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Title: He’s Watching You

"And that's all that's happened recently". The bell began to ring, and Rosie stood up slowly. "Better go" she said "Not sure when I'll see you next". The man in front of her nodded slowly and the crescent moon-shaped scar on his cheek moved too, as if someone was dangling a puppet on a string. "Look after yourself", he said, "Give my love to Toby and be careful". Rosie leaned over the table and the two embraced. "You too, try not to get into any more trouble and hopefully you'll be out of here soon". The man laughed, "I'll try. Don't stay out there too long either, you're the only one who comes to visit anymore". The bell rang for a second time and she picked up her bag and sighed. "Mum and dad would come if you'd let them Mark. But you won't". Mark shook his head, stood up and shook his sisters’ hand. "Thanks for coming" he said and then disappeared. Rosie watched him leave, it was always hard to do that, even after 10 years. She turned towards the door and made her way back down the long bleak corridor, past the security checks, through reception and out into the light, shielding her eyes from the blinding sun. She fumbled in her pocket for her car keys and made her way towards her car, a little red Golf, sighing heavily as she unlocked it and sunk into the seat. Who would look after her brother when she was gone? She was always the one that kept the family together and now she was doing something for herself, she was worried it would all fall apart. She glanced at the clock above her radio as she turned the key in the ignition. 12:40, 4 hours before she had to be at the airport. With one last look at the prison, she drove away with no idea she'd never visit again.

4 hours later
[bookmark: _GoBack]Rosie sipped her Carlsberg and smiled as she watched her nine-year old son try and win a toy from a grabber machine, his face screwed up in concentration, red hair glinting in the reflection of the glass. This was it, she thought, a brand-new adventure, a chance to start over. Pulling out a large map from the front of her rucksack, she began to scour it for places Ryan had mentioned her and Toby might like to visit, beaches, a waterpark, even a safari and her heart fluttered a little at thought of finally meeting Ryan in the flesh. They’d met online almost two years ago and since then, a relationship had blossomed. She’d seen pictures of him, tall and tanned with bleach blonde hair and dark green eyes but they’d never seen each other face to face. In the beginning, she’d always ask if he wanted to video chat but there was always an issue which meant he couldn’t, some problem with his computer, a sudden work meeting and in the end, Rosie stopped asking. Her friends had mentioned that seemed like a definite red flag but she’d just laughed and told them not to worry. Because there was nothing to worry about. Not that she knew of at that moment anyhow.
