Jones on the Run 
by Zafarali Ahmed
Thomas Jones was on the run. Just moments before, he had escaped from his kidnappers. The desert air was cold. The wind was blowing against his face. His eyes twitched. Just a little farther. Then I’ll be free.
His escape was a gift from god. A random coincidence when there was no hope left in his body. His captors had fallen asleep- after he skillfully made mixed Melatonin in the tea he prepared. At the camp, where he was being held for almost a year now, Melatonin was everywhere. They used it to put him to sleep. One day he just took the medicine and kept in the back of his mouth. He pretended to fall asleep and kept the drug for future use. He did this often.  They used to make him do odd jobs around the camp. Clean the tents. Make tea. They loved tea. Two times a day without fail, sometimes more.
His quick thinking had put everyone to sleep. It was a rewarding day. Some celebrations had made everyone go bonkers. The tea was perfect timing.

The camp was near Rabat. The capital of The Kingdom of Morocco. He knew this because of the many times the kidnappers had spoken of it. Often when talking about getting food and other necessities for the camp. 
He could see the lights over head. Almost there. Then the city came into view. Then it all flashed by. Eight months ago.
*

“This is Thomas Jones, Reporting for BBC from Sale , Morocco”

Sale was Rabat’s twin city. He was reporting the filming of Black Hawk Down.  The wide angle shots of the helicopters going up and down the beach were his story. Nothing interesting but it paved the way for his documentary that was to be released later that year. 
Thomas walked away from the scene. Finding a small, secluded area to relieve himself. That was the beginning of eight months of torture. Someone hit him hard on the head. He fell to the ground and was instantly dragged off into the desert camp. 
Thomas awoke to the sounds of quick Arabic dialects. He understood and spoke the language to a certain extent. But many Moroccans laughed at his accent.

“He is waking up!” one man said.

Where am I? Thomas was clueless. He opened his eyes. The deep blue sky blinded him. He sat up and looked around. He instantly knew this was the desert. He saw a few tents around and people rushing everywhere. His awakening seemed to have brought his surroundings much unrest.

“Get the commander!” 

How will I get home? He had understood that he was kidnapped.

“Who is this white dog?” bellowed a voice. The commander, he would soon become used to his intimidating voice. Orders he had to follow. Make this. Make that. Do this. Do that.

“We caught him in Sale, you asked for a captor!”

“I asked you to bring someone high profile,” his voice had authority, “frisk him, get anything you can about him.”

“Already done, sir,” said another man, his voice was calm and restricted, “He is one Thomas Jones,” the man held up a BBC correspondent ID he had found. “He is from the BBC.”
“BBC?” asked the confused monster.

“British Broadcasting Corporation, a world famous news channel, he is British, definitely high-profile,” The commander let out a delighted murmur.

“Contact the British Embassy; you know how much we want.”

That was the end. The embassy never answered the ransom letter with any interest; they dropped the case on account of no hard evidence. The commander never used photos, email, video or any form of new age media. He was not a modern man. Thomas became a camp worker. 

*

28 Avenue S.A.R. Sidi Mohammed

He got the address from the response letter from the Embassy. The commander had thrown it on his face and woke him up. 
“See what your government thinks of you”

28 Avenue S.A.R. Sidi Mohammed

The British Embassy. It was the only escape from this alien land. He wandered into the city. After living in the desert for so long, the city seemed like an alien planet. Lights, cars, buses and the people. 
He stopped a taxi, he stared through the window of the driver’s seat. The driver looked him in the eyes and proceeded to ask his question. His voice was rough, but his Arabic was much easier to understand, “What you looking at my face for? Get in or get lost!” The language itself made everyone seem like they are shouting, his voice made it worse. I don’t have any money.

“Sidi Mohammed,” blurted Thomas. His Arabic had improved since the last time he had been in the city, “British Embassy.”
The driver nodded his head, “Okay.  50 dirhams’ .” Tomas considered, waiting a moment to calculate a rough estimation in pounds. The members of the camp often joked about getting 12 dirhams’ to get rid of him- they said it was only one pound. 650 pounds. Taxi drivers tended to overcharge foreigners. He had no cash. He was unsure if the embassy would pay for this ridiculous taxi ride. He didn’t give a damn. He had to get there, fast.

Thomas got in, and the taxi sped off into the city. The driver, in spite of his rough voice, was a friendly chap, “Where are you from?” His question was greeted with silence. Thomas peered out of the window, half glad to be back in a bustling city. The driver frowned, “I’m Yacoub, Taxi driver, one of the finest in Rabat and Sale.” upon hearing Sale, Thomas focused on what the driver was saying. “Where are you from? You smell like crap,” it was true. He was allowed to have a bath once in a blue moon. That was until the smell became intolerable for the camp residents. 

“I’m from London,” said Thomas.
“Ah London! I hear they have fine taxi drivers. Cabbies, if I am not mistaken”

“Yeah, somewhat,” was the best reply Thomas could give.

“What is your good name, sir?” asked Yacoub in broken English, vaguely imitating an Englishman.

“Thomas Jones,” said Thomas unenthusiastically.
“Ah Mr. Jones, it’s a pleasure to have be meeting with you”- Thomas let out a low, inaudible chuckle. The taxi turned through the river like streets of Rabat. “You know Stephen Fry?  QI? I love that show!” Thomas knew Fry. He was regarded ‘a national treasure’ along with his QI, quiz show.
Rabat was just as beautiful at night as it was in the day. The street lights lit the road like candles. “What time is it?” asked Thomas. 
“Almost ten,” said Yacoub.

