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This is the sequel to Harem Slave, but may be enjoyed independently.Tammy Simmons, an all-
American girl from Maryland, spent more than five years in slavery on the Persian Gulf, two in
private harems, and three in a high-class "gentlemen's club." When she murders a man who has
taken great pleasure in tormenting her, she is sentenced to be boiled in oil at a snuff club where
rebellious slaves and other criminals are tortured to death as entertainment. She is miraculously
rescued by the Ambassador of Cameroon, a member of the club who had fallen in love with her.
He takes her as his fourth wife and they return to Cameroon where he is the newly appointed
Minister of Foreign Affairs.Tammy is a strong person and has survived her harrowing years in
slavery with most of her sanity and her sense of humor intact, but she is facing major
adjustments: her recently restored freedom to a confusing and intimidating world, living in a
polygamous household, the very public life as wife of a highly prominent personality, and living in
Africa, where she has never been before.It's a struggle. She thought she could press a button
and be herself again, but it's a lot harder than she figured. Managing money is especially
challenging. She keeps going over budget, incurring the wrath of her co-wives. "Try going five
years without a penny to your name, surrounded by people who own 747s and yachts and huge
estates," she says. "You lose perspective, and what's worse, you don't even realize that you've
lost perspective."Readers will cheer her on as she gradually reclaims her rightful place among
free people. There are setbacks: she suffers two devastating miscarriages, and the press has a
heyday with the fact that the Minister of Foreign Affairs met his most recent wife in a brothel.
Further, wife number three, another American, refuses to recognize any difference between
being a whore and a slave in a brothel, is horrified to be Tammy's co-wife.Then it develops that
Prince Ibrahim, her owner for three years, decides that he wants her back, and tension builds...

“This anthology is an important, perhaps even unique, contribution to the field. To have an
anthology with an expanded text list, that includes a wider variety of texts, and that places them
in a more current critical context, is invaluable.”―Matthew Stroud, Trinity University -- Mathew
Stroud“Dr. Mujica has respected the authors of the canon and has also included female
dramaturges that have been neglected for a long time. Most anthologies present the works as
text only, but here Dr. Mujica comments on the plays not only as text but also as theatrical
performance.”―Angel Sánchez, Arizona State University -- Angel SanchezAbout the
AuthorBárbara Mujica is a professor of Spanish at Georgetown University.
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Prince Ibrahim’s FavoriteA Novel© Nancy Hartwell Enonchong, 2013Cover illustration byKitty
McNaughtonTammy Simmons has just been emancipated after more than five years as a harem
and brothel slave on the Persian Gulf. She has become the very happy and grateful fourth wife of
the man who rescued her, the newly appointed Minister of Foreign Affairs of Cameroon.She is
suddenly faced with overwhelming adjustments: recovering from years of degradation and close
confinement and reinserting herself into a confusing and intimidating world, being the lowest-
ranking wife in a polygamous household, learning how to live in exciting and proudly African
Cameroon, and the very public life of a wife of a prominent personality. She thought she could
push a button and return to her pre-enslavement persona, but being back in the real world is a
lot more difficult than she had expected.At first, Prince Ibrahim, her most recent master, is a very
good sport about losing his favorite slave. As time goes on, however, he realizes that none of his
other girls can hold a candle to his beloved Mukhmala, and he decides that he wants her back…
Become better acquainted with the harem girls you will meet in this book in the companion
volume, Voices from the Harem, where they each tell their own story of abduction, betrayal, and
enslavement.This book is dedicated to all the girls locked away in a harem,far from their
homelands,wrenched away from their families and loved ones,unable to communicate with the
outside world,and whose very survival now depends on the whims of the men who bought
them.You are not forgotten.This book continues the story from Harem Slave Girl: One Thousand,
Nine Hundred and Four Days of Hell on the Persian Gulf.However, it may be enjoyed
independently.Its companion volume, Voices from the Harem, relates the stories of all 111 girls
in Prince Ibrahim’s Il Giardino Posteriore Harem (the Rear Garden): how they came to be there,
how they have adjusted to slavery, what they think of the harem and their master. It is not a
conventional novel. It has no plot, but the individual stories are fascinating and
poignant.Pronunciation notes:Yerima – YEH ree mahAïssatou – Ah YEES a tooAmsaou – AHM
sa ooYaounde – this is the French spelling of the German distortion of the wordEwondo (the
major ethnic group in the area). Yah WUN dayDouala – DWA lahMaroua – MAR oo wahMany
Muslim names in Cameroon are in the nominative case of Arabic, so it’s Mohammadou rather
than Mohammad, Aïssatou rather than Ayeshah, Ismaëlou rather than Ishmael, Ahmadou rather
than Ahmad, etc. The h (taa marbuta, or “tied t”) at the end of many feminine names in Arabic
becomes a t when declined, e.g., Fatimah becomes Fatimatou.Also, since unexpected syllables
are stressed in certain names, they have been written with accents, even though normally they
are spelled without, for example, Atángana. French names have been written with accents as
correct in French, e.g., Gérard.Many African names begin with one-letter syllables, M or N, such
as Mveng or Nsom. Most non-Africans find this puzzling, and wind up overcomplicating things.
