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The AVM Initiative 
by Rebecca Fraser 

‘Cool tat, man. What is it? Like one of them tribal designs or something?’ 
I glanced sideways. The guy was peering at the insigne on the back of my right 

hand from his window seat, all floppy hair and smiles. I was briefly reminded of a 
fawning, gangly puppy. 

‘Yeh, something like that,’ I replied, non-committal. It was true enough, I 
supposed. I had a tribe of types. There were sixteen of us.  

A polished hostess jostled my elbow as she negotiated her end of the refreshment 
cart along the narrow aisle of the plane.  

‘Excuse me, sir.’ A rehearsed smile. A waft of perfume. 
‘No problem.’ It wasn’t a problem. I had chosen an aisle seat deliberately. I could 

touch more from this position. I reached out and stroked the cart’s cool metal 
facing. No problem. 

‘Mate of mine, he had, like, a Celtic band or something, around here.’ I smiled 
tolerantly at the puppy as he waved a hand at his left bicep. ‘Yours is way cooler 
though. Kinda looks familiar. What are they? Whale tails?’ He leaned across the 
spare seat between us for a closer inspection. 

I grabbed one of his hands in both of mine, brought it up to my mouth and licked 
it firmly and deliberately. ‘Biohazard,’ I informed him, and grinned as he recoiled in 
shock and revulsion. 

The puppy’s top lip curled in distaste. ‘You’re fucking crazy, man.’ He pressed 
himself as far against the side of the plane as possible. I watched approvingly as he 
rubbed the back of his hand on the upholstery of the seat in an effort to remove my 
spittle. 
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Since boarding in Melbourne, I’ve adhered to our briefings admirably. The AVM 
Initiative is simplistic in its execution: Maximum contact with maximum surfaces.  
Animal, vegetable, and mineral: AVM.  

That’s it. Everything else will look after itself rapidly. 
Like I said, there are sixteen of us. We all bear the distinctive black biohazard 

symbol tattooed on the back of our right hands. We are all highly committed. All 
highly contagious. All deadly. All with our own separate flight plans and 
destinations. In approximately eight hours I’ll touch down at Kolkata Airport. India 
seethes with 1.39 billion people. That’s a lot of touching. 

1.39 billion.  
Imagine. 
 


