Talk to Your Wife, part 3

“Hello Dolly,” said Thomas Jefferson, as he stood in the captain’s cabin, naked, with an enormous erection. It was large but not quite as big as the erections her husband, James Madison, provided. Though a much smaller man than Jefferson, Madison was very well endowed. 

Jefferson looked Dolly up and down. He saw a 47-year old woman with large tits and a fair figure. Not what she was 20 years ago but then, who was? Jefferson looked at Sally Hemmings, nodded toward her. She came forward, dropped to her knees and began, as Jefferson put it, “to fuck me with her mouth.” 

“Sally will show you the way tonight, Dolly. She is very skilled and knows every trick. Remember that trouble we had with the Barbary Pirates back in ‘03? Well the Sultan of Morocco privately agreed to take Sally in as a part of his harem and teach her the finer arts of pleasing a man. She learned very well.”    

Jefferson continued, “It’s too bad if you have an aversion to black flesh, my dear. My slaves are the only people I can trust to handle something like this. You are going to see a lot of black flesh tonight. Sometimes you will fuck me. Other times you will entertain me, as I watch. Sally, go call Rufus and have him strip before he comes in here.”

Rufus came in the room a little later. He was naked. He also had a big erection. Dolly got down on her knees and, following Sally’s directions, proceeded to make Rufus hard, using her mouth.  That night, Dolly gave Rufus (what we call today) a blow-job. She also fucked Jefferson and entertained him in a variety of ways:

With him on top;

With her on top. 

She fucked Rufus alone. 

She fucked him in a three-way with Jefferson, with Rufus’ cock up her ass.

She fucked Jefferson doggie-style. 

Later, she fucked Rufus doggie-style, while giving Jefferson a blow-job. 

Dolly did everything asked without complaint. She went all night as did Rufus, Jefferson, and Sally Hemmings. But at 6:00 AM the following day, Jefferson was as good as his word. Rufus took her back to shore in a small skiff, where her carriage was waiting. Two days later, Jefferson announced his support for James Madison as President. Madison scored a great victory in the election of 1808.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Professor Rufus Jefferson sat back in his old chair, after reading his great-grandmother’s diary. She had recorded the tale told to her by her grandfather, Rufus. So the story about Thomas Jefferson and Dolly Madison was true. How about that! It had been rumored but there was no conclusive evidence – until now.

Professor Jefferson’s own mother had recently died. The Professor had found the ancient diary tucked away in the large pine box his mother had always laughingly referred to as “your father’s family jewels.” The Professor’s father had died 10 years before his mother. Now, it was time to clean out the old house and sell it. 

But Professor Jefferson pondered what he should do. He was under consideration for a full, tenured position at the University of California, Berkeley. Publication of the old diary might seriously hurt his chances at Berkeley. Thomas Jefferson was, after all, an American icon. And even if he got the position, what then? The conservative critics would make his life hell. He could just hear them now: an unsubstantiated diary, published by a black professor, to smear the “good name” of Thomas Jefferson. Racism, subtle and not so subtle, would run rampant.  

20 years ago, he may have been up for the fight. But today, well, there just was too much at stake. Professor Jefferson walked over to the fireplace and dropped the diary into it. He watched the old pages burn down to dark nothingness. He would tell no one – not his wife or his kids. It would be a story that died with him. 

