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The Zoom call came at nine. 
[bookmark: _Hlk61590542]In the top right-hand corner of the screen was a grey-haired middle-aged man that the Tunisian only knew only as PD. He had only met PD in person once before; on the day he was offered the job. 
In the top left sat a pale, round-faced man with a thin spread of straight black hair and Chinese eyes called H and at the bottom sat a nervous-looking man with a white beard, small eyes and an American accent known as J. 
The Tunisian had always felt uneasy about these calls and only ever spoke by replying to questions. 
It was PD, speaking in English in an accent the Tunisian couldn’t place, who led the monthly online meetings. That day was no different and so he listened for a while as PD talked to H and occasionally to J on matters which he didn’t fully understand.
Finally, PD paused. “So, how about you, YK? Comment ça va?” 
Nervous and on edge, the Tunisian sat forward knowing he’d be asked about security. “OK, sir,” he said.
PD shook his head. “Is that it, YK? Nothing more? No problems? For fuck’s sake, say something. How’s the insect breeding programme?” 
“OK, sir.”
“Only, OK?”
“The airfreight to Marseilles works well.”
“Good. What about the coding system?”
The Tunisian sniffed. “But I don’t know what the codes mean, sir. It is not…”
PD waved a hand across the screen. “Security, YK. Need to know basis. Just keep to the procedure, record the results, send them in. Job done. Anything else?”
The Tunisian really wanted to discuss the mysterious coding system but he knew he’d be ignored. He took a deep breath. “One of the Senegalese wants to quit, sir.”
“You got problems with that?”
“No sir, but…” he paused, unsure whether to say more. “I really need an entomologist who understands molecular genetics.”
“Teaching monkeys to perform simple jobs, not good enough?” PD said. “Listen, YK. We got to be careful. You know what happened before.” 
Yes, the Tunisian knew what had happened before. At PD’s request he’d sent the man, another scientist, to Marseilles but he hadn’t returned. So, sensing he’d get nowhere, he moved on. “The cabinets work well,” he said, trying to appear positive. “We’re venting through new filters. One of the Senegalese fixed it. The guy is OK on machines and electrics but… you know, I still need a pro, an entomologist or a geneticist.”
“Yeh, yeh,” PD said impatiently. “You already said that. I’m checking someone out. You need to wait. Understand?”
“Yes, sir.” And because there was nothing else, he wanted to say, the Tunisian sat back and watched PD hold up a sheet of paper and speak to the Chinese-looking one again.  
“This is the lease on your Monaco villa, H. Nice place. Should be for four million Euros. Lovely view. Security should be complete this week. Fly via Paris and we can catch up.” 
H gave a thumbs up but said nothing.
“How’s your place, YK?” PD went on.
The Tunisian wasn’t expecting that. He sat forward. “Uh, good,” he said.
“You still seeing Farrah?” 
YK disliked discussing private matters via a screen and in the presence others but PD always found something to make him feel uncomfortable. “Yes.”
PD grinned. “Go careful with the pillow talk, YK. Security. What is it, YK?”
“Security, sir.”
“That’s it.  Security. Security leaks can cost lives.” He paused. “Now listen up. Here’s the big news. We’ve found a place for the scale-up work. We’ve got ourselves a square kilometre of empty and abandoned military storage in Azerbaijan.  It’ll cost us but it’s worth it.”
YK sniffed again. The quiet, white-bearded one, J, stared as if he knew nothing but H nodded vigorously as if he knew exactly what PD was referring to. “Good,” he said. “It’s taken too long.”
[bookmark: _Hlk85113978]PD nodded. “Yeh, I know, but we needed some place where locals could keep their mouths shut. But the cost is covered.” He grinned again. “Any time we want fifty million, we just ask. We’ve got good backers.” 
To the Tunisian, it sounded like boasting but it was money that had also attracted him. He was earning three times more than his last job but he’d stopped asking where money came from because the answer was always the same: “Security, YK. Need to know basis. Just focus on your work.” 
This time, though, inquisitiveness got the better of him. “Scale up work? What is that?” he asked. 
“Expansion, YK, expansion. We need to scale up the dispersal tests. That means we need space. It’s all part of our exciting plans. Be proud you’re working for such a dynamic organisation.”
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