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Thank you for all of the love and support that you've given me.  Thank you for the friendship that we have, and allowing me to be a part of your life.  Thank you for all of the vulnerable moments that we've shared, and allowing me to bond with you.  I feel honored to be able to witness the beautiful queen that you’ve grown to become.  I treasure your presence in my life, and hope that I make you proud.  Te amo mucho, Cuteness...

The Chronicles of The Black Fist: F.U.R.I. of The People

[Book II]

© Copyright 2019

Written by Kevin Alberto Sabio

All rights reserved to the author, who is the owner of this work.  No part of this book may be retransmitted, reproduced, or republished without the consent of the author.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1
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Night has fallen over New Washington City, illuminating the evening skyline with bright florescent lights.  Metro New Washington is especially lit up, serving as a beacon of progress and upward mobility, the crown jewel of the city's vibrancy.  The power elites of the city move about, either exiting their halls of financial power to call it a night,  or staying in to close out power deals to bring added financial prosperity to themselves and their company.  Luxury cars and limousines zip through the streets of Metro New Washington, transporting their passengers to and fro, casting snakes of red tail lights or white headlights about, adding to the illumination of the city's night sky.  They snake their way through the city, heading to the surrounding suburbs located either in the north or the south of the city, creating a bit of a lull in the city.  A few of the surrounding buildings are blackened out, their inhabitants having left for the night, save only for the presence of overnight security guards, and cleaning crews.

The Comfort Cove Inn sits sleepily on the corner of Washington Boulevard and Capital Street in Metro New Washington, surrounded by a few grandiose luxury high rise complexes; one of the newer ones that was erected in recent years as a part of the 'renaissance' of New Washington City.  It's become a magnet in attracting business people to the city, as well as for more 'upscale' nefarious types that use the hotel for ulterior purposes.  It's long been rumored that high end escorting takes place there, used to woo both business and political elites for the benefit of the city, if not mainly themselves.  But of course, with the local law enforcement, they would never do anything to disrupt the powers that control the city, biting the proverbial hand that feeds them.  Don't ask, don't tell as they say...

On one of the upper floors, a group of about twelve men are having a clandestine meeting in one of their conference rooms.  Six heavily armed beefy white men are stationed inside, all wearing earpieces and carrying handguns, stoically standing guard.  There are four others stationed outside of the room, all wearing shades and looking quite nefarious, their own handguns clipped to their holsters on their sides.  The angry pale faces of the men inside contort with rage, as they converse among themselves.  “It's been well over twenty years...”, Adolphus spits out in his heavily Afrikaans-accented English, “...And the Blacks have ruined our country!  It's about time we took matters into our own hands, and took our country back!”.  The other men in the room murmur in agreement, nodding their approval.  They had secretly left their home country of South Africa to hold this meeting, and plan out their strategy to gain 'their' country back.  Though the Afrikaners still controlled most of the business and industry in the country, and probably all of the land, they still felt that their way of life had been irrevocably compromised with the transition of power to the native South Africans.  They wanted things to go back to the way they were before the power transfer, and were apparently more than ready to fight for it.  Francois nods in agreement.  “That is right”, he concedes, “Things have gotten worse since they took over.  We've had nothing but strikes, unrest, and recessions since they took over.  This needs to change...now!”.

“...Yes!”

“...Here, here!”

“...Of course!”

“...No more!”

“No longer should we suffer under the porous rule of these wretched Blacks!  We need to take our country back, and we need to do that now!  The sooner, the better!”

The men murmur in agreement again, with some of them clapping their support.  All of a sudden, they then hear movement coming from above them.  They look up, at first surprised, and then concerned.  The security men with their shades look up at the ceiling, slowly reaching for their weapons.

“What was that...?”

“...I don't know.  It's coming from above us...”

“Could they have found out about this meeting?”

“...Impossible!  But, you know how these Black are...”

“...Yes, they can have spies everywhere, especially these American Blacks.  They can be beyond arrogant...”

Adolphus turns to one of the Security Men.  “Do they see anyone out front...?”, he asks.

“No one is out there...”, he replies, after a moment on his earpiece, “The hallway is clear...not so much as a cleaning lady...”

“This floor is supposed to be closed off...”

“...We were assured anonymity.”

“Let's all just relax...”, Francois says, “It's probably nothing-...”

