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“Your exit visas have some irregularities”. Captain N’komo, sitting at his new desk, looked at the white family standing in his office and smiled. He was certainly enjoying the perks of his new job since the coup. However this might be the best yet.

“These visas were given to us only a week ago” Doctor Howard explained. His wife Carrie and their daughter Claire stood silently by his side.

N’komo stared at the women and back at their passports. Carrie, 38 years old, doctors wife, born in England. Slim, attractive, with pert breasts that swelled under the cream blouse she was wearing. White bitch who has never grovelled to a black man before, he thought.

Claire, 15. privately educated, spoilt brat with blonde hair, full breasts and tanned legs. Never even considered blacks except as servants to bring her cool drinks on the tennis court. Well, she will be thinking about them soon.

“A week is a long time in politics” N’komo replied. Since the change of government, no Europeans are allowed to leave”. He nodded to a guard who had taken up position behind Howard. The guard grabbed the doctor and handcuffed him before he had a chance to struggle.
“What the hell do you think you are doing!” Doctor Howard yelled as his family were also restrained.

“I am sorry, but you are under arrest. You see whilst we have been talking, my men have searched your car. We have found drugs, which convicts you of possession and smuggling. A crime punishable by death in our country. Search them!” N’komo, still smiling now stood and walked around his desk, to sit about two metres from the trio.

The guards put a rope noose around Dr Howard’s neck, threw the other end over a ceiling beam and pulled until the doctor was standing upright, his neck stretched towards the roof.

“Ladies, be still, or he will hang” N’komo ordered. The women were sobbing now as they realised the full impact of their situation. “But I am a doctor!” Dr Howard screamed, “Of course there are drugs in my car!”. N’komo just shrugged. He knew that of course, but it suited him to ignore it. 
A guard quickly searched the doctor, removing his wallet, and other personal possessions and placing them on the Captains desk. N’komo watched as the guard then turned his attention to the doctors wife,Carrie. 

N’Komo now stood no more than a two feet from the woman as the guard knelt and placed his hands at her ankles. He watched her face intensely as the guard moved his hands slowly up the outside of her legs patting them until he got to her waist. He then knelt and started on the inside of her calves.

Carrie was wearing tight fitting black slacks which stopped mid calf. The guard patted her inner thighs until he got to her crotch, and then put his hand over her vagina, rubbing her through the material. Carrie knew that he was taking his time doing this, and his hand lingered before moving away. She could feel herself getting embarrassed and fought to maintain her dignity in front of N’Komo. She was determined not to show her fear or embarrassment to this man. N’Komo nodded to the guard as he prepared to search Carrie’s upper body. 

The guard now slipped his hands inside the bottom of Carries blouse and started to feel her sides and stomach, sliding his hands up to her bra. N’Komo watched as the guards hands moved under the silky material, noticing as the guard squeezed and mauled Carrie’s breasts outside her bra but inside her shirt. Carrie couldn’t help herself and tried to twist away but the guard behind her held her securely as he continued his assault.
Finally the guard was satisfied that there were no drugs, and removed his hands. Carrie was now bright red with embarrassment and tears welled in her eyes. She looked at N’Komo with loathing as he now stood in front of her daughter.

Claire shrank back as N’komo approached, but the guard was standing behind her. As she retreated he moved forward, putting his arms around her waist. She could feel his hard prick pressing into the crack of her bottom and moved forward quickly to avoid contact. “He has an erection!” she thought. The guard slipped his hands under the boob tube she was wearing and started to feel her the young girls breasts.

“She is only 15! Leave her alone!” her mother demanded to N’komo. However he just watched as the guard, standing behind Claire continued to maul her. “For God’s sake she is only a child!” Carrie implored the Captain. N’Komo nodded and the guard stepped away, leaving Claire quietly sobbing.
The captain surveyed the scene in his office. Dr Howard, strung by his neck from the ceiling, unable to struggle, was silently watching his family being assaulted.  Carrie, trying to be brave but fearful of what N’komo might do was staring at him with fear and hatred. Claire, standing but bent forward, crying openly at the humiliation she had just suffered. The captain addressed the trio. “OK, this is the situation” he said softly. “You have been caught trying to smuggle drugs out of my country, and travelling using false papers. You will therefore be tried by a peoples court. You will be found guilt, and you will hang.” He watched their despair as he spoke. “The outside world needs to appreciate that we are the new leaders of this country, and the relationships that the whites enjoyed here no longer apply. Your people execute blacks in your country, we will do the same to whites in ours.” he continued. 