It’s actually easy. Just say the sound Mm or Nn (not em, not um, not meh), just M, then the rest
of the word. After a few tries you’ll be able to do it with no problem.CHAPTER ONETammy
Simmons, now Sudari Abdoulaye, was feeling very intimidated, very foreign, and clutched the



arm of her handsome new husband Yerima with both hands as he led her into the dining room.
She managed a tentative smile as she was introduced to his senior wife Aïssatou, his second
wife Amsaou, and his third wife JoAnn. Aïssatou kissed her warmly on both cheeks. Amsaou
rose and gave her a big hug. JoAnn looked pointedly out the window.“This is Sudari, as I’m sure
you’ve guessed. JoAnn, it means jewel, by the way. I’m asking for all of you to be understanding
and helpful to her. I’ve told you her story, how she spent more than five years in the most horrible
type of bondage, and was very nearly tortured to death for getting revenge on a man who had
constantly tormented her. She’s been through extremely traumatic experiences and it may take
her a while to adjust to normal life.”“As if this household is anything resembling normal,” Aïssatou
remarked, rolling her eyes.“Well, as close to normal as we have around here,” he said with a
chuckle.“I’m very happy to finally be here in Cameroon,” Tammy said, “and want so hard to do
things right. I know I’ll screw up, but I promise to try my best.”“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,”
Aïssatou said.“We’re delighted to meet you and promise that we’ll do whatever we can to help
you,” said Amsaou.“Hmpf,” said JoAnn.Yerima’s eyes narrowed, and he adjusted the folds of his
ice-blue gandoura with annoyance. “All right, let’s get down to business. Madame Prime Minister,
what’s going on with the servants’ quarters?”“I’m in the process of reviewing four bids. I’ve
eliminated one because I was offered a kick-back. Allah! Don’t people know me by now?”
Aïssatou shook her head in exasperation. “And, Mr. President, I’d like to give an update on the
pilferage case. I interviewed all the kitchen staff and reviewed the feed from the security cameras
and it became clear that the guilty party was Oumarou. I have fired him and am considering legal
action.”“What’s the value of the missing supplies?” Yerima asked.“At least 700,000 cfa.”“Excuse
me, please, sir,” said Tammy, “how much is that, please?”“Around fourteen hundred dollars. Give
him thirty days. Restitution or prosecution. That’s substantial. Anything else? Finance?”“We’re
considerably over budget, as a result of Alizée’s excesses,” reported Amsaou. We’re still
recovering from her vacation to the Seychelles and that party she threw.”“Great party, though,”
remarked Yerima, “but in any case, she’s history and we’ll do the best we can to get back on
track. By the way, I got an email from her the other day and she sends her regards. She plans to
remarry. Owner of a jewelry store there in Grenoble.”Appreciative laughter. “Perfect,” said
Amsaou, “If he also owns a shoe store and a dress boutique, it’ll be even better.”“And a travel
agency,” added Aïssatou. “Please extend our warmest congratulations and our wishes for every
happiness.”“Arrogant bitch is finally out of our hair,” snapped JoAnn, “and I notice that it took our
esteemed husband no time whatsoever to find a replacement. Only this time, instead of a
countess and sculptor, our co-wife is a professional whore.”Tammy stiffened.Yerima turned to
JoAnn. “I asked for your understanding and support, if I’m not mistaken. Do you wish to
apologize?”“I said nothing that isn’t absolutely true and see no reason why I should offer an
apology.” She raised her chin and met his gaze.“I was a slave, and my master leased me to work
in a men’s club,” Tammy said evenly. “That’s a long shot from making a voluntary career
choice.”“A woman who gives sex to men she doesn’t know is a whore to me,” countered JoAnn.A
sigh. “She was a slave, JoAnn. It wasn’t her idea at all, and it’s a miracle that she survived.”“I



thought slavery had been outlawed.”“Of course, just about everywhere, but there are more
slaves on earth right now than at any time in human history. Passing a law is one thing.
