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“Ana, hand me that bug spray,” Janice commanded her daughter.

Angrily, Ana grabbed the spray and handed it over.

“It’s in your best interest to get rid of that attitude,” Janice responded.

Janice sprayed at a fly that whizzed past her face. She paused, trying to see if her eyes could find the unwanted guest. It landed on the plate she had next to her. Slowly, Janice set down the spray and grabbed an old celebrity tabloid magazine. She rolled it up and raised it over her head. With laughably slow speed, she brought it down where the fly should have been. The insect dodged Janice’s half-assed attempt and buzzed in her ear.

“Motherfucker,” Janice yelled as she swatted her ear.

Ana laughed at her mother, but she dropped the laugh when Janice shot her a dirty look. Janice pulled the fly corpse from her ear and flicked it to the floor.

“Ma, can I go up the street to Delilah’s house?” Ana asked.

“Did you finish your homework?”

“I finished my reading, but in math, I did all I could. I’m going to ask my teacher for help.”

Having looked at Ana’s homework a few days ago and being completely lost, Janice had no intention of embarrassing herself by attempting to look again.

“Go ahead. Be home by dinner. Your daddy doesn't like you being late.”

“Thanks, Ma,” Ana replied as she kissed her mom on the cheek and ran out the door.

Janice put her feet up in her recliner and changed the channel on the television to some reality show. Something buzzed past her face.

“Another damn fly,” Janice said as she raised her can of bug spray.

Mark tapped his foot impatiently as he waited for his daughter to arrive so they could eat as a family. Mark insisted on dinner being family time: no phones, no television, no talk of work.

“Sorry I’m late,” Ana said as she burst through the front door. “We were watching the news and lost track of time.”

“You lost track of time watching the news? You couldn’t think of a better lie than that?” Janice asked her daughter.

“No lie, Ma. They were talking about some weird stuff going on with some super-contagious rash.”

“I saw that earlier, but that thing is far away. It doesn’t have anything to do with us here.”

“But the news said it's been reported in the United States. There have even been cases in our state...”

“That’s enough,” Mark began. “It’s family time. No news talk either.”

“Sorry, Daddy,” Ana said as she washed her hands and sat down. “Daddy, are you coming to my game on Thursday night?”

“I wouldn’t miss it. Are you ready, though? West Riverside is not a pushover school. They almost beat you all last year.”

“Keyword is almost, Daddy,” Ana said with a chuckle.

Janice kept scratching at her ear. Her itching was so intense that she hadn’t paid much attention to how hard she was scratching. That is, until she pulled her finger away and saw blood. Her daughter and husband were discussing great point guards; they hadn’t seen the blood yet. She quickly excused herself and went to the bathroom.

“What the hell is this?” Janice whispered as she dug a sack of pus out from her ear.

Using a mixture of peroxide and warm water, Janice flushed her ear. Her sink was covered in blood and pus. Her heart began to beat fast and sweat formed on her forehead. Looking into the mirror, Janice noticed her face looked flushed and sunken. She was scared, but suddenly felt dizzy too.

Returning to the kitchen, Janice told her husband that she didn’t feel good and was going to go to bed early.

“Do you need me to bring you anything? Any medicine or Gatorade?” Mark asked.

“No baby, thank you. I think I just need to get some rest.”

That night in bed, Janice heard the buzzing first. It was deep in her ear. When she tried to swat at the sound, she learned she was frozen. Her hands wouldn’t move. She tried to call for her husband, but no sound came from her mouth. She was paralyzed; sleep paralysis.

I just have to wait for this to pass or for me to wake up, Janice said to herself.

She felt a shiver go up her spine as a small bug crawled onto her leg. With all her might, Janice tried to sit up. Her attempts were futile. A second insect crawled into her hair. It bit her hard, but the pain didn’t subside. Instead, it became more intense and grew deeper. The bug was burrowing its way into her head. The insect on her leg began to do the same.

A third bug burrowed into her arm. Then came the rest. Janice could feel their tiny legs crawling across her skin. She winced as they bit her and began to burrow deep down. Tears streamed from her eyes. Several smaller bugs traveled up the streams of tears and entered her eyes. Moans were all Janice could manage as she painfully tried to cry out for help.

Larger insects crawled up her nostrils, into her mouth, and down her throat. She could feel them biting her from the inside. Behind her eyes, they began to consume her nerves. Her organs were ripping as the insects toyed with or ate them. She thought she was going to go insane. At that moment, Janice wanted to die.

Suddenly, Janice sat up and looked around her bedroom. Her husband was peacefully asleep next to her. Groggily, he awoke and glanced at her.

“Why did you wake up so hard?” he asked with a worried look.

“Had a bad dream,” Janice responded.

Her husband grunted and smacked a mosquito on his neck as he went back to sleep. Janice sat still and thought about what had just happened to her. She looked over her hands and feet. They were clear; it was all a nightmare. Still, Janice cried. She got out of bed and continued to cry until she reached her backyard and lit a cigarette. This was all she could do to calm down.

Janice had not forgotten what had happened to her by the next morning. It haunted her. She still felt the bugs wriggling inside of her. Her eyes still felt the discomfort of hundreds of tiny legs as they congregated inside her sockets. The deafening buzz was still in her ears even as she walked through the grocery store later.

“It’s just in your head, Janice,” she repeated to herself.

Mindlessly, Janice began to scratch her left arm and then her right leg. She continued to do her grocery shopping. Scratching her neck, she frowned. Janice studied the cereal boxes as she patted her head, not wanting to scratch. She quickly glanced at her wrist and saw a rash had formed.

“Janice?” Carol, a friend from church, called out. “Hey, girl. How have you been?”

“Hey Carol, long time no see,” Janice responded.

“I haven’t seen you in church in a while,” Carol said with an accusatory tone.

Janice looked annoyed as she scratched her wrist; the rash was spreading, driving her mad. As she glanced at Carol, for a split second it looked as if Carol was afraid, her words not matching how her mouth was moving.

“We’ve been busy, but believe me, we will be in there this week.”

“I hope to see you. You know this Sunday is homecoming,” Carol said.

“Child, I plan to be in the place praising my God.”

Carol smiled and gave out a laugh; it was an awkward laugh that sounded too loud and too shrill. She leaned forward and hugged Janice. Janice found the hug awkward; it appeared as if Carol was fighting against the embrace. As Janice pulled away, she felt something buzz past her ear. She swatted at it fast.

“I swear this place always has a problem with flies.” Carol paused. “Janice, I hope to see you Sunday.”

Janice watched as Carol walked away. Before she turned off the aisle, Carol pulled something from her ear and flicked it away.

Feeling something weird on her arm, Janice looked down to see she had scratched her arm so much that the skin was gone. Bloody skin and flesh had gathered under her fingernails. Leaving her groceries there, Janice ran out of the store.

She didn’t turn on her car. Janice sat in the driver’s seat and stared forward. Insanity was overtaking her. Janice pulled down the visor and looked into the mirror. Something wiggled across her forehead. Janice narrowed her eyes and stared at her face. Under her skin, something was moving.

Without thinking twice, Janice dug into her face. Blood dripped down her fingers and ran down her arms. She ignored the pain
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