“Is it an important day today?”

“I don’t think so. When we have festivals, everyone knows about it.”
In the distance Thomas could see the Hassan Tower, It was to be built as the tallest minaret in the world,and unfortunately it only reached a height of about 150ft, only half of its originally intended height. It was designed by an architect named Jabir who also designed Hassan’s sister tower, The Giralda, in Spain. The tower, made of red sandstone was well lit. He knew from numerous visits that it was also the location of the 200 columns of a incomplete mosque. On the opposite side of the Hassan Tower, across the remains of the column is the Mausoleum of Mohammaed V, where the king and his two sons are buried.

The taxi came to an abrupt stop. Thomas awoke with a jerk. He had fallen asleep. A direct result of some of the tea he had drunk, he took extra care not to put too much in his, he didn’t want to make the kidnappers suspicious.
Yacoub was looking at him, “We are here. British Embassy.”
“Thank you,” Thomas opened the door and started walking toward the building. A safe haven, No one can touch me here. 
Contrary to public belief, an embassy is not regarded as land of its represented state. Instead it enjoys immunity from most local laws.
“WAIT!” shouted Yacoub, Thomas spun around. Shocked. “MY MONEY!”

Shit. “I don’t have any,” Thomas considered lying but then decided it was better to tell the truth.

“WHAT? BUT THEN YOU TOOK MY SERVICES! MY TAXI DRIVING EXPERTISE!” Yacoub was furious. You could hear it in his rough voice. Luckily it was late. Not many people walk on the road at this time of the night.

Better tell him the truth. “I’m running from kidnappers. I don’t have any money, clothes, bearing or any identification. I have come to the Embassy in hopes of returning to my country. I shall collect some money from inside and hand it over to you.” Yacoub didn’t want to cooperate. He dismissed it as a story.
“BUT THE PLACE IS CLOSED!” yelled Yacoub. Thomas came to his senses. Late night mean one more thing- A closed embassy.

“I’ll give you double, when it opens tomorrow.” This calmed Yacoub a bit. Thomas was scared to ask but it was better late than never, “Could I stay at your place for the night?”
*

Morning came. The call for prayers was being played across the city. 

Yacoub was surprisingly homely, accepting him with wide arms into his house, a complete contrast to the desert camp. A well deserved nap. When Thomas finally got out of bed he found Yacoub praying in a corner. He strode across the room into the washroom. He looked at himself in the mirror. He was unrecognizable. A heavy beard and unruly hair and his eyes were blue but bloodshot. He wondered what the camp was like now. Are they happy I’m gone? Are they searching for me?
Yacoub kept his hand on Thomas’ shoulder, “Do you need a blade?” He smiled and nodded. Yacoub pointed to the cupboard in the corner. Thomas understood. 

Yacoubs flat was a small one. He lived in the highly congested part of Sale. He said it was a cheap flat. Yacoub had no wives or any children and probably worst of all he had NO phone. And unfortunately payphones in Rabat didn’t have international calling capabilities.
Thomas looked at himself in the mirror, he was completely shaven. He left the hair the way it was. He was reminded of his days as a BBC correspondent. Thomas put on a new set of clothes. Something he didn’t have the privilege of doing at the camp- even though they made him have a wash, Thomas received no new clothes.
*
Thomas stood in front of the embassy. Yacoub was standing behind him. They walked in.
The two walked over to the desk. “How may I help you sir?” asked the lady.

“I’m a British Citizen- Thomas Jones. I have no passport, no identity. I was kidnapped eight months ago. I escaped. I’m here. I need to go home.”

The lady was surprised. She obviously doubted the story, “One moment please,” she picked up the receiver and spoke a few hushed tones into the phone.
The two were led into a hallway and then the second room on the right. The director, James Bayman-Read the sign. They entered the room. The lady told Yacoub to wait outside. The office was very comfortable. Mr. Bayman sat on his desk looking over a letter. Thomas recognized it instantly.
“Ah, Mr. Jones, What a pleasant surprise,” said Bayman. Thomas knew he was lying.

“Hello Mr. Bayman-” Thomas was interrupted.

“James. Please”

“James, I was kidnapped eight months ago-” Thomas was interrupted once again.
“I already know who you are-” Bayman held up the letter “-I suppose you recognize this. I didn’t believe it.” Thomas frowned. Bastard. “I’m extremely sorry for this incident. I will organize a passport and tickets as soon as possible.” There was silence, “You may leave now.”

Thomas was disgusted at his frank attitude. He was a godforsaken refugee who dared to escape from a remote desert camp because people like him refused to believe! He didn’t even want to ask him for a phone call. Thomas turned around and proceeded to walk out.
Down the hallway he decided to turn around and release his anger on Bayman. The door was slightly open, allowing Thomas to listen to what was going inside. Then he heard something that made his heart race. 
“He’s here.” 
Yacoub was waiting in the large hall just before the offices inside the building. There were a few people sitting here and there, mostly visa applicants waiting to go to the UK.  Yacoub had begun to like the Englishman. When he saw Thomas emerge from the hallway into the room with those horrified eyes, Yacoub instantly understood there was something wrong.
Thomas held his right arm and dragged him out of the embassy. 