All of a sudden, a person drops in on them from the ceiling out of nowhere, landing in a crouched position on the circular table that they're all seated at.  They are all shocked to see this individual, apparently female, dressed in white and black of Egyptian design, with golden arm bands and choker.  Her black cat-head shaped helmet mask intently stares at them, burning into their souls, filling them with feelings of dread and impending doom.  Before they even have any time to react, the unknown assailant jerks her head towards the armed guards, and flings throwing knives at each of the six security men in the room, immediately incapacitating them.

Whiiiiiiiiiiissssszzz!!  

Thok...thok...thok...thok...thok...thok!  

They don't even have time to reach for their guns, instantly falling before the others.  The twelve seated men look on aghast, first at their fallen security, and then at this unknown assailant, now full of dread.  “Who-...?!”, Adolphus barely gets out.

“<....-You will all die!>”

They all cringe, not knowing what was just said to them in that eerie, synthesized voice, not recognizing the language being spoken to them by this killer.  Sekhmet Baset just stares them down, her shimmering emerald eyes now focused on slaughtering every last man in this room.  She jerks her head immediately towards her right, and goes after those men seated right there, throwing kicks at their heads, and throwing herself into battle.  She moves so quickly and effortlessly, instantly taking them down, battering them about, and breaking bones.  She then jerks her head towards the head of the table, and sees Adolphus seated by the head of the table.  He immediately turns to make a run for the door, trying to escape the carnage that she’s inflicting.  She leaps towards him, jumping over the table, and catches him before he reaches the door.

“Help-...!”, Adolphus tries to cry out.

Sekhmet Baset grabs him from behind, takes his head in her hands, and viciously snaps his neck, causing him to lifelessly fall forward.

KRAK!!!  

His body hits the doors of the room with a hard thud.  She then twists her body out of the way, avoiding the opening doors of the conference room.  The four guards stationed outside bust their way inside, aiming their guns into the room.  They are shocked to see the bodies of their dead comrades lying lifelessly on the floor, and that of the body of Adolphus at their feet.  Sekhmet Baset unsheaths her short Khopesh sword from her back, and slices off the arms of the nearest guard.  He lets out a short-lived scream, as she instantly finishes him off by lobbing his head off.  

“Aaaaah-...!”

...-CHOK!!!

As if the world existed in slow motion, the other three guards turn towards their fallen comrade, as his body falls toward the floor, and Sekhmet Baset moves in on them to finish the carnage...

*  *  *  *  *
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Detective Amirah Umi arrives at the Comfort Cove Inn, making her way through the patrolmen and hotel security already on the scene in the lobby.  She flashes her badge to a few uniforms on hand, and they permit her to pass.  She finally makes her way upstairs to the floor of the crime scene, and is surprised to see so many people there, as she exits the elevator.  Her eyebrows furrow when she sees a few members of the brass on hand, murmuring among themselves, wearing concerned looks on their faces.  Uh oh..., she thinks to herself, you KNOW it's not a good sign when the brass is on hand before the investigation even starts....  She makes her way into the conference room, and is shocked to see the carnage.  There are bodies all over the room, with blood spatter going everywhere.  It takes her a second to regain her composure, and sees a familiar forensics specialist.  They share a familiar smile.

“...Detective Umi!”

“...What have you got?”

“Twenty-two bodies...blunt force trauma...some were dismembered...”

“Any suspects...?”

“...None.  Whoever did this is in the wind...”

Amirah goes over to the nearest victim, and inspects him.  He was beaten up pretty bad, according to the bruises on his body, and you could tell that some of his bones were broken.  She lets out a heavy sigh.  “Any ID on the victims...?”, she asks.

“Apparently...they were all South African nationals.”

“...Really?!”, she replies, surprised, looking at her.

“...Yep.  And...they weren't registered as guests here at the hotel, either...”

“...That doesn't make much sense!”  She briefly pauses.  “...Not unless they were planning something illegal, or seditious...”  

“...You really think so?”

Amirah gives her a sarcastic look, raising her eyebrow.  “A bunch of Afrikaners having a secret meeting at a hotel that they're not even staying at...?  Please don't tell me that you're actually that gullible...”.

