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“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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The strong island sun bounces off the brass plaques that hang over the cottage doors. Despite the warm breeze, an icy feeling creeps up my spine. 

“Angels and Devils!” I turn to face my friend, Becca. “Seriously? We’re sleeping here?”

“Yeah. Cool, huh?” Becca grins. “These are the guest quarters. I convinced my mom to let us stay here, away from the main house.” She points to one of the doors. “We’re in Devils. It’s bigger.” 

Again that shiver of discomfort tickles my back. When Becca invited me to stay at the family’s vacation home on St. Anthony’s Island for spring break, she didn’t say anything about a cottage with such a spooky name. Or about sleeping on our own, away from everybody else.

“But Devils? Really?” I don’t know why staying here bothers me so much, but I’ve found out the hard way that it’s best to follow my feelings. And this doesn’t feel right. 

Becca sees me hesitate and laughs. “It’s just a label, Zoey.” She opens the door. “Grandfather had the cottages built before I was born. The names are his idea of humor.”

“It’s not that. It’s—”

“Oh!” Becca’s eyes go big. “Did you see something?”

I shake my head. Sometimes I see visions of things that might happen in the future. Since Becca’s my best friend, and has played a major part in them at times, she’s one of the only ones who knows about my gift. She gets it, but that’s not what’s bothering me now. 

“No ... It’s just a weird feeling.” I take a deep breath and blow it out in a huff. “I’m probably being silly. This place—” I look around at the exotic flowers and trees that surround the small cottage— “It’s amazing. Like something you’d see in a fairy tale.” 

“Yeah, I guess so. ” Becca takes my hand. “Come on inside! You’re going to love it.”

I swallow my fear and walk through the door.

The main room, with its bright yellow walls and white wicker furniture, is anything but scary. In fact, the cottage reminds me of an oversized dollhouse. Two bedrooms, each with its own bath, with this shared sitting room between them. I exhale the breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding and throw myself down on the plush pillows of the couch, splaying my arms out to my sides. 

“You’re right, Becca. It’s great. All it needs is a kitchen and we could stay here forever.”

“I guess,” she says, looking around. “But, I mean, there’s no TV or computer or anything.”

“Pu-leese. There is such a thing as reading a book. Plus, we’ve got the beach and the tennis courts—well, you have the tennis courts.” Becca wrinkles her nose at me. “And didn’t you say there’s a cook and a maid?”

Becca smiles impishly. “Better still, there are the Johnson brothers.”

Annoyed, I sit up and glare at my friend. “Becca! You know I have a boyfriend.”

“But the Johnsons are so hot.”

I put my hands over my ears. “See. I’m not listening. Blah, blah, blah,” I chant, blocking out her voice.

She laughs, shaking her head. “Goody, goody.”

“I am not!” 

“Then give them a chance. Jake is the older one. He’s seventeen and a junior. I sort of have dibs on him. But Chris is really cute, too. And he’s fifteen. Our age.”

“What about Mike? You’ve been seeing him for, like, ever. Won’t he be mad?”

“Jake lives in Connecticut. I see him a total of once a year. Besides, Mike doesn’t know about Jake. And, like the saying goes, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

“Seriously, Becca. I could never lie to Josh like that.”

“I don’t lie. I just don’t tell.”

I shake my head. “Whatever.”

Even though her family’s really rich, Becca isn’t spoiled or mean. She’s just—impulsive. Which makes her a lot of fun. And dangerous. She always manages to get us into some kind of trouble or other. Of course, it’s my fault too, for going along with her screwball ideas. But this time I’m adamant. No flirting. No guys. Not for me at least.

I jump up at the sound of a knock on the door. I guess I’m still not over that eerie feeling. But it’s only the driver who’d picked us up at the airport. He hands over our luggage, and I go to my room to unpack, glad not to talk anymore about the Johnson boys. After I put everything away, I take out my favorite photo of Josh and me from my purse. Not that I need it since he’s always on my mind. I kiss his image and slide the picture into the frame of the dresser mirror. 

A second later, I hear them.

Drums. 

Not the rat-a-tat-tat or boom of parade drums. This is soft and insistent, like the sound of native drums. The kind you hear in the movies that summon spirits. Ghost drums. 

I walk to the open window and listen, but the sound isn’t coming from the outside. It’s in my room. All around me. 

The ghost drums get louder. Closer.

In a matter of seconds, the temperature in the room drops to freezing. My body breaks out in a sweat. The hairs on my arms stand up. I freeze in place.