This place is not safe anymore. I’m betrayed by my own. Thomas was confused. Outside the embassy, Yacoub looked blankly at his face. He was expecting an explanation at their hushed and rushed departure.
When Thomas heard Bayman on the phone, he knew something was wrong. His mind recalled the events.

“I will keep him here… Yes I understand.” Bayman switched off the phone. Thomas barged in. Bayman looked shocked for a second and then quickly covered his state with seriousness. 

“I need some cash.”

“Why?”

“I need to pay the taxi driver.” Thomas was blunt, indirectly expressing his anger at the director.

Bayman hesitated a moment. He knew if he gave Thomas the money, Thomas would have more freedom. “How much do you need?” 

Thomas made a quick calculation. “2600 pounds that is around 200 dirhams.”
Bayman couldn’t refuse, because if he did he would raise suspicions. “Send the driver in, I’ll take care of it.”
“He won’t be able to come; he isn’t going to take any bribes.”
“I’ll make him an offer he can’t refuse.” Bayman put on the most ridiculous Godfather expression on his face, it seemed eerily appropriate at this time.
“Fine then!  I’ll just send him off. Give me a hundred dirhams and I’ll make him go away.”

Bayman took out a stash of cash and tossed it in front of him. “If he doesn’t accept, you can tell him I’ll be paying him a private visit.”
Thomas took the cash and didn’t say anything further.
Yacoub was dumbfounded. Thomas needed to get back home quickly. His mind clicked. “I need to find tourists! Fast!” Yacoub was getting what Thomas was trying to say. He needed to find a Englishman on Holiday.

“I can take you to Hassan, the esplanade and The Mausoleum just a few minutes away from here.” Yacoub spoke in quick burst of Arabic, like as if he was tried after discussing these unfortunate turn of events. Before Thomas could agree they were in the taxi and they were speeding off towards Rue de Tunis. Then there was disaster. 
Oh my god. Out of all the times, why now?!

In the distance Thomas caught a glimpse of stopped cars, all huddled together like a wall. It was traffic, he knew it.
And so did Yacoub, he made a quick and hasty move and turned the already speeding vehicle onto the sidewalk and stepped on the gas. As he did so Yacoub made an English statement, “I always want to put pedal to metal. James Bond, Tom Cruise, Bourne Identity, CIA, FBI, secret spy!” Thomas didn’t know how many American and British references Yacoub made but he was getting to his destination, fast and that’s all that mattered.
Thomas then saw something dead ahead of him. A outdoor café, synonymous with the Rabat people to relax. Thankfully it was empty, the white chairs and tables glistened in the Mediterranean Sun as the small taxi smashed through the café boundary fence. The tables were crushed under the Taxis’ tires.
They were almost there; he could see the Mausoleum of the once powerful king. But then his heart stopped. Oh no. In the mirror Thomas and Yacoub peered at what would take their chase to a whole new level. A police bike was speeding out of the café rubble. The siren pierced the Rabat tranquility.
Thomas felt the taxi speed up, Yacoub was tense, and he seemed to be as determined as Thomas. Then the taxi took a sharp turn into a small alleyway. Thomas was amazed at how such a vehicle fit onto the narrow path. The path twisted and turned and then dropped on to the main road. Yacoub, however didn’t stop. He sped along right across the road, narrowly avoiding countless accidents. And there they were again in another alleyway, but this time Yacoub was slowing the taxi down. He muttered to Thomas, “Jump!” Thomas barely heard it but as soon as Yacoub fell out of the taxi, his reflexes took over the better half of him and made him jump.

They looked towards the taxi. With what velocity it had left it rolled on to the next main road, and finally getting hit by a car. “There goes my lively hood.”

*

Yacoub and Thomas had parted, Yacoub headed to a police station to lodge a false complaint. A stolen taxi report would get his name off the record. Thomas was now outside the Mausoleum. He stood near a pillar. The ruins stretched out over to the other side stopping at the Hassan Tower. The Mausoleum was beautiful, the white building with the green tiled roof was a masterpiece of the Alauite dynasty. The building was completed in the 1970s and Thomas was absolute that it was one of the most beautiful monuments he had ever seen. This isn’t the time to be admiring beautiful buildings. I need to find a Tourist. 
Thomas looked around, looking for those certain tourist characteristics: backpacks, shoes, straw hats, shades. He had no idea what he would do once he found one but he needed to find one as soon as possible. 
Thomas wandered across the large expanse of half built columns. He spotted a couple taking pictures. He politely spoke a few words “Hello, Where are you two from?” His accent was stressed as much as possible.
The couple took a moment to place Thomas. “We are from London. You?”
Eureka. Bingo. Perfect. 

“I need your help. I’m in trouble here. I need to make a call to London.”
The man looked at his wife. The man, as Thomas could see, wanted to help. His wife frowned at him.

“I’m sorry we don’t have any contact with Britain.”

“I need your help. I was kidnapped eight months ago. The embassy is responsible. They are corrupt. I need to get out of here!” Thomas was speaking fast now.
The couple now took Thomas more seriously. They whispered a few words to each other just out of earshot. Come on. Help out a fellow Englishman. “Okay young man-” Young man?! “-we’ll give you a phone call.” He held out a phone.
“Thank you!” Thomas was overjoyed. He snatched the phone and quickly dialed a number.