Eradicating the practice is something else altogether.” Yerima decided to get back to business.
“So, Madame Minister of Agriculture, what’s going on?”“Wait a minute, please, Mr. President, I
haven’t finished,” protested Amsaou. “Shall I transfer the remaining budget from the now-defunct
Ministry of Cultural Affairs to the new Ministry of Education? How should we handle that?”“Sorry.
Yes, sure, normally that would be the way to go, but it would mean that Sudari starts with a
deficit. Do we have a surplus anywhere that we can tap into until she can get her new
undertaking up and running?”“Yes, sir, Agriculture is running a nice surplus.”“Then please adjust
the budget accordingly.”“May I please point out,” said JoAnn hotly, “that our surplus is due to
extremely careful management, and because we haven’t yet purchased all the plant material we
need for landscaping the perimeter fence. So basically you’re punishing me, and I must strongly
object, Mr. President, sir.”“We’re not punishing you at all; we’re just trying to get Education going.
What else do you suggest?”“You’re taking resources away that we had already programmed for
the benefit of this entire compound. Already approved.”“We’re all aware of that, and commend
you for your excellent management. But money has to come from somewhere, and it’s going to
come from Agriculture. That’s my decision and if you have a problem with it you will talk to me
after the meeting. Am I clear?”“Yes sir.” She eyed him defiantly.“And, finally, our new Minister of
Education. Welcome to the household business meeting. What do you have in mind?”Tammy
smiled nervously. “I haven’t even met the children yet, but I know I’ll need books and supplies. I’d
like to get to know them, figure out what pushes their buttons, and use that as a launching pad
for improving their academic skills. I plan to emphasize reading, writing, and vocabulary, which
are fundamental to everything.”“We meet every Tuesday right after lunch and we try to keep it to
fifteen minutes. Anything else? All right then, thanks, everybody. You’re all doing a terrific, terrific
job.”Tammy stared adoringly at Yerima. She was actually his wife, and was in Yaounde with him,
and it was amazing. Amazing.“Yerima, I need to talk to you,” said JoAnn, with fire in her
voice.“Sudari, my dear, let me give you a tour of the saré,” said Aïssatou, “unless you’re busy
with something else?”“No ma’am, not at all, ma’am. And thank you, ma’am. First, though, may I
ask a dumb question? I’ve never before seen a tablecloth embroidered with spiders.”Aïssatou
laughed. “That throws a lot of Europeans.” She caught herself. “Here, anybody who isn’t African
is called European. Even if you’re Japanese or Mexican, we call you European. The tablecloth is
from Yerima’s home town. Maroua is an extremely rich center of African handicrafts, especially
textiles and leather. Hand-spun, hand-woven, and hand-embroidered cotton, grown right there.
And, my dear, we like spiders. We admire them for their resourcefulness, their ability to make
something out of nothing, and we think that their webs are architectural marvels.“But back to our
tour. The saré is more like a small village. Right now we have 74 people living here, and we feed
another fifty or so every day. There’s Yerima, the four of us, the nine children, assorted cousins
and nephews and abused wives and other relatives, twelve staff, and nine emancipated slaves
who used to belong to Yerima’s father. This is the family dining room, of course. Over here is the



state dining room – that’s getting a lot of use with his new job – and here’s the butler’s pantry, the
fully equipped commercial-style kitchen, the staff dining room, and the supply room. Oh, Chef
Emmanuel, please meet Madame Sudari, His Excellency’s newest wife. She’s originally from
right outside Washington. Chef Emmanuel is amazing. Every single thing he makes is delicious,
and he even makes his own pâté.”“Wow! I’m so happy to meet you, Chef. Do you know how to
make catfish creole, by any chance?” Tammy asked.The chef bowed. “Yes indeed, Madame
Sudari. Welcome to Cameroon. Is that what you’d like for dinner tonight?”The chef had bowed.
