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Pollard coolly
untied her bikini top both from around her neck and from her back
and let it fall to the floor. She turned around, everything
happening slowly as Pollard took in the awesome form of her perfect
tanned breasts, pert and perfect and slightly upturned with erect
pink nipples and he carefully took her right breast in his hand and
leaned forwards, his tongue just touching then licking the tip of
her perfect nipple


It all happened
quickly: one moment thirty-year-old Jools Pollard was taking his
regular walk – the daily thirty-minute exercise allowed and advised
by the government during this unprecedented pandemic – the next he
was knocked with some force onto the country road less than half a
mile from his home. The last thing he remembered seeing before he
blacked out was a metallic brown hatchback screeching and skidding
towards him, then as he turned in panic to try and avoid a
collision, something smashed him across the face, crunching his
right cheekbone.

It took thirty
minutes for a vehicle to come along the quiet country road. A young
blonde lady in the passenger seat suddenly leaned forward and cried
out for the driver to stop. The driver, a staunch, ripped
forty-five year-old in designer shades stopped the gleaming black
pickup sharply, a few yards short of the prone body. There was
another slightly taller, curly-haired brunette in the back seat,
and the three all pulled up their masks and put on a pair of
disposable gloves each before stepping out of the vehicle. The
blonde girl moved the quickest, sprinting up to the body and
crouching beside him before checking for a pulse.

‘He’s
still breathing!’ cried the blonde girl with much relief, crouched
beside the body. ‘What can we do? What should we do with
him?’

The man coolly
took off his shades as he took a stroll around the body. ‘Looks
like he took a hefty knock to his face. Look at that red mark.’

‘Yeah, I
see it. Maybe he fell,’ replied the blonde, gently patting the body
as she sized up their options.

‘Should
we take him to a hospital?’ asked the dark-haired girl, standing
nearest to the vehicle of the three, furthest from the
body.

‘Are you
kidding, Donna?’ replied the man with some chagrin. ‘Don’t you
think they’re gonna be a little busy right now?’

‘Yeah, of
course…I wasn’t thinking straight.’

Reports had
been rife in all the news bulletins and papers for over a month now
of how hopelessly over-run all hospitals were. Tens of thousands
had died already and many more were still suffering.

‘Well, we
can’t just leave him here!’ said the blonde again, ‘and it’ll be
getting dark soon.’ She looked around herself, back down the long,
bushy lane and then tentatively up towards the driver.

‘Can we
take him back with us?’

‘To the
estate?’


‘Yeah…what else can we do?’

The man looked
around, stretching his neck to see all the different angles from
where they were, but he couldn’t see any houses. He then leant down
to the unconscious man and felt all around his body and pockets. He
pulled out a single house key but found nothing else.

‘He’s got
no identification on him at all,’ he said, ‘and there’s not a
single house around! Otherwise we could make some
enquiries.’

‘What
about, you know, if he’s got the virus?’ came Donna, clearly not in
the mood for any of this.

‘Then he
wouldn’t be outside would he?’
challenged the blonde. ‘Unless he was breaking the law.’

‘Well we
can’t be too careful right now,’ said the man, ‘This
SincaVirus is a serious thing. But
you’re right Angie: surely he wouldn’t be outside if he was
contagious, not after all the arrests that have been taking place
these last few weeks. I don’t think Frank is gonna be too
impressed, but…fuck it, I’ll explain it to him somehow.’ He
wandered to the head of the body and crouched down to get a grip
under his shoulders. ‘Help me get him in the car,
Angie.’






‘Who is
this?’ said the burly security man, leaning in to the pickup and
looking towards the back seat where Jools Pollard was slouched
against the passenger’s side door.

‘Someone
we found a few miles back on Moss Lane. He’s unconscious. Looks
like he’s taken a bad blow to the head.’

‘And how
do you know he’s not contagious?’

‘Because
he was outside?’ snapped
Angie, ‘miles from anywhere?
Would you go walking around away from your home if you had the
damned SincaVirus? Besides, he
looks clean, he’s not some hobo or something. My guess is he was
just some guy out for some exercise.’

The security
man stared back at the girl for a few seconds before realising it
best not to get into an argument. It didn’t concern him so he would
stay out of it. That was what – after all – he had pretty much been
paid to do for the last fifteen years.