*
The phone rang, piercing the still air of the presentation. The presenter frowned, looking disappointed at Rachel.
Shit. “I'm sorry.” She did look sorry, but this was not what was expected from one of his most senior, learned and trusted employees. She hung up. How could I forget? Wonder who wants to disturb me at this time.
The meeting carried on.
*
What the in god’s name is she doing?!

Thomas was disappointed. He looked at the couple; they stood in the corner -curious. He smiled at the two and proceeded to dial another number. It rang twice. The answering machine picked up. Rabat and London were in the same time zone. She had to be awake.
The answering machine broke the somber connecting ring. “Hey this is Rachel. I'm not home right now. I'm probably busy, leave a message after the beep or call back later. Thanks!”
Thomas’ heart melted, after so many months he had heard the love of his life, even if it was from a prerecorded message, he couldn’t hold back a tear that rolled down his cheek unnoticed by the couple. He hated that these messages only lasted a few seconds before being broken by a monotonous beep- he longed to hear more. He also hated that the recording never allowed you to not speak. It would get cut off it there was no speech.
He spoke, “Rachel, It’s me, I'm sorry babe, I was captured by a terrorist group, but I can’t explain now. The embassy here is responsible. I need you to help me out, send me some cash, you know the account number.” – Is she going to believe me?! Thomas paused – “I love you.”
The couple smiled, they asked if there was anything else they could do for him. He shook his head, too emotionally affected to answer. Then right behind him he heard a voice. He couldn’t mistake it. It was Yacoub, he was peeking out of a car window, which Thomas immediately recognized as the taxi. Thomas ran towards the small car. It was slightly damaged.
“Thomas! Thank god I found you!” He spoke in small bursts of Arabic. Thomas knew something was wrong, “while I was at the precinct I found out something.”

Thomas sensed bad news, “What did you find?”

“The police are searching for you. A search ordered by The Embassy, they have pictures of you all around the notice boards and I'm sure they must have beamed your picture to everyone policeman’s’ cell phone.”
This wasn’t good news; soon every cop in Rabat would be searching for him. He had to act fast, he didn’t have much time. His only hope was Rachel.

*

Rachel made her way home; her afternoon disruption of the presentation was still at the back of her mind. How could I not switch it off?! She did it every meeting but somehow failed in this one. It must have been Franks’ work, he piled way too much of it on her. She couldn’t handle it, it was affecting her. But that wasn’t the least of Rachel’s problems, Thomas who had mysteriously disappeared on his field report in Morocco. It was the most haunting experience of her life. He had called her and told her that he was going to Morocco for an ‘important’ report. He never came back. She desperately contacted the embassy but then soon abandoned hopes.

She unlocked the door to her apartment, her job was rewarding, and it was reflected in her luxury apartment on the 14th floor. The apartment was well furnished, and looked out towards the skyline of London. The city lights filled the apartment with light, like a candle, it seemed the house didn’t even need its own lighting. 
She walked around and made herself a cup of tea and then sat down on the couch. After a hard day’s work this is what she loved to do, sit down and relax. There was only one thing that lacked in her life- Love; love that Thomas had taken with him to Morocco leaving her heartbroken. 
*

Thomas was impatient, he had been in the car much too long, and he needed to get out. Yacoub had been driving non-stop, keeping a low profile, only stopping to refuel. He hoped Rachel had gotten his message. He had to check, he asked Yacoub where the bank was, he replied saying that all the banks were closed.
“The banks close at 4pm, its 8pm now. I doubt they will be open,” Yacoub sounded helpful, but he too was tense.
“What about an ATM?” 

“I always wondered what they stood for. Yeah there is one around the corner, HSBC?”

HSBC was the only bank Thomas had an account with, “Yes, and by the way it stands for Automated Teller Machine.”

“Not in this country, here it is anytime money.” Thomas laughed; it was the most common misconception of all time.
The taxi rolled up along the sidewalk, there was a guard standing in front of the glass door and a few locals hanging around. Yacoub stopped and looked around, checking for any policemen. He nodded at Thomas and then signaled him to be careful with the locals. As Thomas stepped out, the locals assumed that the foreigner didn’t know Arabic.
“Ah a white guy, he must be wanting cash for the night,” he motioned to the other man and winked.

His dirty thoughts were greeted by the other man, “Yeah, look at the driver, real smooth guys, hey Abdu, ask him which girl he got.”

The man, who had spoken earlier, stood up and walked up to Thomas, who was just about to enter the machine room. He spoke in horrible English with a hilarious fake accent; Thomas wanted to laugh his ass off. “Hey mister, who you are enjoying tonight?”
Thomas answered this question with a complex sentence, “I beg your pardon, I have not apprehended your question?”

Abdu knew ‘I beg your pardon’ and responded to that part of the question, completely ignoring the rest, “I am simple asking who girl you doing?”
Thomas conferred and decided to play a joke on the man; he didn’t want to deny it. If he did the man would offer him a girl for the night, Yacoub had already briefed him. “Oh! You must be talking about… Laura, she is at the hotel. Really nice stuff, I'm just getting the cash to pay her.”

“Ah yes, I have listened to the name before. She must charge you high. Who is the funny man in the taxi?”
Thomas looked behind, and gave a slight sign of confirmation, a signal that would make Yacoub understand that he had taught Thomas well. “He is my taxi driver. I will pay him to keep it quiet.”

