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Gretchen McNeil is the author of YA 
horror novels POSSESS, TEN, and 3:59, as 
well as the new mystery/suspense series 
Don't Get Mad, beginning with GET EVEN 
and continuing in June 2015 with GET 
DIRTY, all with Balzer + Bray for 
HarperCollins. In 2016, Gretchen will 
publish two novels: RELIC, a YA horror 
novel, with HarperCollins/EpicReads 
Impulse, and MANIC PIXIE DREAM GIRL, 
her first YA contemporary, with Balzer + 

Bray. Gretchen also contributed an essay to the Dear Teen Me 
anthology from Zest Books.  
 
Gretchen is a former coloratura soprano, the voice of Mary on 
G4's Code Monkeys and she sings with the LA-based circus 
troupe Cirque Berzerk. She is repped by Ginger Clark of Curtis 
Brown, Ltd. 

ABOUT THE BOOK 
 
From Possess author Gretchen McNeil comes this teen horror 
novel inspired by Agatha Christie’s And Then There Were None. 
Perfect for fans of Christopher Pike’s Chain Letter and Lois 
Duncan’s I Know What You Did Last Summer, Ten will keep 
readers on the edge of their seats until the very last page!  
 
It was supposed to be the weekend of their lives—an exclusive 
house party on Henry Island. Best friends Meg and Minnie are 
looking forward to two days of boys, booze, and fun-filled 
luxury. But what starts out as fun turns twisted after the 
discovery of a DVD with a sinister message: Vengeance is 
mine. And things only get worse from there.  
 
With a storm raging outside, the teens are cut off from the 
outside world . . . so when a mysterious killer begins picking 
them off one by one, there’s no escape. As the deaths become 
more violent and the teens turn on one another, can Meg find 
the killer before more people die? Or is the killer closer to her 
than she could ever imagine? 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 



GRETCHEN McNEIL 
ya author 

 
 

 
gretchen@gretchenmcneil.com 

 

 
PURCHASE LINKS: 
 

v Amazon: http://bit.ly/TENAmazon 
v Barnes & Noble: http://bit.ly/TEN_BN 
v iBooks: http://bit.ly/TENiBooks 
v Kobo: http://bit.ly/TENKobo 
v Books-A-Million: http://bit.ly/TENBAM 
v Google Play: http://bit.ly/TENGooglePlay 
v IndieBound: http://bit.ly/TENIndieBound 
v Scribd: http://bit.ly/TENScribd 
v HarperCollins: http://bit.ly/TENHarperCollins 

 
PRAISE FOR TEN: 
 
"TEN is a real page turner! Gretchen McNeil knows how to plot a thriller: Her setup 
is flawless and the suspense kept me on the edge of my seat." – Christopher Pike, 
#1 New York Times bestselling author of the THIRST series and REMEMBER ME 
 
"Gretchen McNeil's TEN is my new number one! I jumped at every creaking 
floorboard in my house and on the page. This is sure to be a teen thriller classic!" –  
Nancy Holder, Bram Stoker Award winning author of THE SCREAMING SEASON 
 
"You want to read this book. McNeil incorporates all the thrills and chills of a horror 
movie into this fast-paced, gripping tale. With its quippy dialogue, it’s like reading 
Scream. This reviewer got the willies while reading Ten on a sunny afternoon." – 
Top Pick in Romantic Times, September 2012 
 
"A scary gorefest of murder and mayhem, not for the faint of heart [...] a breathless 
read." – Kirkus 
 
"Agatha Christie meets Gossip Girl [...] in McNeil’s (Possess) throwback to old-school 
thrillers [...] has all the hallmarks of a traditional slasher flick, including imprudent 
sex, gory slayings, and dramatic revelations." – Publisher's Weekly 
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"In the esteemed tradition of teen horror fiction, Ten hits all the high notes: a 
stormy night, illicit liaisons, cut phone lines, suspicious disappearances, double-
crosses, secret histories, and plenty of twists." – Booklist 
 