To her! Tammy turned to Aïssatou. “You mean, ma’am, I’m allowed to choose?”“Within reason,
my dear.”“Oh, Chef Emmanuel, you have no idea how happy that would make me. I haven’t had
catfish creole in ages. Thank you so much.”“My pleasure, madame. And again, welcome.”What a
strange but wonderful new world, people bowing to her. And letting her pick out what to eat.The
tour continued. “Upstairs are eight guest suites – right now two of Yerima’s brothers are visiting –
and this wing down here is Yerima’s: his office, his bedroom, his gym. It’s kept locked because of
all the confidential documents he deals with. This new job is already eating him alive, you know.
Meetings all day, receptions every night. And it’s wearing me out too, because I attend official
events with him, and now there’s one practically every evening. I used to write my judgments at
night, and I’m getting behind.”“By the way, ma’am, I just want to tell you how much I admire you.
Yerima told me how your father tried to force you into marriage and how you ran away and
managed to finish your education. I admire that so much. You understand how tough things can
be when everything, and I mean everything, is stacked against you, and I just admire you so
much.”The senior wife took her hands. “Thank you, Sudari, that’s very nice of you. And you don’t
need to call me ma’am.” She smiled. “Although, I must confess, I like it. I distinctly remember the
first time someone called me ma’am. Here in Africa, we’re taught to defer to men, obey men,
depend completely on men, and it’s painfully hard to break that cycle. So when I was appointed
to the bench, and people – even men! – started calling me ma’am, it was quite a thrill. Yerima
told us your story, and you’ve really got guts. Sometime, I’d like to sit down and chat with you. I’m
very interested in the institution of slavery and it’d be fascinating to hear it from someone who’s
actually experienced it.”“With pleasure, ma’am. And I don’t mind calling you ma’am one bit. I said
yes sir and yes master so many times that I just about wore out the words, but it feels downright
good to say yes ma’am to a woman. And about being a slave, I can tell you how it is in one word:
horrible. The Office was the worst. I spent sixteen or seventeen hours a day providing the most
revolting services you can imagine to disgusting men. Even though they were generals and oil
tycoons, most of them were horrible, and treated me like dirt. If it hadn’t been for Yerima, who
was always so much fun, I would’ve gone stark raving insane. When we had a big fight I got so
depressed I wanted to commit suicide, but they control you so minutely, it just wasn’t
possible.”“But you did manage to commit murder.”“We didn’t think of it as murder, ma’am, it was
revenge. Sweet, sweet revenge. For years, that man tormented us, betrayed us, lied to us,
humiliated us, ground us under his foot. Nenzima and I finally had our chance, and we grabbed
it.”“Nenzima? That’s a Mangbetu name. A noblewoman’s name. My sister-in-law is named



Nenzima. From Kinshasa.”“Yes ma’am, Zima was from the Congo. My best friend.” Tammy stifled
sobs. “She committed suicide before they found us; I was stupid and thought it over too long. If
Yerima hadn’t rescued me, they would have boiled me in oil. They aren’t very nice to slaves who
murder Arabs, ma’am, especially Chairman of the Board.”“It’s all right, my dear, don’t cry. All
that’s behind you now. Yerima adores you, and he’s a very good person. He has his moments –
the man has a whopping temper, as I’m sure you know – but for the most part he’s easy to get
along with, and tries very hard to treat all four of us even-handedly. Amsaou and I grew up in
polygamous households, but I must say, he hasn’t had much luck with his white wives. Alizée got
fed up and went back to Grenoble. I frankly don’t understand how they stayed married for sixteen
years, because I don’t think they ever agreed on anything except when their clothes were off.