Abdu had no further questions; he walked over to the other man and related the story he had just had with the foreigner. He spoke in Arabic “Watch the monitor, take down the account number and pin code, he is rich.”
Thomas understood and walked into the room, he placed himself in between the locals and the screen, Fools.
*

Rachel stood frozen; she had just listened to Thomas’ message. She was shocked, and many different questions ran through her mind. Is he ok? What’s happened to him? What took him so long? Does he still love me?
Rachel couldn’t believe she had fallen asleep. It was almost 10 o’clock now. She had to send the money but she knew better than to go out searching for an open bank. She had to wait till morning, there was no other option.
*

Thomas walked over to the taxi disappointed. Abdu was watching him from the corner of his eye, Thomas could feel it. Thomas wasn’t briefed on “the weird local guy is watching you” scenario and how to handle it. He beamed ahead, straight towards the taxi. He took small glimpses at Abdu and his friend, this wasn’t the last time Thomas would be seeing these guys.
In the distance, Thomas could hear police sirens. Yacoub started the taxi and the engines roared to life. Thomas quickened his pace, almost running to the taxi. Something was creeping him out. The sound of the sirens came closer, and then all of a sudden went off. 
Thomas dashed into the taxi and Yacoub drove off once again into the night.
*
Shit, another rich guy down the drain. Abdu was disappointed, but he knew there would be more fish. Then all of a sudden a police car, at full speed stopped in front of the ATM, skidding a few feet forward sending the Rabat dust and sand into the air. What are they doing here?
A police officer appeared from the car and walked towards Abdu, rigid, stiff and straight, his gaze was deadly, his buzz cut head stood out, his chin was square with a slight beard. He was wearing a black t-shirt over some khaki pants, he wore a beige overcoat. He spoke with dignity, he commanded respect. “Did you happen to see a foreigner around? Englishman?”

That was fast. Police guys usually take ten minutes or so to get here. These guys must be something else. Abdu hesitated if he should reveal the whereabouts of the guy having a good time. He looked around and searched for his friend. He wasn’t there; Guess he took the opportunity to ditch me. Abdu knew that the cops had cameras at the ATM; they used it to catch people taking out cash for the hookers. He often wondered why they didn’t just keep an officer here but it was better for him. He knew giving a wrong would have its consequences, it could affect his business. 
“Why are you looking around? SPEAK!” demanded the officer.

Abdu did some more acting of looking around. “I don’t see him officer.”

“That’s very funny; do I look like a fool to you? Tell me now.”

Abdu knew the guy was serious; the camera probably captured him on the video.

“And where is your friend? The other guy,” The officer moved closer he aligned his eyes and looked straight into Abdu’s.

Abdu freaked out, “he left, I am just about to leave too.”

“Oh, really? I don’t think so, you’re coming with me,” the officer sharpened his eyes, “Abdullah, or should I say Abdu?”

Abdu gasped. Finished.

“I don’t think you will be doing business anymore,” he motioned Abdu over to the car.

“Oh god, I'm sorry! Please forgive me! Please!” Abdu begged; if he went to jail, he wouldn’t ever get out; Prostitution in Rabat was completely illegal. Abdu watched as the officer pondered the appeal. 
“Ok, I’ll make a deal with you, tell me where the Englishman went and you will be free to walk on this wretched planet and do the dirty deeds you do.”

Abdu pointed to where the taxi had gone. “He took a cab and went down that way.”

“Thank you,” and the officer nodded.
At that moment, Abdu felt a sharp pain in his neck, as he fell, Abdu saw an officer behind him with a taser.

*

Rachel hadn’t slept all night, the sunrays were just beginning to appear through her curtains. The room was illuminated. Rachel jumped out of bed and rushed into the washroom, quickly having a wash and brushing her teeth, all the necessary morning deeds.
She came out of the room grabbed the keys on the kitchen counter and walked out of the apartment banging the door hard behind her. She strode over to the elevators and jammed the down button. She was impatient and jammed it again, and again, and again, she knew it wouldn’t make the elevator come up any faster but it gave her mind mental satisfaction. The doors opened and she stepped inside. She hit “G” and the button lit up. The elevator fell down the elevator shaft. 
Thomas, Thomas, Thomas. It was the only thing on her mind.

The doors slid open she rushed out and into the car park. She walked over to her Merc and opened the car door and sat down, the door slammed behind her. The car reversed and was soon on the freeway into the city. She checked in dashboard clock: eight o’clock. 

Just as the cars passed by so did her thoughts, soon she would be reunited with Thomas. She drifted off. 

Then everything went black.
*

12 o’clock. The sun was directly overhead. It was hot and it heated up Thomas’ brain to the point where he couldn’t think straight anymore. Thomas stood next to the taxi waiting for Yacoub to come out from the ATM. After last nights’ incident he entrusted Yacoub to check on the bank account.
He saw Yacoub emerge from the glass room. He knew from his face that it was bad news. Where is she?! Has she forgotten me already? Is she with someone else?! 
Thomas sat inside the taxi before Yacoub came close enough to tell him.

“Drive me to the airport, I'm leaving this place.”

I don’t care how I get home; I'm taking the next flight back home.

Thomas and Yacoub were now headed for Rabat-Sale Airport. Thomas’ only way home.