The forensics tech just shrugs her shoulders.  Amirah just shakes her head, rising.  She beings to exit the room.  “Get me the usual...DNA...prints...the works.  The last thing I need is some samurai Whodini messing up my streets”.  “You got it, Detective”, she answers.  Amirah started to get a really bad feeling, as she starts to leave the hotel.  It was bad enough that her job had been wearing on her more and more these last few years;  the changes within the department, and on the political landscape had taken a bit of a toll on her.  It seems as if that reprieve that she'd had about giving up her badge was coming to an end, since it seemed to tug at her more and more every day.  Other than her clandestine relationship/partnership with The Black Fist, she questioned her desire to remain on the force more and more every day.  Had it not been for their meeting up, she probably would've resigned a long time ago.  Amirah lets out another heavy sigh as she enters the elevator.  She pushes the button, and the doors slowly close on her.  Lets hope that this case won't be as bad as I think it will be..., she thinks to herself. 
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CHAPTER 2
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Nyerere is in Southern Douglas Heights, wrapping up his latest history class at Woodson-Rogers College, much to his students' dismay.  They loved his class, and felt that he was a great addition to the campus.  He was still young enough that his students could relate to him, but was very well versed in his subject matter, and made his classes very interesting.  He had to give credit to Dr. Oduno for continuing to recruit him to join their campus, even when he didn't have any desire to do so whatsoever, beforehand.  This opportunity had opened up so many doors for him, especially with the publishing of his book “The Chronicles of The Black Fist”; the ability to have the school help him to promote it, the people that he's been able to meet and network with, traveling across the country and abroad.  He had to admit, he felt blessed to be reaching his thirty-first birthday today, and to have achieved all that he has, up to this point.  He's been able to do much these past four years here on campus; helping to build stronger ties between the school, the community, and Africana P.R.I.D.E., even helping to revive some of the old programs and initiatives that the organization has.  He was proudest to have helped revive parts of the UNEEC network, even helping to establish the college's Anderson-Clingman School of Business and Economics based in Turner Heights, helping to revitalize, not only that community, but also some of the growing small businesses in the city.  He truly wished that his parents had been able to live to see him reach these accomplishments, though he knew that they were watching him, and smiling from the ancestral realm.

Nyerere finally finishes up his lesson, and his students are now exiting the classroom.  He was happy to have had a good class, and wanted to finish the day on a positive note; Mama Tabula and Baba Balogun were going to meet up with him for a late birthday lunch, and then they were going to swing back to the campus to hear a spiritual comrade of Tehuti's and Waset speak; Imakhu Senefra Atenhotep was a revered leader in the Kemetic spiritual community, and was a highly sought after activist speaker, and priestess. It was an honor to have her come to New Washington City, and grace them with her wisdom, essence, and guidance.  Nyerere looks up, and sees Amirah enter into his classroom.  He was surprised to see her, as they don't generally get to see each other much out in public.  Amirah sees him, and flashes him a tired smile.  “Hey you...”, she greets him, “...Happy birthday, Nyerere”.

“...Detective Umi!  How are you?  Thank you so much.”

She gives him a hug and peck on the cheek, trying not to linger too long, practicing some self restraint.  She continues to wear her tired smile.  “Thought that I'd stop by...felt it would be better than a phone call...”.

“...I'm glad!  It's good anytime I get to see you.”

“...Likewise.”

“How are things on the force?”

“Oh...you know...”, she replies, rolling her eyes.

“...Ouuuch!  I was hoping that things would've improved...”

“Yeah, well...”

“...Anything that I can do to help?”

Amirah pauses, looking up at him, and tries to fight off a sly smile trying to form on her face.  Things had gotten...interesting...between the two of them, over these last few years; going from antagonism, to comrades, to kindred spirits...their lives had become interestingly intertwined, especially after she'd figured out his true identity as The Black Fist.  She then clears her throat, becoming a bit more serious, remembering why she came in the first place.  “Um...I need to talk to you...”.

“Oooooh...can we talk a little later?  I'm supposed to be meeting up with Mama Tabula and Baba Balogun for a birthday lunch-...”

“...-The other you.”

Nyerere pauses, a bit stunned.  They never discussed his alter ego out in public; that was why they had the secret cellphones.  If she came to him in public, it had to be serious.  “Not here...”, he replies to her, slipping into his infamous gravelly voice.  It always threw Amirah whenever he instantly switched personalities like that.

“Where, then?”

“...The parking lot.”

“Your car, or mine?”

“...Better make it yours.  You can drop me off at the restaurant to meet the elders, and we can talk on the way.”

“Okay...that works.”

“Great...”, He jovially replies, switching back to his normal self, “I'll grab my stuff.  The elders would love to see you, and say hi...”