And now things seem to be rapidly falling apart with JoAnn. Have you ever lived in a polygamous
household, my dear?”“Does being a slave in a polygamous household count?” Tammy made a
face.Aïssatou laughed. “Perhaps. By the way, my dear, do you plan to convert to Islam?”“One of
my owners forced me to convert, which I really resented, so I’d prefer to stay Christian, if that’s all
right, ma’am.”“Of course. That’s a decision of the heart. Catholic?”“No ma’am,
Protestant.”“There’s a Presbyterian theological seminary here in town, and they conduct
services in English.”“Oh, wow. I’m Methodist, ma’am, but that’s close enough.”“Methodists are in
the Congo and Presbyterians are here. From what I understand, they decided not to compete.
JoAnn’s raising Cathy and Michael as Catholics. Yerima’s very open-minded about religion; my
father would’ve had a heart attack at the very idea. But this is a Muslim household, and your
husband is a Muslim, and you must accept that. He’s not a very strict one, but a reasonably
devout, practicing Muslim.”“Of course, ma’am. I have no problem with that.”“Plus, as Minister of
Foreign Affairs, he’s a public figure, which means that overnight, all of us have become public
figures as well. We must always dress fashionably but modestly, and comport ourselves in such
a manner that there is never any question about our integrity, our fidelity, or our honor. And since
he’s a member of Government, we must never make any comment that can be construed as
being the least bit critical of Antoine. People will try to trick you, and let’s face it, Yerima has
plenty of enemies, so always be on your guard. If you’re ever in doubt, just smile graciously and
keep walking. This is an order, my dear: be courteous to everyone, especially the people who
deserve it the least.”“That’s a very good policy, ma’am. Right now I don’t plan to go anywhere, I
just want to sit in my apartment and hug Cleo and Titi and thank my lucky stars that Yerima
rescued me.”“We do not use pagan expressions in this household, my dear.”“Lucky stars? I
never thought about that before, ma’am. Well, then, let me thank Almighty God that Yerima
rescued me.”“That’s much better. Now, over here is the servants’quarters. Right now it can
accommodate 36, but we’re expanding it to 60, and that’s what we were talking about at the
meeting. We say servants, but this is where the cousins and everybody else stays, including my
niece who fled from her abusive husband and several girls who ran away rather than be forced
into marriage. My son Ismaëlou has turned fourteen and is too big to stay in the women’s house,
but isn’t really mature enough to move to the main house, so when the addition is complete, he’ll



have his own room here too. The men’s bathroom is at the far end, and the women’s is over here.
Here, let me unlock this room and show you. Not bad, huh? And very clean. If you don’t keep
your room inspection-clean, you risk losing it, and these rooms are in hot demand. If you have a
job, you pay 25 percent rent; if you don’t, you contribute 20 hours a week to the compound,
pulling weeds, peeling plantains, or doing other chores. Over there is the VIP guest house. It has
four suites, a salon, a dining room, and a small warming kitchen.”“Marble?” Tammy asked, eyes
open wide.“Yes. Right now, Amsaou’s parents are there. You must invite your family to come visit
us too. I think they’ll be relieved to see that you’re not living in a grass hut with lions and hyenas
roaming the back yard. Over there is the chicken coop, and there’s the vegetable garden, and
back there is the flower garden.”“They’re gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous, ma’am. And by the
way, my dad used to be with the State Department – a specialist in North African affairs – and he
spent several weeks with us in the ambassador’s residence after Yerima rescued me, so I’m
pretty sure they know I’ll be living comfortably.”“JoAnn does a beautiful job with the gardens.