At the airport Thomas got out of the taxi; he and Yacoub said their heartfelt goodbyes. Thomas asked for Yacoubs’ address to send him the money he owed him. Yacoub denied but after many tries got it out of him. They embraced and then Thomas walked into the glass doors. 

Good bye Yacoub, you will be missed.

*

Yacoub got back into the taxi.
“Hello Yacoub, want to have a conversation with me?”

Yacoub was shocked he turned around quickly and he was faced with the most terrifying memory of his life. The police officer was staring straight into his eyes.

“Head of Sale-Rabat FSAP, Raouf Abbas, Raouf is good enough since we are going to be good friends from now on.” His voice snickered on the word ‘friend’.
“What’s FSAP?” Yacoub wondered if this guy was playing with him, recently a Moroccan version of Punk’d! was starting to air on television.
“Special Police Helper Force,” He didn’t even blink.
“Never heard of it, what the hell is that, the abbreviation doesn’t even make sense like that?”
“Established by the French, originally named La Force spécial d’Aide de Policez, thus being called FSAP. Top secret stuff, we help the police when they are helpless, help the helpless,” Yacoub was now certain, the way Raouf spoke, it couldn’t be any ordinary person, it was a person of dignity, someone who ordered respect.
“What do you Frenchiees want with me?!”

“Excuse me, I am as much Moroccan as you are, anyways getting down to business. You have been in contact with one British citizen named Thomas Leroy Jones?” Yacoub didn’t show any sign of giving a response, this angered Raouf, “Mr. Yacoub, your co-operation will be the best form of action-” He stopped, and after a short silence- “for your safety.”
Yacoub’s head turned, he knew the FSAP commander already knew that he had been, he decided not to play with him, and he gave a slight nod.
“I need to hear it from your mouth”
Shit, he’s recording this. Yacoub let out a low “yes.”
“That’s good; do you have any idea where he is?”
“You already know where he is! Why are you talking to me?!” He pointed to the terminal.

“Just as I thought,” He shook his head and got out of the car, “Thank you Yacoub, I will get in touch with you soon.”
Soon?! Yacoub knew he had barely escaped.
*

“I’m sorry sir, you cannot fly without a passport, and besides you don’t even have the cash,” said the polite assistant at the Air France stall.
“I need to go. Please, I’ll die if I don’t go!”
“I’m sorry sir, I cannot do anything about it,” 

“You need to understand, please. I beg of you. Please,” Thomas almost broke down, then he started yelling, “I NEED TO GET OUT OF THIS PLACE.” 
“Sir, if you do not leave, I will be forced to call the authorities.”
I know you can’t do anything. But I need to go home, so bad.
Thomas turned around knowing there wasn’t anything that she could do. I'm trapped.
He turned towards the glass revolver doors, on the way out, hoping for another way home. Then he saw a big man, and behind him 2 men, like bodyguards, coming straight towards him.
Police? Damn. Thomas ignored them and then pretended to just look past them, then he wandered around and sat down with some people waiting to see their loved ones depart, or to receive them, Thomas didn’t really care.
Then almost as if planned, the big man slid into the seat beside him. He didn’t make any movements that made Thomas suspect he was from the police. Thomas disregarded his misjudgment. What came next, neither Thomas nor the man would have expected. Thomas caught a glimpse of a gun inside the mans coat. He leaned over to the man and asked, “You a police officer?”
The man shook his head. Thomas’ heart skipped a beat, his reflex took over his body, “HES GOT A GUN!” 

Then all of a sudden Thomas fell to the floor, people were running and screaming all around him, he was unconscious to the commotion.
*

Rachel opened her eyes, the light blinded her, then when she focused she realized she was lying down looking up, at a ceiling, and there was a light flickering.
“I think she is conscious!” Rachel looked at her side, and she was shocked, she was in a hospital. Then she drifted back into unconsciousness.
*

Thomas opened his eyes, the light blinded him, then when he finally focused, he realized he was down looking up, at the ceiling, there was an old bulb, swinging in the wind. 
Then it went off, and out of the dark, “Hello, Mr. Jones.”

Thomas freaked out, he reacted violently, and he shook his legs and moved his hands around.
“Stay still, I'm not going to hurt you, I just want to have a chat with you.”
“Release me! I’m a British citizen!” Thomas knew where he stood.

“Not at the moment, you have no passport; you are nationality-less if I may put it that way.”
Thomas felt scared; the man’s words were like a dagger, going straight through his hopes. He closed his eyes, it made no difference, it only got darker.
“Why you scared Thomas?” 
“Fuck you,” Thomas said it in English, because he didn’t know the Arabic equivalent to the words. The conversation continued in English.
He chuckled, “Don’t be afraid my friend, I just need to ask you a few questions. Then you can go.”
“First answer mine! Who are you?” Thomas wanted to show that he meant business.
“I’m Raouf Abbas, head of the Rabat-Sale FSAP, but that doesn’t matter-” before Raouf could finish his sentence, Thomas continued.
“What’s that?!” demanded Thomas.

Raouf let out a sigh, “We help the police fight crime, special cases, catch murders and all that stuff. Any more questions Mr. Jones?!”
There was silence.
“Now, why are you running?”
“I want to go home.”

“Where to, England? I can help you get there,” Raouf made his point clear, he was here to help.
“How? I don’t have a passport.”
“I know, but I'm here on behalf of the UK government, Top Secret FSAP mission, only the highest authority gain access,” Raouf spoke with pride.
“The embassy is the one who helped me get abducted!”