Nyerere smiles, and gathers his belongings.  Amirah returns a smile of her own.  She knew that he would be interested in this case.  He was just as much a guardian of the city as she was, if not moreso.  They'd been through a lot together; the changing of the political landscape with the election of A. Simi Leishon-Integration as mayor, with Overton “Ovie” Seere being made his new Police Commissioner, and with Joseph “Brutality” Brutus resigning, and going to work for Iggy Norance.  And though the new mayor and police commissioner had ‘publicly’ shut down the Anti-Black Fist Task Force, they were still launching clandestine operations against him.  It made their work together a bit more difficult, and called for them to become even more vigilant and adaptable in the ways that they operated.  It also called for the need for them to create an alternative information gathering network, an underground if you will, in order for them to properly protect the city, and to keep eyes and ears on, not to mention combat, their enemies.  It called for a lot of long nights together; planning, researching, and recruiting others to help.  They were becoming more than just kindred spirits, at least for her.  There were times when she still didn't know where she stood with him; were they just comrades in the struggle, or could there be something more...?  Nyerere wasn't like any of the other cops, or DA's that she'd known and dealt with; hell...he wasn't like any of the other men that she's ever dealt with, or dated.  His history made him intriguing, his intelligence attracting, and his dedication alluring.  She couldn't help but get sucked in.

“...Let's go”, she says.  Knowing what she did about his parents, and what they did for the organization, not to mention the impact that they'd had on so many others, it was no wonder that she was feeling the way she was about him.  He IS his father's son, she thinks to himself, no wonder everybody loves him.  She was fighting to keep it professional, but wasn't being very successful.  It also didn't help that she'd been in a relationship dry spell for the last few years.  She just heavily sighs, as they exit his classroom...
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Ignatius “Iggy” Norance V stares out of the window of his high rise office in Metro New Washington.  He looks out over the city, his face now grim and stern.  His hands are folded behind his back, his mood soured.  He is joined in his office by his old friend and business partner, Raymundo “Ray” Sysm, seated in front of his desk.  Ray had spent the last few years working closely with Governor Wyatt Supremacy as a lobbyist, and wanted to get back into the private sector, liking the straight-forwardness of the business world, as opposed to the clandestine back alley wheeling and dealing of the politicians.  They'd always had a great working relationship with one another, in the past and presently, and Iggy gladly joined forces with Ray again, as well as their two families’ long history together.  They are also joined by Brutality, who was seated next to Ray.  The two men looked quite grim, not really wanting to upset Iggy any more than he already was.  “How bad is it...?”, Iggy asks.

“...Pretty bad, Mr. Norance...”, Brutality replies, “...There were no survivors.”

“...How?!”

“No idea.  The Commissioner is looking into it-...”

“...-No disrespect to the Commissioner...”, Ray snorts, “...But, those people couldn't find a wet napkin in a rain storm!”

“Ovie is good people...”, Brutality answers, “...He won't let this slide.”

“...-Well intentions, and dedication mean nothing without results”, Iggy snorts, “That's why you have his old job, and he has yours.  I needed somebody that I know can do the job, and do it right.”  

“We're both looking into this.  This won't go unanswered.”

“...We assured them the utmost safety and discretion”, Ray says, “This makes us look bad, to have our defenses penetrated like that...”

“I don't like looking weak, gentlemen...”, Iggy states, “Find out who did this, and put a stop to them.  Whatever leaks exit, plug them up.  Tie up any loose ends, and get rid of any weak links.”

“...Consider it done”, Brutality replies.

Iggy looks over his shoulder, and nods at him.  Brutality returns his nod, gets up from his seat, and exits the office.  Ray watches him leave, and then turns back to Iggy. “He's loyal, Ig...and looks up to you”, he states.  “...He's actually effective, that's why I brought him in”, Iggy replies, “I couldn't have what happened last time, happening again”, he says, referencing The Black Fist.

“He's still giving you trouble, Ig...?”, Ray asks, raising an eyebrow.

“...From time to time.  It's quite infuriating...”

“...Damn savages!  Give them an inch, and they become a pugnacious lot!”

“What happened to those Afrikaners is bad for business. They were always supportive of us in the past...”

“...I know!  Do you think that he's behind it?”

“...I wouldn't put it past him.  He's usually only this brutal when it comes to his own people...”

“Yes, those savages are a vicious lot...”

“...-I want him crushed!  There's no love lost between him, and Brutality.  This should be interesting...”

“...Seems like
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