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hypothesis
by battlehigh

Summary

the plumber says there's nothing there.

or, misty quigley's hypothesis.

Notes

tagged as self-harm/injury - even though it is intended to be vague, or rather dream-like, heed
the warning regardless.

season three misty study. my fave four eyed poodle <3

superlove / sunset / a03 (currently down)

See the end of the work for more notes
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misty quigley doesn't believe in ghosts.
but sometimes—sometimes, dark hair clogs her kitchen sink
the plumber says there's nothing there,
so she tries another,

and another,

and another,

until it stops.

just a dream, nothing more

time passes, autumn turns grey,

the sink clogs again,

again and again and again.

it's humiliating, almost—

she dips her finger into the sludge,

it feels invigorating, intimate,

but so angry, so angry,

unwilling to be touched,

even by a hopeless begger,

doe-eyed, blind with devotion,

face down in the dirt,

blood and saliva pooling in her hair,

a hand—smaller, then,

beating her, again and again,

now? She traces the soft curve of her breast—
taunting her, teasing her.

she partakes in the flesh,



lets it fall from her bones,

liquid brown, putrid,

flesh like rotten peaches,

a dead girl in disguise,

whiskeyed breath touches her neck,
warm, so warm

just a taste—

of something bitter

of something sweet

it's familiar—

a haunting.



End Notes

written on grocery store receipts from train commutes. originally prose but the receipts got
smudged so i salvaged what i could into whatever this is

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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