Even though the drumming is loud, I hear the whisper of a sigh coming from the direction of the mirror.

I turn my head. Gasp and clasp my hand over my mouth. The reflection in the mirror isn’t mine. The face staring back has dark brown skin and a head full of long, tightly woven black braids. My heart pounds, the sound almost as loud as the drums. I’ve never, ever had an experience like this before. Visions of the future, yes. Spirits, no. 

I can’t move. Can’t breathe. 

Becca knocks on my door. I jump when she calls my name. 

“Daddy says for us to dress up.” She walks into my room. “We’re eating at the clubhouse tonight. I thought I’d wear this. What do you think?” 

I look back at the mirror. My own eyes look back at me, wide-eyed and dazed. The other face is gone. The drums are silent. 

“Hey, are you okay?” Becca grabs my arm and leads me to the bed. “You look sick, like you’re going to puke or something.” 

I draw in a breath. Cover my face with my hands. Even though Becca knows about my visions, I don’t want to tell her about what just happened. Not yet, anyway. I’m too shaken. I need time to figure it all out. I need to focus. Becca said something about eating at the club. Okay, focus on dinner right now. 

“I’m just hungry.” At least that’s the truth. “It’s been a long day, with the traveling and all.” 

Becca stares me in the eyes. “You sure that’s all it is?”

She knows me too well. I muster up a smile. “Yep. You know I get dizzy sometimes when I’m hungry.”

Becca hesitates, then nods. “Okay. Then let’s get you changed and fed.” 

I pull myself together and take a good look at the dress Becca is holding in her hand. Red, strapless, silky, and to die for. I sigh. “That’s so beautiful. I’m afraid I’m going to look like your poor, long-lost cousin.” 

She opens her eyes wide, her smile playful. “Come to my room. I have a surprise for you.”

I follow her. There, on the bed, is a similar dress, this one in green.

“Seeing as we wear the same size, I brought a few extra dressy things to share. If you want to, that is. It’s not that I don’t like your clothes or anything.”

“Are you serious?” I bear hug Becca. My clothes are okay, but Becca’s are totally awesome, a lot of them designer labels. Who wouldn’t want to wear them? “Yes. I really, really, really want to wear this dress.” 

The vision of the strange face in the mirror fades as I hold the silky material up to my body. “I promise to be extra careful and not spill anything on it.” 

“It’s the perfect green for you. It even matches your eyes.” 

I can’t help laughing. “You know we’re going to look like a Christmas tree, don’t you? All red and green.”

“Then Jake and Chris will be sure to notice, won’t they?” 

I don’t bother answering her. I already told her how I feel about the Johnson brothers. 

Becca glances at her gold and leather watch. “We’d better hurry. Daddy doesn’t like to be late, and between the two of us, I have a lot of work to do. That is, if you want me to help with your hair and make-up.” 

“Seriously? Of course I do.”

Becca is the best at making me look good. Problem is, I’m trapped. The whole time she’s working on me, she’s going on and on about the Johnsons. 

When she’s done, Becca waves the lip gloss in the air like a magic wand. “Awesome! I’m a make-over genius!”

She is. My curly, red hair is soft and swingy, just the way I like it. My freckles have magically disappeared. My eyes are bright, their green more noticeable than ever. I’m not sure who the pretty girl is staring back at me from the mirror, but I love the look. 

Okay, and I admit. After listening to Becca the past thirty minutes or so, maybe I’m just a little curious about the Johnsons. 

“Give me a few minutes. I’ll be ready by seven.” Becca heads toward her room.

A half hour on me, a few minutes on herself. Sounds about right. With her dark, straight hair and beautiful face, Becca doesn’t need much help to look gorgeous.

I slip on my dress and shoes and am just about ready to leave when the temperature dives to almost freezing. And they start up again. 

The drums. 

Their sound vibrates through my body, again like they’re right here in the room with me.

A second later, a wispy outline appears, not even a foot from my face.

I can’t stop my body from shivering with fright. Stay calm. It can’t hurt you. It’s just a vision.

The shadowy figure starts to take shape. The dark skin and braided hair become sharper, more defined. She looks like she’s about my age, fifteen years old or so. A plain dress that comes down to her knees may have been white at one time, but now it’s dirty and torn. When she reaches out her arms to me, I step back, fear making my heart pound fast in my chest. My foot slips and I start to fall backward. The last thing I hear before I black out is a soft voice whispering, “Please. Help me.”
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Another voice, this one loud and demanding, drifts in from Becca’s room, bringing me back to consciousness.