She’s a botany professor at the agricultural school, you know. A good person, a very sweet
person, and she loves Yerima profoundly, but she really has issues with being one of four. She
was supremely glad when Alizée left – they never got along at all. Unfortunately you two will be
sharing a car and driver, but be as understanding as you can. She’s number three and you’re
number four, so you’ll need to defer to her. It’s the only way we can keep peace.”“I’m not used to
going places, ma’am. I’m still getting used to eating real food instead of wolfing something down
between assignments, wearing clothes and shoes, walking around without guards, and feeling
the sunshine on my skin. I’m just so grateful to be alive that if Yerima told me I’d never be allowed
to set foot outside my apartment, I wouldn’t mind a bit.”“Speaking of which, that’s where you
receive your female guests, that’s where you sleep except when you are in Yerima’s bed. This is
the Fulani way. If you ever have a male guest – and you need permission from me or Yerima to
do so and there’d better be a damn good reason for it – you will receive him in one of the parlors
in the main house and there will always be a third person present. Once again, bear in mind that
you are a public figure whose behavior must always be above reproach. And remind me to show
you the secret entrance to the tunnel and the entry code for the underground bunker. We never
know when there might be a coup, or some other public disorder. Oh, my dear, I just
remembered, I need to put you on Yerima’s schedule. We try to work things around female
cycles and such. When are you due?” “I have no idea, ma’am. At the Rainbow Harem I was dyed
green, and even though I left there more than three years ago, the toxins are still screwing up my
system. And at The Office, they gave us shots that stopped our periods altogether so we could
work every single day. I have no idea how long it will take before I’ll be a normal female
again.”“Did you say, dyed green?” Tammy nodded. “Ça, alors! My gracious! Whatever
for?”“Sheikh Fahd thought it looked pretty, ma’am. There were six of us, all different
colors.”Aïssatou shook her head. “So, for the time being, at least, we can ignore that? Thursday
night, all right? The schedule is posted in the kitchen of the women’s house. When it’s your turn
you report to his room at nine o’clock. First, you completely disrobe. Fold your clothes neatly and



place them on a chair. Get in bed and assume the position of absolute surrender. Has he taught
you that?” Tammy nodded. “Then you wait for his instructions. This is your primary responsibility
as a wife and here, we never tell our husbands no. There’s no such thing as the ‘doghouse’
where you American wives send your husbands. When JoAnn told us about that, we positively
went into shock. Anyway, here, the husband is in control. When you agreed to marry him, you
agreed to submit to him, and as you know, Yerima has enormous needs. Even if you’re tired,
have a ferocious headache, are so furious with him that you’re not speaking to him, you report on
time and submit to him. I want to underscore that point. Are we clear here?”“Yes ma’am. Even if
we’re not speaking, though?”“If he sends you away, that is his prerogative. But you must make
yourself available.”Tammy sighed. “That’s pretty extreme, ma’am, if you don’t mind my saying
so.”“Did you marry him of your own free will?”“Yes ma’am.”“What does the word yérima
mean?”“It means prince, ma’am.”“You agreed to marry a prince of the proud Fulani people, and
that is how we do things. A wife embraces her husband’s culture, especially if he is a royal
prince.”“Yes ma’am. I love him so much that I even offered to be his servant, out of gratitude for
saving my life, so I’m prepared to do just about anything.”“Really? His servant?” She stared at
Tammy.“Yes ma’am. I couldn’t imagine, simply couldn’t imagine, living without him, even if it
meant scrubbing pots and mopping floors. In any case, believe me, it would’ve been a huge,
huge step up from being a slave in a brothel.”“You certainly are cut from different cloth than
Alizée. She loved Yerima, but she hated everything about his life, everything. Outright culture
rejection. Then, when he left for two years to serve as ambassador overseas, it was the last
straw. She lived only for her nights with him, and when he was posted far away, she gave up.“Let
me tell you a story, Sudari. My marriage to Yerima got off to a very rocky start. He was a lot more
domineering than I’d figured, and we were at each other’s throats. We’d been married seven or
eight months, and I was preparing for a big exam, and he wanted me to drop everything and do
something huge for him. I told him he was out of his mind. He beat me up, and I mean, he really
beat me up. I was furious. I reminded Yerima that his saré had a back gate just like the one I’d
used when I ran away from my father. He was floored, because his own mother was beaten
every few months and considered it an expression of love. Anyway, four or five days later, I was
still so sore I could barely move, I hadn’t gotten any studying done because my eyes were
almost swollen shut, I regretted like mad having married the man, and he had the nerve, the
unmitigated nerve, to summon me.“Listen, my dear, Fulani women are constituted exactly the
same as Americans; the only difference is what our cultures demand of us. I went to his room,
but refused to acknowledge him, and he got madder and madder. He took me anyway. Rough.
