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“The problem is that he wants confirmation, so I definitely need to get rid of the boy,” member number 4 of the TYC Meeting said emphatically with teary eyes. She was clearly terrified of what was about to happen, although she had already signed up.

There were seven people in the meeting. TYC stood for Trafficking & Youth Cannibalism. Of course, the abbreviation was known only to the seven members, and no one else in Namibia knew it. They never used their real names. A non-disclosure agreement was signed by each member who joined, and if any member suspected a traitor in their camp, nothing was said; a qualified assassin was simply hired, and the traitor was executed within twenty-four hours.

Member number 3 shifted uneasily in his chair and finally got his chance to speak.

“Yes, yes, our population is increasing, and that’s not good. So, what we can borrow from the coronavirus is that we can do something similar, because we need all the resources for ourselves. By the time other countries figure this out or try to help, it will be too late. So, I suggest that the boy must disappear on Thursday morning after being taken to school. I will organise an assassin and a van. So after that, we will take out his kidneys for the Arab billionaire’s son. As for the brain, we will let it rot for five days. The brain tissue will then be processed, mixed with mince or Boerewors, and sold to the general public. People who eat these products will contract Lethal Acute Kuru Disease (LAKD). Consumers will die within 48 hours and there will be no warning signs. The prions will be modified to act exactly after that number of hours.”

“Are there any objections?” member number 1 asked the panel.

Two minutes later, the meeting was adjourned, and everything went as planned. Every TYC member was rewarded for completing each major task. A huge sum of money was given as a reward. For example, member number 4 was rewarded with ten million Namibian Dollars for successfully abducting the boy and faking his disappearance. Of course, for her, the task was physically simple to complete but very emotionally challenging. But in the end, she didn’t really have any choice.

Member number 4 knew exactly what to do after the mission was completed. File for divorce, move to the Caribbean, and start life all over again with a new identity. It was that simple. And she would never work a day in her life again. Everything was planned, nothing left to chance. Every move was calculated mathematically and assessed for biological plausibility. But the harsh truth was that an innocent life would be destroyed, and it remained questionable whether society would ever find out.
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On a hot Saturday afternoon, noise erupted from House Number 2928 at the intersection of Begonia and Krisante Streets in Khomasdal. The house was light brown in colour and slightly modern. There were interlocking pavers in the yard, and a short brick fence housed the three-bedroom structure. 

A black dustbin stood in the corner of the yard near the gate, and a medium-sized dog, specifically a Rhodesian Ridgeback, slept on the doormat, resting peacefully. The street was quiet, and only a Yango driver was dropping a female passenger at the neighbouring orange house.

The interior of the house was also quite simple: brown sofas, a brown mahogany dining table, surrounded by five wooden chairs, and two portraits hung on the sitting room wall. The first was a wedding-ceremony canvas depicting a tall man with a long beard and a well-trimmed moustache. The man in the picture had a low fade haircut, small brown eyes, and wore a black tuxedo. The woman in the picture was of medium height, dark-complexioned, and wore a broad smile. The second canvas bore a photo of a young boy in a dark blue blazer with white stripes and a dark blue tie hung around his neck. The boy was dark-complexioned, with wide, luminous eyes that were impossible to ignore, and his short, unkempt dark hair made him appear a bit younger.

The white walls in the sitting room blended perfectly with the white tiles and ceiling. A small bicycle stood in the corner just next to one of the wooden chairs. There was no carpet on the floor, and a pile of unwashed dishes filled the kitchen sink. Three empty Windhoek Draught beer bottles also stood conspicuously in the opposite corner of the room. 

A man sat on one of the chairs surrounding the dining table. While the woman stood by the sofa, shouting.

“Ou hole oku tanguna mukwetu, keshe efimbo onyee nye ngo,” Johnny replied in frustration. He slammed his right fist on the dining table and stared up at the ceiling for a while. What he said in Oshikwanyama could be roughly translated as, “You like arguing a lot, every time you’re just complaining.”

“I am telling the truth! The reason why we are struggling is because of your drinking and clubbing,” Veyika continued, ranting at her husband. She pointed her index finger at him and quickly paused to organise her thoughts.

Johnny and Veyika Aquita had been married for almost 15 years. Although there was no mention of divorce, their marriage was actually turning sour. Nothing seemed to work out. They never agreed on anything anymore. But their main problem was financial struggles.

Other than that, rumour had it that Johnny wasn’t the father of his firstborn, Edward. It has long been rumoured that Veyika was actually cheating on him with her gym instructor, named Kondja, before she got pregnant. Johnny never believed that because of the lack of evidence, and maybe that was why he kept procrastinating about taking the DNA test.

Today it was the usual quarrelling that happens mid-month when food items are running out. Johnny spent most of his money on expensive liquor, whilst Veyika squandered hers on countless wigs and beauty products.

“Why are you shouting now? Lower your voice; everyone in Khomasdal can hear you. I am expecting some money before 3 pm, so don’t worry, I will buy meat that will last us until payday. Just because I said I wanted some time alone next month, now you’re mad at me?” Johnny interrupted.

“What time alone, you just want to waste money. It’s high time you get to be the man of the house. You cannot just be borrowing money before payday every time...” 

Veyika continued talking, but Johnny gave up. He wasn't willing to continue squabbling for hours. He stood up, carelessly threw himself onto the sofa, and diverted his attention to his mobile phone, doomscrolling on Facebook.

Johnny knew exactly what to do to save his marriage. He felt he needed further education on interpersonal relationships and financial freedom. Veyika also knew exactly what to do next. Not one of them spoke of their plans. 

After a few minutes, the front door swung open. A boy entered and, without a word, opened the fridge. His name was Edward Aquita. He looked exactly like the boy in the portrait that hung on the sitting room wall. The only difference was that he now looked a little older. A sheen of sweat dripped
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