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Abby Sloan wouldn’t say she suffered from Trichophilia.  She would say, instead, that she quite enjoyed it.  Until the day she didn’t.

Abby had spent the afternoon going from estate sale to yard sale to garage sale, scouring Angel Hill for the perfect hat.  She passed old dishes, outdated lawn equipment, and broken instruments.  She walked by more old records and CDs by artists who were popular in her grandparents’ time than she could count.

None of it was what she was looking for.  When she finally found it at a yard sale just off The Slant on Vogul, she knew it the moment she saw it.

It was a red knit ski hat with a visor, the edges of which were starting to fray just the slightest bit.  She picked it up and looked inside.  It had just what she needed.

She wanted to try it on, but not yet.  She had to get it home first.

She checked the price, knowing she was getting it no matter what the tag read, then walked to the table where a young woman with headphones sat taking cash from customers.

She passed more clothes, old kitchen appliances, and toys she might have remembered from her childhood if she hadn’t been so focused on that hat.  Whoever wore it before had fancied himself a party animal.  She tried to picture what he might look like.  Shorts, a button-down shirt for sure, and slides on his feet.

She paid for her new acquisition and carried it to her car.

Abbie drove home, anticipating her arrival and how much she was going to enjoy her new old hat.

When she got there, she had to force herself not to run to the door.  She walked, drawing out her entrance, letting that anticipation build until she felt the flutter in her stomach when the lock clicked open, and she stepped inside.

Her shoes were off before the door was closed.

She took the hat into the bedroom, laid it upside down on the bed, then Abby stripped, and laid down.

She reached into the hat and carefully removed one of the stray hairs poking out of it.

It was about four inches long and dark brown.

Her heart beat harder as she pulled the hair to her face, breathed it in, ran it gently along the contours of her cheek.  She traced her jaw with it and felt a gush between her legs.

She ran her fingers along the length of the hair, feeling the softness of it.  She took in a deep breath as the hair tickled her down her neck.

Abby Sloan would never say she suffered from Trichophilia, a particular kind of fetish where someone is sexually aroused by human hair.  She loved every second of it.  

Until the day she didn’t.

When, for reasons she could never explain, Abby felt compelled to put the hair into her mouth and wind her tongue around it, she was suddenly no longer alone in her bed.

She closed her eyes to savor the taste of the hair and when she opened them again, the owner of the hat was in bed with her.  On top of her.  He was, somehow, inside her.

Abby leaned back and let the spirit do what it wanted.  When her orgasm came, she bit into the brim of the hat to keep from screaming.

* * *
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WHEN ABBY OPENED HER eyes some time later, she found herself naked in bed.  Her arms were sore, and she looked down to find bruises on her biceps.  Her thighs felt stiff.  When she sat up, she saw a few drops of blood on the sheet.

“What the fuck happened?” she asked no one.

The hat was somehow across the room, on her dresser.  She climbed off the bed and went over to it, picked it up, turned it over.  She put it back down and trudged, naked, to the bathroom.

After a shower, she came out, dressed in clean clothes, threw the sheet and the clothes she’d worn shopping into the wash.

Then she went into the kitchen and grabbed a string cheese from the fridge.  She couldn’t think on an empty stomach.  She opened a bottle of Coke and went back to the bedroom to inspect the hat again.

Abby had been obsessed with human hair as far back as middle school when one of her brother’s friends had spent the night, a jock she’d been secretly in love with since grade school.  Justin and his friend, Brandon, had slept in the living room, staying up late watching horror movies.  Justin slept in the recliner, while Brandon took the couch.  The next day, after Brandon and Justin had left to do whatever middle school boys did back then, she saw one of Brandon’s hairs on the couch cushion and, without thinking about it, had taken it to her room.  That hadn’t been the first time Abby had masturbated, but it was the first time she’d done so that enthusiastically.  She hid that hair away and for the next several weeks, took it out whenever she was alone.  And the next time a friend of Justin’s spent the night, wherever they slept, she inspected it for stray hairs as soon as they were gone.  By the time she entered high school, Abby had quite a collection of hairs from several of her classmates.