“I know, your Government is looking into it-”

“How do you know?!”
“As I said, the FSAP are a top secret force in Rabat, we work closely with Governments, witnesses- people of that sorts. We are composed of the most truthful and most honorable people in all of Morocco; we look only for the truth and prosecute the bad guys. 
“I made an inquiry about you yesterday, one of our Fission-X1 Telesnoopers traced a call just half an hour before the embassy set out a search for you. The call was traced to the UK embassy, the director’s office-you must know Mr. Bayman; we picked up references of you, the call was to a satellite phone, it took sometime but we traced it to a place just outside the city. We sent a small convoy there; it turned out to be an anti-Moroccan group hideout. They want Morocco to be split into two. They want Rabat-Sale and the northern parts to be separated from Casablanca and the southern section of Morocco. It’s a pretty absurd idea. The world doesn’t need another country. The good news is that there are very few of them, not a big problem
“Anyways, they were going to use you as a human-shield of sorts, they tried negotiating with the UK embassy for money and land but that didn’t work out.-” Raouf shifted, Thomas acknowledged that he was listening. Then Raouf continued -“Bayman is working with the anti-Moroccans, the very thought of beats me, but he will be dealt with. In a few days the embassy will be under temporary closure, to clean out the bugs that stain the British reputation.”
Thomas didn’t really care about Bayman, he wanted to go home, “Where do I fit into all of this?”
“Well right now you’re an asset to the FSAP; we need you to testify against Bayman and the anti-Moroccans, in exchange for your co-operation I will send you home.”
“What do you want me to do?” Thomas was desperate; he would do anything to get back home.
“We need you to appear as witness to the MLOC- Moroccan Law and Order Committee, the group of people that look after FSAP and the police.”
“Why me? Can’t you tell them?”

“MLOC operates with force, they have the power to overrule the court, put people in jail and even take them out. To just give them the power would be ridiculous, so there is one law that keeps the MLOC in order, every case needs substantial evidence and at least one eyewitness. These two things are essential for the MLOC to give a ‘commandment’”
“What is the ‘commandment’ you want them to give?”
“Nothing major, just to detain Bayman, get the UK embassy closed for investigation and to get the Black Guard and Gendarmerie to abolish the desert base.”
“Why do you want this so bad?”

“Ask no questions and you will be told no lies.”

With that the conversation was terminated. 

*
“Where am I?”
Rachel blinked blankly. She looked around; she smelt the neutral odor of the hospital. It burnt her nose, she twitched a few times. 
“You’re at the hospital, do you remember what happened?” It was a woman’s voice Rachel turned around, it was Aunt Macy. She was middle aged and she was Rachel’s neighbor, when Rachel moved in and ever since then, Macy and she had been close. Rachel shook her head.
It was night and Rachel heard the sound of a news telecast, she vaguely remembered something, 
“…witnesses at Rabat-Sale in Morocco, commented that the man of British origin got up and was shouting about someone having a gun. Witnesses then said that he fell to the floor, an officer had tased him…”
The new readers voice changed, Rachel apprehended that this was a witness, “The guy was screaming and shouting, he caused panic, even I got scared, he suddenly fell to the floor.”
Once again there was a change of speakers, “BBC has yet to confirm the event with the authorities, they refuse to comment, and this is Mark Taylors from Rabat, Morocco.”
The broadcast ended, the signature BBC tune played and then sometime else began. Rachel’s mind clicked, “Thomas!” she screamed.
“Rachel, you know he’s been gone for months now, you should move on,” Aunty Macy’s voice was comforting.

“He called me! He told me he was in trouble! That was him!-” she pointed to the Television screen, now playing an episode of Fast track “-He needs help!”
“Calm down, Rachel, you’re just over reacting.”

“How did I get here? What happened to me?” Rachel glanced at her body in horror. She was badly burned on the left hand, they were bandaged and there were little spots of red, blood, she hated the sight of it. 
“You had an accident, on the main highway to the city, it was pretty bad, you slammed into another car, and you flew off the road into the hedges, the other driver just had some minor injuries. ”
*

Thomas was sitting in Raouf’s luxury office room on the top floor of a small building off Boulevard Mokhtar Gazoulit just near to the famous Rabat cemetery; it was the location of the FSAP secret headquarters. Thomas was enchanted when he entered the building, he had to go through several checks and weird entrances before getting to the main command room. 
The command room was filled with around 30 people working on different things, maps, dots on graphs, data, statistics, pictures, photographs. Some were listening to headphones intently. Thomas dismissed it as some recorded telephone call.
“Could I make a phone call?” asked Thomas politely as possible. The office was a vast expanse of open space, there was a desk by the window and a sofa in the middle of the room. On the right there was a large bookshelf that covered the wall.
Raouf nodded his head and made a moan of approval. Thomas walked over to his table; Raouf was near the bookshelf reading up on something Thomas wasn’t interested in. There were two telephones, one was red and the other was black. The red looked like an emergency telephone from those various movies. He decided to go with the black.