"McNeil's novel nicely parallels Agatha Christie's classic And Then There Were None 
(originally titled Ten Little Indians in the United States), and is likewise a quick-paced 
thriller full of half-facts and red herrings that take readers through the twists and 
turns of a deadly weekend." – School Library Journal 
 

 
TEN TEASER 

 
A roar of wind rattled every window in the garret and the rain lashed at the glass so 
fiercely it sounded as if someone had thrown a handful of pebbles at the side of the 
house.  The light filtering through the white gauze curtains was muted and dull, and 
Meg's first thought as she squinted her eyes open was that the storm must have 
raged all night without letting up.  Judging by the wind and the rain, they were in for 
another dark, damp day on Henry Island. 
 
She shivered and pulled the quilt up around her ears.  Damn, the house was 
freezing.  Had someone turned off the heat?  She rolled on her side to check the 
time on the alarm clock but the digital face was completely blank.  No wonder it 
was so cold in the house.  The storm must have knocked out the power during the 
night.  No power, no heat, no satellite.  Minnie was right – they needed to catch the 
first boat out of there. 
 
 

AWARDS & ACCOLADES FOR TEN: 
 

v 2013 YALSA Top Ten Quick Pick for Reluctant Young Adult Readers 
v Romantic Times Top Pick 
v Booklist Top Ten Horror Fiction for Youth 
v Finalist, 2015 Evergreen Young Adult Book Award 
v Nominated for “Best Young Adult Contemporary Novel of 2012” by 

Romantic Times 
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Meg listened for other noises in the house, but there was only the sound of 
Minnie's rhythmic breathing.  She lay there for a moment, eyes squeezed shut 
against the encroaching daylight, and wondered if she should get up and tell 
someone about the power outage.   Eh, what could they do?  No point in leaving a 
warm bed.  She snuggled under her covers, hoping she'd drift back off to sleep.   
 
Except she had to pee.  Small bladder and too much beer.  She swung her legs over 
the bed and tested her toes on the frigid floor, silently cursing her decision not to 
pack slippers.  With the giant comforter wrapped around her, Meg tiptoed across 
the garret and down the stairs.   
 
There was a slight breeze in the open stairwell of the tower that sent a chill racing 
down Meg's neck.  She hitched the comforter up over her head – sympathizing 
suddenly with Eskimos, mummies, and women in burkas – and quickened her pace.   
 
Pat, pat, pat.  The sound of her bare feet was distant and fuzzy as it permeated the 
layers of thick down wrapped around her head.  Her toes were so cold she could 
barely feel the smooth wood of the stairs, and the comforter cocoon was like 
having blinders on: she could only see a small oval right in front of her.  She moved 
as quickly as her bulky wrap would allow, praying she didn’t trip and send herself 
careening down the stairs or worse, over the railing.  That fall would certainly end in 
a broken neck. 
 
Why was she always thinking of the most morbid scenarios?  Sheesh.  Just go down 
to the bathroom then back to a warm, comfy bed.    
 
Pat, pat, pat.   
 
Creeeeeak. 
 
Meg paused.  Was that the stairs creaking?  It sounded like it came from 
somewhere above her.  Maybe the old house was straining against the storm?  She 
rounded a corner of the stairs and heard it again.   
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Creeeeeeak.  A shadow on the white wall of the tower caught her eye. There was 
something odd about it, something familiar and yet there shouldn’t be a shadow 
there at all.  The windows in the tower didn’t have any curtains, nothing to cast a 
shadow.  Meg started at it for a second and noticed the shadow was moving, 
swaying slowly from left to right. 
 
Creeeeeak. 
 
Meg froze, her eyes locked on the shadow.  The heavy form, oblong and 
amorphous except for the dangling appendages… 
 
Legs.  Holy crap, they were legs.   
 
Meg turned her head and came eye-to-eye with a face hanging in the stairwell.  The 
noose around the neck.  The purplish-blue hue to the skin.   
 
Meg opened her mouth and screamed. 


