe I’m overreacting. Just because I have visions and dreams of things before they happen—well, sometimes anyway—doesn’t mean they always come true. My visions are much more reliable, and I haven’t had any about Becca recently. I’ll keep a close eye on her, though. Just in case.

“Zoey!”

Mom’s voice jolts me from my thoughts. I glance at the alarm clock on my night table: 7:20 a.m. Why do moms always panic in the morning? I have a whole ten minutes to get ready. 

Then the worst happens. My ceramic iron gives out in the middle of straightening, leaving me with half a head of wild, red curls. I hate those curls, but now I’m stuck with them. I wet the side I’ve straightened and pull the whole mess into a scrunchy. Avoiding the mirror, I slip into my shoes and head for the kitchen, anxious to get out of the house before anything more happens. 

Mom turns from the stove and smiles. “You should wear your hair like that more often, Zoey. It looks adorable.”

I’m about to say something sarcastic when the scent of sizzling bacon distracts me. “Yum. That smells awesome.” 

“Have a taste.” Mom hands me a thick, stiff, weird-looking piece of something that is definitely not bacon. 

“Ewwww. What is this?” 

“Turkey bacon. Give it a try. I think you’ll like it.”

“But—”

“Just one taste.”

Wrinkling my nose, I put the fake bacon between my teeth. It crumbles when I bite down, and a few small bits of it fall onto the floor. Reesie comes over, smells the scraps, sticks her head in the air, and walks away. I grab a napkin and spit the uneaten turkey-whatever into it. If my cat’s not going to eat it, neither am I.

I throw the napkin into the trash. “Thanks, but I think I’ll pass.”

Mom shakes her head, her mouth drooping. 

“Sorry, Mom. It’s just this new health kick you’re on is weirding me out.” Relenting, I go over and give her a hug. “But I appreciate that you want us all to be healthy.”

Mom nods toward the door. “Go on. I know you can’t wait to get out of here.”

I grab my backpack. “I’ll be home late. Becca’s trying out for the USTA tennis team after school. I promised I’d come watch. Her mom’s giving me a ride home.” 

“Okay. Wish her luck for me.” 

I head out the door before she tries to force more healthy food on me. I’m afraid pretty soon she’ll be giving me egg whites, which are, like, awful. As soon as I’m out of Mom’s radar, I pull a couple of Pop Tarts from my bag. They should get me through until lunch.

The temperature is already a steamy eighty degrees with no cooling clouds in sight. It will probably reach ninety before school lets out. How did people live in Florida before AC, anyway? By the time the bus comes, my shirt is stuck to my back, and I’m dripping with sweat. 

Lacy gets on two stops later. “What’s with the curls? I thought you were going for the straight look.” 

“Don’t ask.” I move over to make room for her.

She slides her backpack off and elbows me in the side. “Look at him.”

I follow her gaze. A tall guy I don’t recognize is getting on the bus. He has longish blond hair and the most unusual color eyes I’ve ever seen. Kind of a bluish green. They remind me of a piece of turquoise jewelry my mom gave me last year. So different from my boyfriend Josh’s eyes, which are a deep, dark blue. 

The guy takes the first empty seat he comes to and sits with his shoulders hunched over, keeping to himself. 

“He is cute,” I say. “Who is he?”

“His name’s Dan, and he just moved here from Chicago. Oh, and he’s a sophomore. You can thank Nikki for the 411. She was, like, on a mission.”

The bus stops in front of the school, and the door sighs open. The new guy jumps up, the first to get off.

“Wonder why he’s in such a hurry,” I say to Lacy.

“He’s probably trying to get away from Nikki. That girl’s a barracuda.” Lacy stands up. “Are you coming or what? I have to do some cramming. Can you believe Mrs. Moore is giving us a history test already? We only got back from spring break a couple of days ago!”

It’s more like a couple of weeks, but I don’t say anything. At least now I know why Lacy’s so cranky. She totally hates history class. 

“You go ahead.” I nod toward the door. “I’m not in any rush.”

