
Chapter 1. Marble Bathtub 

I chose to die in the bathroom because it’s the only room 
in the house I can lock. Because water calms me. And I have 
to be calm to pull the plug on my life. Nothing would 
irritate my father more than finding his sixteen-year-old 
daughter on the morning of her birthday, floating in his 
beloved marble tub—a ridiculous Bright family relic held up 
by carved sirens, their mouths open in song, their hands 
raised in worship to the Siren of Canosa, a bronze faucet 
figurine. How fitting. Ailen Bright, the deceased, guided 
into the afterlife by a tap.  

Do you hear me, Papa? This is my morbid joke. 
Eight. Nine. Ten.  
Ten seconds since I took the plunge, wearing jeans and 

my favorite hoodie. Blue. Siren Suicides spelled across the 
front. My favorite band. Blue is my favorite color. Three 
is my favorite number. It takes three minutes for an 
average person to drown. Only two minutes and fifty seconds 
left.  

I hold my breath. 
◡◡◡ 

 
Six years ago today Mama jumped off the Aurora Bridge. 

I heard Papa scream at her, heard her run down the stairs, 
slam the front door. And that was it. I lost her forever. 
For this, and for all the pain Papa caused me, I want to 
hurt him the only way I can—by ending my life in the very 
place he delivered me, on a rainy September morning.  

In some perverted sense, as far back as I can 
remember, the sirens were the sisters I never had. When 
Mama and Papa fought I hid in the bathroom, talked to them 
for hours.  

I gave them fitting mythological names. Pisinoe, 
persuasive, the youngest of the five. She wants a pet just 
like me. I like her best for that. Teles, the perfect one, 
with a cute chubby face. Raidne, always striving for 
improvement, her hair long and curly, the envy of my life. 
My hair looks like chicken feathers compared to hers. 
Ligeia the shrill, her breasts the source of my secret 



admiration since the day I understood that being flat-
chested would be my fate.  

The four of them stand two feet tall, one at each 
corner, their knees on the floor, their arms spread wide. 
At the head of the tub, her legs dangling from the rim, her 
left hand around the faucet, her right held up in a gesture 
of mourning, sits the Siren of Canosa, my big bronze 
sister. She’s the boss, the psychopomp whose job is to lead 
the souls of the dead into afterlife, heaven, or hell. 
Three very nice destinations. Pick your favorite. But I’m 
forgetting to count.  

45. 46. 47. 
My clothes feel warm and clingy. I press my hands into 

the sides of the tub to keep myself from floating up.  
I can’t do this, I can’t. I’m scared!  
I sit up and gasp, grab my head to prevent it from 

spinning, to prevent the bathroom from spinning. Water 
rushes down my face. Wet cotton sticks to my skin.  

The doorknob rattles.  
“Ailen?”  
My heart shrinks.  
He shouldn’t be up so early. Damn it! I should’ve 

jumped off the bridge. Why the fuck am I so afraid of 
heights? What do I do now? The whole bathroom stinks like 
weed. 

I hold my knees, listen to his footsteps. He’s 
checking my room. He’ll be back.  

All at once, I panic. A thousand needles prickle my 
skin, the impossibility of facing him, of leaving the 
bathroom in one piece. I decide to try once more. 

It’s the only way out.    
He shouts my name. I ignore him. I can do this. I’ll 

have to think of something distracting. Everywhere I look, 
Mama’s face floats up—her smile, her brown hair, her blue 
eyes, the freckles on the bridge of her nose. Like mine. I 
blink, look at the towels. There she is again. And by the 
sink, and on the floor. I close my eyes, think of Hunter, 
my best friend. My only friend. He never shuns me at school 
like the others. He always calls out to me in the hallways 
and when I spot him makes these obnoxious gorilla noises 
that have me snorting into my fist. 

Whenever Papa leaves on a boat trip, we get stoned in 
my bathroom. Last night I came too close to telling him my 
plans. We were blowing smoke rings and listening to The 
Four Seasons, which was Hunter’s idea.  

“This is divine.” 
“What is?” 



“This. Getting high, listening to Vivaldi...” He 
brushed Ligeia’s cheek, traced her mouth with the tip of 
his finger. “What would you do if you met a real siren?” 

I stared at him in surprise. He didn’t know I talked 
to them, didn’t know that to me they were real. I looked at 
Ligeia. She winked her marble eye at me, and I flinched, 
thinking she might bite. 

“Not the mythical kind,” Hunter explained. “I’m 
talking about the real siren, the killer. The one whose 
gaze never sits still. The way she walks, the way she 
talks. Every man wants to hear her song, the song to die 
for.” 

“You’re stoned,” I said. 
“Yeah, but listen.” He sucked in on his joint, his 

slender fingers dancing across it. “Real sirens are among 
us. They’re the girls who come out at night, in the fog, to 
sing their pain. Their voices make you do things. They 
command you to come close to them, and then they sing your 
soul out.” 

“And then what?” 
Hunter took a deep drag, held it, released the smoke 

through his nostrils. “Then they find you dead in the 
morning. They can’t say what happened. It looks like your 
heart stopped. What’s creepy, though, is that you’re 
smiling. Dead, but smiling. Like you were your happiest 
just before you died.”  

“You say it like you’ve met one.” 
“A siren? Maybe I did.”  
I squinted at him. “You’re such a liar.”  
He laughed, making the bathroom vibrate.  
It vibrates now, in sync with Papa’s steps. I grip the 

sides of the tub. He knocks on the door. 
“Ailen? I know you’re in there, sweetie. What are you 

doing in the bathroom so early? Open the door, please.” 
Nothing, Papa. Just killing myself is all. Because one 

minute of fantasy is better than nothing. 
I look up at Canosa to get her approval. She nods her 

head. It’s time.  
I dive in face-first. 