Something broke in me, and I did the unthinkable and rebelled against my husband. To my
amazement, that excited him beyond belief, and, let me tell you, Sudari, I’ve never forgotten that
night. You know how manly he is even under normal circumstances, but you get that man super-
excited, and you’re in for quite a ride. That night, our marriage turned around. We both
remembered how much we loved each other, even when things were tough. He made a
commitment to be less demanding, and I promised to be more accommodating, and nineteen



years later, we’re still here. If I had told him no, which I desperately wanted to do, our marriage
might very well have fallen apart.”“He once told me that marrying you was the best decision he
ever made, ma’am. And he’s exceedingly proud that you’re a judge.”“He never said that to me.
How do you like that?”They laughed.“Well, pour revenir à nos moutons, back to the topic at
hand. The schedule used to work pretty well, but with this new job, things aren’t always
predictable. He’s more often than not carrying out some official responsibility that preempts
marital appointments. And even when they hold, he spends half his time on the phone with
Antoine. If things are running late, if he’s not too tired, he’ll send for you when he gets home. On
Sundays we all have dinner together at one, and when that’s over, if it’s your turn, you
accompany him to his room.”“Yes ma’am, I understand. I’m going to try with all my heart to make
this work. Yerima saved my life, and I gladly gave that life to him. I desperately want all of you to
be proud of me.” She rubbed her forehead. “I’m feeling overwhelmed, and I’m still really jet-
lagged, and if it’s okay with you, ma’am, I’d like to go back to my apartment and lie
down.”“Speaking of jet-lagged, how was your visit to Washington?”“Surreal, ma’am. My dad is
great, and my brother is doing fine – he’s in college now, and wants to work for the FBI in their
human trafficking section – but when I was kidnapped my mom had a nervous breakdown. She’s
attempted suicide several times, she’s been in and out of the hospital, and she’s aged at least
twenty years. She used to be a hot interior decorator, always elegant and perfectly groomed, but
now her hair’s scraggly and her complexion is awful and her eyes have this other-worldly look
about them and she hasn’t been able to work, and I barely recognized her. So it was a big deal
for her that I was rescued, and I showed her pictures from the wedding, and we’re hoping that
she’ll be able to turn things around.Aïssatou almost fell over laughing. Tammy spoke excellent
French, but occasionally made mistakes, and she had just delivered a beaut. “My dear, you
translated ‘nervous breakdown’ literally, but we don’t say ‘panne nerveuse,’ we say ‘crise de
nerfs.’ Panne does mean breakdown, but only for mechanical items such as
automobiles.”Tammy smiled apologetically. “It felt really strange, ma’am, going back to my old
room. It hadn’t changed, but I have. I was only eighteen then. It was like being in a foreign
country. I spent three weeks at home, and then went to Marseilles for a week with Pierre and
Clotilde. They’d felt terrible, so it was good to let them know that I was okay and didn’t blame
them for what happened.”“That’s where you were abducted?”“Yes ma’am. I’m feeling woozy and
I really need to lie down, though, ma’am, if that’s all right.”“Of course, my dear, you are free to do
so.”Tammy smiled. “I like that word. I like that word a lot, ma’am. Thank you for the beautiful tour
and your sage advice.”“My warmest welcome to this family. We’re already proud of you, Sudari,
for having lived through hell, and alhamdulillah, praise God, you’re still able to smile. I think you’ll
do just fine.”“Jam ná?” Tammy said as she slipped into her chair at the breakfast table and
reached for the carafe of coffee. It felt so good, waking up when she felt like it – or more
accurately, when the raucous parrots perching in the huge mango tree outside the bedroom
window felt like it – actually sitting down for a meal, and wearing her favorite jeans and comfy
sweatshirt and fuzzy blue slippers. And she absolutely loved the Arabica coffee, grown and



roasted just a few mountains over to the west.“Jam,” everyone chorused.“JoAnn, did you take the
last pain au chocolat again?” Tammy asked. “You’re always doing that.”JoAnn made a
face.“Sudari, my dear, please go get dressed.”“Ma’am?”“No lipstick? A baggy sweatshirt and