Lacy shrugs her shoulders and gets off the bus. I watch the guy with the turquoise eyes until he disappears through the school’s double doors. Something about him seems—off. Maybe it’s just that he’s new. He really is cute. 

Oh. My. God. What’s wrong with me! Here I am checking out this new guy when I have the greatest boyfriend in the world. I’d thought I’d learned that lesson over spring break. Annoyed with myself, I grab my backpack and step off the bus. 

When I reach my locker, Josh isn’t there. He always waits for me, even when I’m late. I pull out my phone to text him, but the warning bell has already rung, and classroom doors are slamming shut. I have to get moving. Putting my phone on vibrate, I stash it in my pocket. Josh will have to wait until lunch. 

Mr. Brody has started class by the time I get there. I’m not worried. He’s a cool teacher. Even when we’re a little late, he never gives the bus kids a hard time. 

The door closes with a gentle click, and I slip into my seat. Mr. B. pushes his glasses up with his finger and stares at me. “Welcome, Miss Christopher. Glad you could make an appearance today.”

Well, he almost never gives us a hard time. 

The blood rushes up my neck, and I just know my freckles are popping out like a bad rash. I hate to be singled out like that. Attention is something I do not need or want. Thankfully, Mr. B. has already forgotten about me. “Clear your desktops.” He grabs a stack of papers off his desk. “Pop quiz time.”

Groans and the sound of books being slammed shut fill the air. 

With the book banging and the complaining, I almost don’t hear the knock on the door. Mr. B. must not hear it at all, because he keeps handing out the quiz. The knock is louder the second time. Mr. B. walks over and opens the door. He tells whoever it is to wait and walks over to Nikki, who always sits in the front seat when the teacher is a guy. He whispers something to her. She grabs her books and stomps toward an empty seat in the back row.

Mr. B. turns toward the door. “Come on in,” he says. “We’re just about to take a pop quiz.”

I’m thinking it’s probably one of those teachers who come to observe class once in a while. 

I couldn’t be more wrong.
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It’s him. The hot guy with the turquoise eyes. He stands next to Mr. B., his head down, hands stuck in his pockets. 

“Class, this is Dan Hutton.” Mr. B. turns to Dan. “I’ve cleared a place up front for you.”

Red creeps up the guy’s face. I feel for him. It’s bad enough that he’s new. Now he has to sit where everyone can watch him.

He just gets to his seat when he stops and stares—at me! Like, he’s really zeroing in on me. His eyes are so piercing that I can’t hold his gaze. I lower my eyes and focus on my desk. 

What was that all about?

Mr. B.’s voice penetrates my brain. “You have ten minutes to finish the quiz.”

Everybody groans. 

“Mr. Hutton.” Mr. B. waits while Dan stows his books. “Although I won’t use this quiz toward your grade, I’d like you to take it. I want to see how far you got in this class in ...” He looks at the papers again. “Chicago.” 

Dan nods and leans over the test, his nose almost touching it. I get the impression he wants to melt into the desk.

Mr. B. checks his watch. “Okay, class. Your ten minutes start now.”

No sooner does Mr. B. collect the papers than my phone vibrates. I sneak a look. It’s a text from Josh. 

Got in late. See u at lunch.

I click the phone off and manage to put it away seconds before Mr. B. heads my way. If he catches me with it, it’s bye-bye phone for the rest of the day. Plus, Mom will have to come get it. Not a pretty picture.

The class ends, and Dan rushes for the door. Can’t say I blame him. The other girls couldn’t take their eyes off of him all through class, and Nikki was out of her seat and heading toward him before the bell even finished ringing. He gets out just in time to avoid her. He doesn’t even glance my way. By now, I’m sure I imagined the staring-at-me thing. 

My phone vibrates again. This time I slip into the bathroom to read it. It’s from Becca. 

Don’t forget. Tennis at 3:30. Be there. 

I didn’t forget. Chillax.