As Thomas’ hand touched the receiver, “Mr. Jones, you wouldn’t do that. That is the emergency telephone. It’s a direct line to the king. When the king wants something specific done, I'm just a ring away-” Raouf was proud of his relationship with the king “-and if there is ever a crisis he’s just a ring away, fortunately ever since I’ve come to FSAP, - some 20 years – from the 514,510,301 reports, alerts, suspicions, suspects, warnings, threats, phone calls and 4000 classified missions, I’ve never used that phone even once. I don’t expect you to be the first to use it.”
Raouf didn’t even look up from his book. Thomas quickly put his hand over the red telephone, guess in Morocco these things were different. He quickly dialed Rachel’s number. Thomas’s heart sank when he heard the voice on the other line.

“This mobile number doesn’t exist, please re-check your number.”
Darn.
Thomas replaced the receiver on the holder. Raouf hadn’t moved an inch. 
Then suddenly he closed the book and looked up. “Okay let’s go.” And before he knew it Raouf was dragging Thomas out of the office and back into the command room, the dim blue light was cool on his eyes, the monitors burned brightly as they entered.
Raouf cleared his throat and addressed his employees in formal Arabic. This is even better than those US spy movies! 
“Okay, listen up. I need every one of you to shift your attention to these new missions, Priority Level 4, Mission number 458 – Operation Bay and Priority Level 3, Mission number 459 – Operation Desert Kids.”
The room was quiet, all the heads were locked on to Raouf, “First number 458; I want 5 people on this mission, Jesa, Yuzi, Arrow, Jabout and Lanknad. I will brief you all later.-” Thomas wondered if those were real names -“Everyone else on 459, A few days ago we discovered a Desert Camp, operation 455 if I'm not mistaken. I want aerial pictures, satellite pictures, easiest routes to get there, free Gendarmerie and Black Guard members will be put on that mission to abolish the base, I want as many captives as possible and I want caution to be used when approaching the base, try to make peaceful contact beforehand. I need at least 50 police officials on that. Everyone will report to Sa’eed before initiating anything, Sa’eed please report to me.”
Raouf turned around and faced Thomas, you’re coming with me, then he began to walk but something stopped him.

“Sir, what about us?” the 5 people Raouf had called for were collected in a group, everyone else was scattered with work.
“Follow me; your work is the toughest of them all”

They followed, Raouf walked down the hallway and turned left, it was a door, and Raouf took out a keycard and slid it between the allocated spaces. The door made a hiss sound and slid apart. 
They walked in, it seemed to be a balcony like structure that looked over the whole command room, “We can see them, they can’t see us,” Raouf then walked over it, “It’s made of glass, we can walk over it.”
They walked, Thomas could peek into all the monitors from this room, Raouf must be having a hell of a view from here, he can see everyone.
On the far end was a room, some kind of a vault, Raouf strode over to the side, slid the keycard again and then a keypad lit up, he punched in some numbers.
4-8-9-0-2-1-5-6? Thomas guessed the numbers. He couldn’t see it clearly though.

They walked in; Thomas noticed it looked like the command room, just a bit smaller. 

“This place exists?!” screamed one guy.

“Yes, Arrow, you just haven’t been here before, the others have, and you won my trust so I guess I would let you in the next time.” Raouf’s voice was rewarding.

“What is this place?” asked Thomas.
“It’s the FSAP Central Command Center or ‘CCC’ as we like to call it, this was here before the other command center that you saw earlier. This however has much more technologically advanced tools. Only the best of the best get let in here, and that too only when there is an emergency mission of Level 4 priority, the highest priority level available to FSAP.”
Thomas was impressed, he chose to keep silent. 
“You guys will work here till 458 is completed.”

He walked over to one of the keyboards, and typed in a bunch of letters. On the big screen above us, the letters J-A-M-E-S B-A-Y-M-A-N

“Director of the UK embassy here, James Bayman, needs to be detained; the embassy needs to be closed. I need you to find an appropriate law to get him behind bars and one to close the embassy so we can investigate his further atrocities”
The five employees nodded and listened further attentively, but Raouf never said anything further other than, “The work is not on my face, get to it.”
The five quickly scattered around the room. Raouf turned around and looked at Thomas, “You’re coming with me.”
Raouf hurried out the room and Thomas followed.

They were back in Raoufs’ office. Raouf was sitting on the desk and talking on the phone to someone. Thomas was taken by surprise when a Television appeared from the bookshelf, the bookshelf slid to a side and then the television popped out.

The television flickered to life and the logo:“Confroworld” appeared alongside a telephone enclosed by an outline of the world. The logo faded and was replaced by a choppy video stream of a woman. 
“Oui Raouf?”

“Donne-moi la loi marocaine et à l'ordre du Comité,” Thomas was surprised, not only did Raouf speak perfect English and Arabic but he also spoke French.
“Certain, Code s'il vous plaît?” 

“486582” Raouf read the code off a piece of paper and then disposed it.
The womans face was replaced by a conference room.
“Good day gentlemen, Raouf“ he bowed a bit. Thomas did the same but no one acknowledged it. “This is Thomas Jones, British citizen, a BBC correspondent, I’ve briefed you before about his situation, he will now speak to you so you all can make a decision. Mr. Jones,” Raouf stepped back and stretched his arm, “please.”
*

A day later

Thomas was a free man, finally freedom.
He was going home, he was just about to drift into deep thoughts as he waited for his plane, but something stopped him. There was an unfamiliar buzz in his pocket. His phone was ringing.
He pulled it out and opened the flap. It was a British number. 
“Hello?” he was inquisitive. It was Rachel. He closed his eye and let a tear fall down his cheek.