Frank Baseggio
was sitting back in his white fluffy chair, a customary cigar
between his teeth and wearing a cashmere bathrobe, even though it
was only early in the evening. He was chatting to two scantily clad
girls in the larger of his two offices as Ron Fuller walked in.
Baseggio looked exactly like a mafia boss as he turned to his
right-hand man, and anyone less experienced and less assured than
Ron may have been more than a little worried at breaking any sort
of negative news to the boss. But Ron knew him better than anyone
and knew he had a softer side. One just had to be willing to fight
their corner when needed.

‘Can I
speak to you Frank?’

‘Of
course. What is it Ron?’

Ron looked
hesitantly at the two girls and Baseggio. Detecting this, Baseggio
gestured with his hand for the girls to leave, which they did
immediately. When he was sure they had left, Ron – the previously
sunglasses-wearing driver – wandered slowly over towards Baseggio,
perhaps a little more unsure of himself than he had been a few
moments earlier, juggling the words in his head that he was about
to use.

‘We got
an extra body in the car. We found him coming back.’

‘What do
you mean, extra
body?’

‘We were
coming back and there was a body in the road; a clean body,
well-dressed, knocked unconscious by some sort of blow to the head.
Angie saw him first before I did. He could’ve been dead or in
distress, it would’ve been wrong to just drive on.’


‘So?’

‘He’s in
the back of the pickup right now, still unconscious, I mean,
totally out of it. He’s got no I.D. on him at all. No phone,
nothing. We could house him in the C-Block annex couldn’t we? It’s
not being used for anything right now?’

Baseggio mused
for a moment. He looked annoyed at Fuller, but only for a few
moments as he knew deep down he would have probably done the same
in his situation, that it couldn’t be helped. And certainly, taking
him to one of the wildly over-worked, over-crowded hospitals was
not an option.

‘Let’s
take a look at him,’ he said, finally.

Fuller led
Baseggio outside towards the vehicle, their captive still dead to
the world, his head firmly pressed against the window. Baseggio
looked in for a few seconds, looking the man up and down.

‘So, he
was out in the open,’ he mused, ‘…but no I.D. on him, no phone. He
must’ve lived nearby to where you found him, but we don’t want to
do a house to house, no way. Are we safe to assume he doesn’t have
it? The virus?’

‘We can
test him to be sure,’ returned Fuller, ‘but I don’t know of anyone
that would look that healthy – apart from the big bruise on his
face that is – and be out in
the open, if they had it.’

‘Okay, I
agree. You guys bring him in, take him to C-Block for now. Put some
water by his bed and a note for him to press the buzzer if he needs
anything. We’ll find out more when he wakes up.’






Jools Pollard
was carried to C-Block by Fuller and Angie (back in their
protective masks and gloves), and luckily for them, Pollard was not
a heavy man, less than eleven stone. They set him down on the newly
made white double-bed in the plain but bright, pleasant room. A few
seconds later a fairly rotund woman wearing a light blue blouse and
white pinny wandered into the room. She also wore a mask and gloves
and was carrying a metal tray with a glass of water and a narrow
frosted vase containing a single pink flower atop it. Ron and Angie
watched her set the items down carefully on the bedside table,
write a note which she carefully placed beside the vase, and then
pull out a virus testing kit from her pocket. She carefully prised
open Pollard’s mouth and took a swab from deep in his throat. Then
she placed the swab into a polythene bag and left the room. Angie
and Fuller glanced uneasily at each other and then Angie left.
Fuller took a few seconds to look around the room and check out the
stranger on the bed again, noticing his faintly ginger hair for the
first time, which he had thought was blonde at first. His body,
although slight, was taut and healthy: a man who looked after
himself by the looks of it. He then left the room and helped
himself to a stiff drink.

No sooner had
Fuller wandered into the main room in the adjacent block than the
whole place was abuzz with a report that had just been on the TV.
The whole country was now in total lockdown, meaning strictly no
exercise other than within the boundaries of one’s own property. No
one was allowed beyond this, and if any persons were out and about
right now they were strictly to return to their fixed abode by 9.00
pm that evening. Police and Security Officers were under strict
instructions from early the following morning to clamp down on
anybody disobeying these orders. In the excitement amongst the
seven people in the room, nobody considered what they were now
going to do with their “stray.”
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