“Daddy wants to know what’s taking you so long.” It’s Sarah, Becca’s little sister.

“Yeah, what’s taking so long?” The echo belongs to Liam, Sarah’s twin. Becca refers to her five-year-old siblings as “the little monsters,” but I think they’re cute.

“Um, my fault,” I call to the three of them, trying to keep my voice from shaking. “I’ll be right there.”

I must have been out for only a second or two. I was lucky. The bed had broken my fall. 

I take my time. I need to let my heart get back to its normal beat. Seeing ghosts is a lot scarier than my ordinary visions. Those are like watching a movie. They don’t feel real or immediate. But this girl, she seems real. Like, if I put out my hand, I’d be able to touch her. Not that I’d do that. But, it doesn’t matter. I just passed out cold. Definitely immediate. Definitely scary.

“Zoey!” Sarah walks into the room and stands there, hands on hips. “What are you doing? Hurry up! We’re going to be late.”

I want to laugh at her bossiness, but can’t. She’s right. We are late. “Sorry, sweetie. I, ah, couldn’t find my shoes.”

“They’re right there! On your feet!” 

I look down, pretending to be surprised. “Oh my gosh! You’re right!” Grinning, I reach out and tickle her on her sides. She giggles and moves out of reach.

“Let’s go,” she says, all serious again. “I’m really hungry.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” I salute her, and she takes my hand. 

We walk up to the main house. Like the cottages, it’s surrounded by beautiful flowers and trees. Once inside, Sarah pulls me into the living room where floor-to-ceiling sliding glass doors make up two of the walls. Looking out the window, I fix my gaze on the blue Caribbean Sea at the bottom of a steep hill. It sparkles with sunlight. I think I just might be in paradise.

“I’d show you around, but I don’t think we have time,” says Becca, breaking into my daydream.

“Have time for what?” A beautiful, dark-skinned woman walks into the room.

“Doris!” Becca runs over and hugs the woman.

“Let me look at you, child.” The woman’s voice has the musical soft lilt of the islands. “You get taller and prettier every time I see you.”

Becca pulls me toward her. “This is my friend, Zoey Christopher. We’re best friends and do cheer together. Zoey, this is Doris. She’s been with the family since I was a baby.” 

I extend my hand to shake, but she doesn’t take it. Her big brown eyes stare at me for what seems like forever. I’m sure my face is turning a bright red while my hand floats stupidly—and emptily—in front of me. 

Becca clears her throat. “Um. Doris makes sure the house and our clothes are always spotless. She even irons the good stuff, right Doris?”

This gets through to her. She shakes her head as if to clear it and takes my hand. “Where are my manners? Welcome to Spice Manor, Zoey.” 

I turn to Becca. “Spice Manor?” 

“Oh, that’s what Grandfather named the house.” A mischievous smile tugs at her lips. “Better than Angels and Devils, huh?” 

If she only knew.

Mrs. Moretti, Becca’s mom, comes into the room. “Good. Everyone is here and dressed. Your father is starting to lose patience.” She turns to Doris. “Where’s Enid?” 

“She is at the commissary getting food for the week. She should be back soon.”

Again, Sarah takes charge. “Enid is our cook. She makes the best food, even though she’s grouchy most the time.”

“Sarah!” Mrs. Moretti gives Sarah one of those looks. You know, the one that moms give when you’ve done something really bad. “You apologize to Doris.”

“Why? I didn’t say anything bad about Doris. She’s the nice one. Aren’t you, Doris?”

Biting her lip to keep from laughing, Doris shakes her head. “Child, you better quit now while you can.”

Sarah changes the subject. “Can we go now? I’m starving.”

“I’m tempted to leave you home with Enid,” Mrs. Moretti says.

“I’ll be good. I promise.” Sarah turns to Doris. “I’m sorry for calling your sister grouchy.” She looks at me. “Even though she is,” she adds so quietly I almost miss it.

Mrs. Moretti must have her heard her because she rolls her eyes but lets it pass. “Let’s go, shall we?”

Sarah takes my hand. “Can I sit by you?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” I give her a hug and we head for the car. As I look back to wave to Doris, I see she’s staring at me, almost as though she had just seen a ghost.
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The clubhouse is unlike anything I’ve ever seen. There are colorful portraits of island women on the walls that, according to Becca, were painted by famous artists. The dining tables are set with candles, linen, and fresh flowers. Not something you’ll find in the fast food restaurants I’m used to. Candles are everywhere, and they cast a soft glow on the people mingling around the bar, all of them wearing designer clothes and fancy gold jewelry. 

