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Sonia was tired after yet another disturbed night. She knew why, it was all down to her job. The agency gave it a fancy title, but really she was a medically trained home help; part nurse, part cleaner, part anything else the client wanted and she could do in a two hour slot. Most of her clients were lovely, a real pleasure to be around despite their difficulties. Not Harry though. Being near that miserable old so and so would make anyone dream about committing murder!

At least, it could all be Harry's fault. She hoped so.

Nothing was ever right for Harry, and Sonia took the blame. For instance she knew he could get up and dress unaided, but on the days she was due he stayed in bed until she arrived. In just under a year, she'd been late three times, once when her car broke down and twice because previous clients had serious medical problems. On all three occasions he'd wet the bed, meaning she had to deal with that, staying longer than she was paid for, to get everything done.

She took him the free newspaper as she did for her other clients who wanted it. Harry held her responsible for any headlines he took exception too. Apparently it was part of a her job to send all the immigrants home, lower gas prices and make people realise zombies were no laughing matter.

"When people are dead they stay dead!" he'd yelled.

Sonia certainly hoped so. Harry was bad enough alive and she couldn't honestly say she'd mind if he didn't stay that way much longer. She'd had her first bad dream that night. One of the undead came for Harry and, just as he kept saying, she did nothing to help him.

The thing in her head seemed to agree with her when she wanted to push him out the windows he was always demanding she open or close. She'd never lift him up there though even if he didn't struggle and she knew he would. Shooting him would be good, but she didn't have a gun and had no idea where to get one. A lethal injection was appealing, but she no longer had access to the kind of medications which would do the job.

Every night in her sleep she did horrible things which she'd never do for real. She didn't want to, really she didn't. Harry deserved it though, didn't he? She should kill him really. It would be for the best.

Harry complained he was too hot then, when she'd gone, rang her boss and said she'd left him to freeze with the heating off and every window open. Fortunately previous staff members had experienced similar things and Sonia's boss had done no more than give her a warning to be more careful.

Then Harry accused her of stealing one of his watches.

"It's not fair," she told her husband. "His place is full of all kinds of old watches and little metal boxes, which he keeps hiding and then losing. He probably knows I didn't take it, but that won't stop him reporting it."

"Don't worry, you can't get into trouble without proof," Alex, a policeman, assured her.

"No, I suppose not, but it makes me angry that he's saying it. Does he think I'm stupid? Some of his things probably are antique and valuable but I wouldn't want to steal them. They're too distinct. It would be impossible to move them on."

"What did you say?" Alex asked.

What had she said? She had a headache and couldn't think straight. "I wouldn't steal them because I'm not a thief."

"Of course you're not, love."

"Don't take that patronising tone with me! You don't trust me either, do you? Of course you wouldn't, being a copper."

"Sonia, what's wrong?" He caught her as her body sagged. "Is it your headaches? They've come back?"

She nodded. Even that hurt. Alex helped her to bed, closed the curtains and laid a cool flannel on her forehead. The poor man looked so worried. That's why she hadn't told him they'd been back for some time. That and the hope she had them under control at last. The latest tablets from the doctor did seem to help a bit.

The headaches had started when she was quite young. They hurt but that wasn't the worst part. They gave her a feeling of not being in control of her life. Sometimes it felt as though there was someone or something else inside her head flipping switches. Sometimes when she was in a shop her head would ache and she'd want to grab a handful of sweets and stuff them in her pocket. She silenced that thought by concentrating on the bad things which would happen if she were caught. The thing in her head didn't bother her for quite a while.

As a teenager Sonia experienced headaches whenever she was near one particular boy. It was just a slight buzz at first, quickly gone if she moved away from him, but becoming disorientatingly painful if not. He was clearly interested in her and she liked him too, but the thing going on in her head made sure she kept her distance. When the boy, and passenger on his moped, were injured it seemed she'd had a lucky escape.

The headaches didn't return until she was old enough to leave school and take a job. It seemed that's what the thing in her head wanted her to do, but she'd resisted and stayed on to get the qualifications she'd need to become a nurse. The headaches she got while studying left her too tired to do much else. Her social life was zero. They stopped the moment she put down her pen at the end of her final exam.

Whatever the thing was, it hadn't wanted her to move away from home to train. Sonia was determined. The struggle gave her more headaches but they went once she'd accepted the course and it was too late to apply for one closer. Knowing the thing gave up once it was beaten gave her a measure of power.

She knew it disliked Alex. Sonia didn't though. She'd had to tell him about the headaches to explain the way her mood seemed to change and how sometimes when he was close they left her almost too weak to stand.

"Lean on me then, Sonia. I'll always be here to support you."

"Always?"

"If you'll let me."

The headaches grew worse right up until he proposed. By then they were so bad she had trouble focussing on his face and doubted she had the strength to accept. The moment she forced out a feeble 'yes' her head cleared. Sonia remained pain free through the wedding, the honeymoon and for years afterwards. It seemed as though the thing in her head had switched itself off.

Even so when Mum suggested she and Alex move in with her she'd worried it wouldn't just be her husband's wishes to be taken into account.

"I could look after Mum so she doesn't have to leave her home. I doubt she'd accept any rent, but if we paid all the bills that would help her and still save us money. It's practical and ... I would like to do it."

"Financially it makes enormous sense and you know I've always got on with your mum. If we can arrange it so we get some time to ourselves, I think it's a good idea."

Sonia had braced herself for a jolt of pain. The thing in her head hadn't wanted her to move before, but it seemed to be raising no objections now. Had it really gone, or did it approve of her returning to the town where she'd been born?

The same thing had happened, or rather not happened, when she'd seen the job advert. It wasn't what she'd done before but it would suit her knew circumstances and made use of her medical training. She'd had a weird feeling just for a moment and was sure the thing in her head had an opinion, but no headaches had come. At least not until miserable old Harry had been added to her client list. He was a pain, but in a different way.

She'd disliked him right from the start. Really disliked him. That was unusual. Throughout her career as a nurse and now as a home help she'd met many people who were unhappy, rude or unpleasant. Sonia knew that often it was because they were in pain, ill or frightened either about their own future or that of a loved one. As she helped them and got to know them, their true characters were revealed to be far nicer than they'd seemed initially. Not so with Harry. She'd yet to find a single redeeming feature.

He seemed to feel the same way about her, often shouting at her and calling her worthless. Sonia knew she wasn't. Her other clients, even the grumpy ones, thanked her occasionally at least and many said how much her visits helped them.

Before her fortieth birthday she'd asked some clients if she could reschedule her visits to keep that day clear.

"November the second? That's all Soul's day isn't it, dear?" one lady asked.

"Yes." The day for remembering the dead, or the time when the dead return, depending on your point of view. She'd had some teasing at school over it.

"That's no problem, then. My daughter always takes me to my husband's and parents' graves that day. I'll ask her to come earlier so she can help me get up. Do you have far to go?" She placed a hand on Sonia's arm as though offering sympathy.

Sonia hadn't said it was her birthday as she didn't want her clients to feel obliged to give her a gift, but did so then.

"Oh! You have a nice time then. Will you have a party? I had a lovely party when I was about your age." She prattled on for the rest of the visit, sharing happy memories.

All Sonia's other clients agreed to the change just as readily. Every one but Harry.

"And just what am I supposed to do if you're too lazy to come, you useless girl?"

Sonia's head hurt and she lost her temper. "If I'm useless you won't miss me, will you? You can just sit here all alone and think about what
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