But nothing like what happened with the ski hat had ever happened before.

She wondered if this was some new level she had achieved in order to heighten the fantasy, possibly to maintain it.  She’d knew for some serial killers, their fantasies were only able to carry them for so long before they had to take that next step and kill for real.  Now, Abby wasn’t a murderer; her sexual fantasies never veered anywhere close to that territory.  But what if just feeling the hair wasn’t enough anymore?  What if she needed to taste it now?  What was next, would she have to swallow it to get off?

“God, I hope not,” she thought, imagining herself dying of old age and when someone in  a lab coat opened her up, they’d find a softball-sized lump of hair in her gut.  She’d been to the Glore Museum in St. Joe, she’d seen the display case of everything that woman had swallowed and died with it all still inside her.  She didn’t want that to happen to her, so if this was where her libido was taking her, it might just be time to talk to a professional.

She picked up the hat again and put it on in front of the mirror.

Who was the man who came to her?  Had he been real, or a figment of her sexual imagination?  Only one way to know.  She’d have to do it again.  But not right now.  Whatever she’d put herself through, she needed a day of rest.

Abby carried the hat into the living room, set it upside down on the coffee table—she didn’t want the hairs left inside it to fall out—and spent the rest of the evening eating dinner (frozen pizza) and watching television (“Survivor”).  When the sheets were dry, she made the bed and went to sleep with the hat across the room on the dresser again.

* * *
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THE NEXT DAY AT WORK, she tried to focus, tried not to let her mind drift to the hat.  It wasn’t easy.  Every time she moved, the soreness in her thighs reminded her.  She kept pulling her sleeves down to hide the bruises on her biceps.

Abby’s shift at the Grand Prize Diner started at 8:00 and ended at 4:00, and for those eight hours, she took orders, dealt with customers both rude and polite, worked her station and just tried to get through another day on her feet.

At the end of the day, she said goodbye to her co-workers and drove home.  There was the usual invitation of drinks, and Abby’s usual decline of said invitation.  As much as she may crave a connection with anyone, the ins and outs of societal norms had always been beyond her grasp.  She always felt on the outside of any friend group she tried to penetrate, always looking in but never part of the group.  Eventually she gave up trying and resigned herself to a fact of life: her co-workers were co-workers and while she may be friendly with them, they were not friends; none of the numbers in her phone were numbers she could call for help.

It was an existence she’d come to embrace over time.

When she got home, the hat sat on the dresser where she left it, but she thought she’d set it at the other end, by the closet.  It was closer to the door now.

She showered, then made herself a tuna salad sandwich and sat down to watch TV while she ate.  She was ten minutes into something before she realized she wasn’t paying attention.  She finished off the sandwich and went into the bedroom.

The hat was by the closet now, and Abby stared at it for a second, wondering if she was remembering correctly.  She’d been distracted when she came home, trying to get undressed and climb in the shower.  Maybe it hadn’t been at the other end of the dresser.

But she felt pretty certain it had.

Well, wherever it was, it was here now.  She picked it up and set it on the bed.  She looked inside and found another stray hair, similar to the first in length and color.

Standing next to the bed, Abby drew a line with the hair around her eyes, feeling the muscles in her thighs loosen just a little.  She traced the hair between her eyes, down the bridge of her nose, taking in the scent, then across her bottom lip as her tongue slipped out and touched the tip of the hair.

The figure bent Abby over the side of the bed and pulled her shorts down to her ankles.  She stepped out of them and spread her feet a few more inches apart.

* * *
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THROUGH THE FIRST FEW hours of her shift the next morning, Abby kept dealing with an ache in her left shoulder.  She thought it felt like a sunburn, and every
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