I know why Becca wants me there. She wants to introduce me to the United States Tennis Association coach. Shake the woman’s hand. Find out what she’s thinking. Like I can bring on my visions on demand. I keep telling her being psychic doesn’t work that way, but that doesn’t stop Becca from asking.

Besides, she’s a great tennis player. A natural. For sure, she’ll make the team. She doesn’t need me to tell her that. I think, make that I know, she just likes the attention.

The bell rings. I rush to my next class—history. Ms. Austin isn’t nearly as understanding as Mr. Brody about being late. Darn! The door to Ms. A.’s class is already shut. I open it and am about to go in when someone calls out to me to hold the door. 

I turn around. Dan is running down the hall. 

When he gets to me, he just stands there and stares. I touch my hair, wondering if the curls have popped out of the scrunchy and are sticking out all over. Or worse, do I have lipstick on my teeth? I put my hand to my mouth. Dan just keeps staring.

“Excuse me, young man.” Ms. A. is standing in the doorway. “Can I help you?”

Her voice startles both of us. Since she’s concentrating on Dan, I use the distraction to slip around her and get to my seat.

Dan’s voice drifts through the open door, “Sorry I’m a little late. I got lost.” 

Ms. A. looks at the note Dan hands her. “Oh, yes. You’re the new student. I forgot you were expected. Come in.”

Ms. A. tells Dan to take any seat that’s empty. Before he sits down, he looks my way and smiles. This is the first time I’ve seen him look, well, happy. The hairs on my arms start to stand up, a sure sign something weird is going on. I don’t know what it is, but believe me I’m going to find out.  
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This time, I’m the first to leave class at the sound of the bell. I’ve been late to two classes already today, and I’m not going to let it happen again. 

My next class drags on forever. I keep checking my watch. Lunch is next, and Josh will be there, waiting for me. I touch the necklace he gave me when I came back from spring vacation and smile. 

It’s so beautiful. He was so sweet when he gave it to me, which made me feel even worse that I’d kissed that Chris guy. I’d tried to avoid Chris, really I did, but he was always around. And he was so nice!

The bell finally rings. I race to my locker, switch my books, and grab my lunch. I can’t wait to see Josh, but I’m also starving. Those Pop Tarts didn’t stay with me very long. I want some real food.

Mike, Becca’s boyfriend, is sitting with Josh when I get there. 

After checking to make sure no teachers are watching, I give Josh a quick kiss. 

“Sweet,” he says, smiling.

“Lucky you,” Mike says to Josh. “Your girlfriend goes to the same school. I wish Becca was here.”

“Me, too,” I say. 

If only Becca did go to the same school, my life would be complete. The three of them are my closest friends. They know about my gift and accept me for who I am. They make me feel normal.

I open my lunch bag. Something brown shows through the clear plastic surrounding the sandwich. I slip it out. Brown bread with crunchy stuff all through it and, ugh, cucumbers! My mom has packed me a cucumber sandwich! And sliced apples! At least she threw in a bag of Sun Chips. 

Josh unwraps a huge sandwich that he’s pulled out of his lunch bag. I can see cheese and turkey peeking out of the edges. My mouth starts to water. Pushing the sandwich and apples back into the bag, I open the chips. 

“Not hungry?” Josh asks.

I shrug my shoulders. “Not for a cucumber sandwich.”

“Are you serious?” 

“My mom has suddenly gotten into health food.” 

Josh rips his sandwich and offers half to me.

“You are the best!” I take a big bite, not caring if I look horrible chomping on all that food. Josh isn’t looking at me, anyway. He’s concentrating on eating his sandwich.

“You going to watch Becca at tennis tryouts today?” Mike asks.

I’m still working on that first big bite of food. The best I can do is nod.

A flash of light brightens the cafeteria, followed almost immediately by a loud crack of thunder. It’s so close that the windows in the cafeteria rattle.

“Wow! That was too close,” I say. At the same time, my phone starts to vibrate. I sneak a peek. It’s a text from Becca.

Pouring here. Tryouts cancelled. 
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