And here I am, feeling totally out of place. Though I have to admit, the dress Becca leant me fits in perfectly. 

“Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Moretti.” I jump at the sound of the maître d’s voice, who, I swear, snuck up on us. “It’s such a pleasure to see you again. Your table is ready.”

As he leads us to our seats, Becca nudges me.

“There’s Jake and Chris.” She nods at a table across the room. Before I can turn my head she adds, “Don’t look!” 

“How am I supposed to see them if I don’t look?”

“I mean, don’t look right now. I don’t want them to see us staring as them.”

“Sweetheart,” Mrs. Moretti says to her husband. “There’s the Johnson family. Let’s go say hello.” She turns to Becca and me. “Coming with us?”

Finally. I’m going to meet the mysterious duo. But Becca nixes the idea. She tells her mom to go without us. 

“My shoes are killing me. I don’t think I can walk another step. You go ahead. Zoey and I’ll stay at the table so I can loosen the straps. We’ll catch them later.”

“I want to stay with Zoey and Becca,” Sarah says.

“Me, too.” Liam echoes.

Mrs. Moretti stares down both of them. “The two of you are staying close by me all night.” Sarah starts to say something, but her mom shushes her. “It’s that or you go straight home.”

Sarah pushes out her bottom lip. When her mom turns to leave, she sticks out her tongue at her mom’s retreating back. 

“And I better not see that tongue of yours sticking out of your mouth, young lady.” Her mom’s voice drifts over her shoulder just loud enough for us to hear.

Wrinkling her nose in protest, Sarah reluctantly follows. 

Becca and I sit down at the table. I stare at her.

“What?” she asks.

“You know what. All you could talk about today was Jake and Chris. Now that I have a chance to meet them, you fake a shoe problem.”

“What makes you think I’m faking? And don’t say because you’re psychic.”

“How about the simple fact that you’re not fixing your shoes. I thought they were killing your feet.”

She shakes her head and sighs. “You have so much to learn. You don’t go to the guys. You let them come to you. You have to keep the mystery going.”

I roll my eyes at her and take a sip of water. Mystery. Really? I have enough mystery in my life. I don’t want any more. Especially the guy kind. 

When Becca’s parents come back, their faces are bright with smiles. Especially Mrs. Moretti’s.

“Jake says to be sure and save a dance for him,” Mrs. Moretti says to Becca. She turns to me. “Chris was craning his neck, trying to get a good look at you, Zoey. I think you piqued his interest.” 

The Johnson boys again! What is it with these people? 

“Becca, darling,” Mrs. Moretti turns to her daughter. “How do your feet feel? I’d hate for you to miss dancing with Jake tonight.”

“They’re fine, Mom, now that I’ve loosened the straps.” 

I gulp down a whole glass of water to keep from laughing. If I have to keep this up, I’ll be in the bathroom all night.

We finish dinner and are waiting for dessert when I see a huge smile appear on Mrs. Moretti’s face. She’s staring directly behind me. Becca gives my foot a nudge under the table. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out I am about to meet the fabulous Johnson boys.

“Jake. Chris. How nice of you to come over.” Mrs. Moretti is practically cooing. I’m embarrassed for her and a quick look at Becca’s red face tells me she is too. 

“Boys,” Mr. Moretti says. “Pull up a couple of chairs and join us.”

“Actually, Sir, we came to ask Becca and her friend if they’d like to dance.” That must be Jake. He looks a little older than the other one, Chris, who’s staring at me and making me very uncomfortable. I have to admit it, though. They are both hot.

“Oh, I hadn’t noticed the band playing,” Becca says, which is an out and out lie. She’d just told me she hated their corny old music.

She puts her hand out to Jake, who helps her stand. “I’d love to dance.” She turns to me. “Zoey, this is Chris. He can dance almost as well as Jake.” And she walks off, leaving me sitting there, staring up at Chris.

He clears his throat and puts out his hand. “Zoey?” 

I sigh. Josh would not be happy if he knew I was about to dance with a gorgeous guy in an exclusive club on a beautiful island night dressed in an awesome, strapless, silk green dress. 

Maybe it’s because I’m nervous, or maybe I’m just not supposed to know anything, but when I take Chris’ hand, I don’t get any visions. I’m kind of glad. It’s a relief not to know what the future holds for a change.

Chris walks me to the dance floor, his hand on the small of my back. Despite myself, I feel a
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