He smiled as he watched their reaction. “Of course, our human rights record with regard to prisoners is not as good as in your country” he continued. “Before the trial, which of course will not be public, your women will be used to entertain me, my soldiers, and anyone else that I decide should fuck them. I will use them as common whores, until I weary of them, after which they will be executed.
Carrie and Claire looked at each other in horror and started to cry. Dr Howard started to struggle with rage, but the noose around his neck drew tighter forcing him to stay still. N’komo watched as the words he was saying came home.

“Of course, there may be a way that you can redeem the situation” he smiled, looking directly at Carrie. “I do not enjoy rape very much. I prefer my women to be compliant, and willing participants”. The captain smirked as he watched Carrie raise her eyes to meet his. “Mrs Howard, if you agree to be my personal whore for a month, I will release your family unharmed. Understand though, that you will fuck me, and anyone else I direct you to fuck. You will do everything I ask, no matter how repulsive it is too you, and you will do it enthusiastically.”

Carrie shook in horror at the proposition. How could she willingly give herself to this repulsive black? But what choices did she have? She was going to be raped and probably killed anyway. This way she could save her family.

“How do I know you will release us if I agree? Carrie couldn’t believe she was negotiating with this vile man. Negotiating her virtue!

N’Komo smiled, “You have my word”. Of course he had no intention of letting this family go. He wanted to fuck the teenager, and he was not going to provide evidence for a war crimes trial by allowing these foreigners to leave. However, the appeal of having this white doctor’s wife humiliate herself in front of her family added to the pleasure of the rape.
Carrie, bowed her head and quietly whispered “Yes, I’ll do it”.

“I’m sorry I didn’t hear you” The captain put his fingers under Carrie’s chin and lifted her tear stained face, looking into her eyes. “What did you say?”

Carrie hated this man. She stared at him and spat, “I said I would do it”.

“I am glad you have seen sense” N’komo stepped away from the woman. He motioned to the guard who was standing beside Claire. The guard sat Claire at the desk and secured her to the chair.

“Then there is no time like the present” said N’komo. He placed his hands on Carrie’s shoulders and pressed down, forcing her to her knees. Carrie resisted at first but sank down, her hands still handcuffed behind her back. N’Komo stood in front of her and unzipped his fly.

“No!” Cried Carrie, “Not in front of my family” Carrie had reconciled herself that she was going to be raped by this man, but it had never occurred to her that her husband and daughter would be watching. For the Captain however, this was a very enjoyable part of the scene. He pulled his semi erect prick out and held it to Carries lips. “You will do everything I want” he said softly, “or we will be teaching you and your daughter some tricks that you could not imagine, before we kill you all.”

Carrie realised the hopelessness of the situation and opened her mouth, taking the black Captain’s filthy penis inside.

N’komo relished the feel of this white woman’s hot mouth surrounding his prick. He started to thrust into her, holding each side of her head to stop her pulling back. Carrie’s hands were behind her back so she could not stop the onslaught on her throat as she gagged on his prick. She had always hated giving head, although her husband had asked often during their marriage. Occasionally she had done it as a treat for him, but never like this. She tried to stop her self retching as N’Komos prick hit the back of her throat again and again.

N’komo looked up at the doctor who was watching his wife being face fucked by another man. Him! Black N’komo fucking the white doctors wife! “Your wife is very good,” N’komo told the doctor, “you are a lucky man!” the doctor could only stare as his wife was forced to swallow this niggers manhood.

N’komo could feel himself getting near orgasm. He plunged his prick hard down Carries throat as the jism spurted from his prick and into her mouth. Carrie choked and gagged as the salty fluid injected its way into her, filling her throat and mouth with cum. N’komo finished his load and pulled out of her with her lips making a plopping sound as he retreated. He took his hands away from her head and she toppled to one side, unable to use her hands to save herself. Carrie retched and coughed, trying to bring up the vile cum that she had swallowed, as she lay on the office floor. Her hair stuck to her sweat covered face. Her makeup smudged, her lipstick smeared and her mouth raw and red from the assault it had just received.
N’komo looked at her and admired his handiwork. A month ago he was a peasant working for this sort of person. Now he was a captain in the people’s army and could do as he pleased to them. He smiled at his fortune. Yes, life was good.

“Take them to the cells!” he ordered his men.