blue jeans? And those blue porcupines on your feet? Who is your husband, please?”Tammy had
to smile. “Minister of Foreign Affairs, ma’am.”“Listen, my dear, you promised to honor him. I’m
asking you to honor him with your appearance. Now, go get properly dressed.”“Ma’am, I’m not
going anywhere.”“Oh, look at that slob over there. She’s the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, can you believe? It’s his image we’re trying to protect. I’m not going to tell you again. Go
get properly dressed. And I don’t want to see that sweatshirt and those jeans outside of your
apartment again. Or those porcupines.”“Yes ma’am.”JoAnn continued feeding Michael in his high
chair and made a snotty face at her.A few minutes later Tammy returned wearing a navy skirt
and yellow blouse.“My dear? I thought I told you to get dressed.”“I’m sorry, ma’am. I brought a
few things back from Washington with me, but they’re what I wore in high school. My last job, um,
I mean, um, I don’t know what else to put on.”Aïssatou stared at her. “Of course. I didn’t think of
that, my dear. We need to get you a proper wardrobe.”The following Saturday, the senior wife
called Tammy to her apartment. “I took the liberty of picking out some pagnes that I thought you
might like. We’ll start you off with ten outfits and gradually build from there, all right? You need to
look good.”“Ten? I don’t really need more than two or three, ma’am.”“Yes, you do. Your husband
is a highly prominent personality and you must always be mindful of your appearance. Tell me
which cloth you like.”Tammy went through the stack of traditional cotton prints. Most of her
choices were blues and purples, but she liked a red-and-yellow pattern as well as a brown-and-
gold one.Aïssatou showed her a deep green palm frond print, and another with bright green
swirls. “I thought this color would look really good on you.”Tammy laughed. “I’m sure it would,
ma’am. They’re very pretty, but I’m afraid I overdosed on green when I was in the Rainbow
Harem. I was dyed green, I wore green gowns and jewels, I ate off green plates, I slept in a green
room on green sheets…I just can’t bring myself to wear green anymore. At least, not yet. If that’s
all right with you, ma’am,” she added hastily.“Of course, that’s understandable. Now let’s get you
over to Jacques so he can make you some good-looking clothes, and on the way back we’re
going to stop and buy you some shoes. High-heeled shoes. I’ve also chosen a few designs.
Which ones do you like?” Tammy made her choices. “All right. What else do you need, my
dear?”“Would it be okay if I bought some perfume? And I need cat food for Cleo and Nefertiti.
And a cartridge for my printer. And, um, maybe a chocolate bar?”“Of course, Sudari.” Tammy
wiped away a tear. “What brought that on?”“It’s been so long, ma’am, I’ve almost forgotten what
it’s like to go shopping.”“Are you afraid?”“Oh, no, ma’am, I’m just trying to absorb the fact that I
need clothes. It’s a big change for me. One that I like – very much – but I need to get used to it all
over again.”“In Pidgin we say, softly softly, catch monkey. In other words, one small step at a time.
We keep a list on the white board in the women’s kitchen, and if you need something, just write it
down and we can usually get it to you by the next day. The cost will be deducted from your
allowance. And listen, on Monday I’ll send you my car and I want you to get your hair and your



nails done. All right?”“You’re being so good to me. It’s actually fun, ma’am, I’m just a little
overwhelmed. And thank you so much. The world seems so big and so scary; I never could have
done it on my own.”“Yerima wouldn’t stand for anything less.”“And I’ve never been to sub-
Saharan Africa before. I like Yaounde, gloriously and proudly African, but I still have to get used
to that too.”Late the following afternoon, Fatimatou knocked on Tammy’s door, carrying a
package neatly wrapped in brown paper. “Madame Aïssatou asked me to bring this to
you.”Jacques had already finished sewing all ten outfits. She stared at them. Ran her fingers
over the smooth cloth. She tried one on. He hadn’t even measured her, but it fit perfectly. Stared
at them some more. Smiled. Not the ill-fitting stained hand-me-down at Sheikh Khalid’s. Not the
boring uniform at The House. Not the frilly fairy princess ball gowns at the Rainbow. Clothes.
Real clothes. That belonged to her. It was good to be free.Thursday evening at three minutes to
nine, Tammy knocked on Yerima’s bedroom door. A buzzer sounded, and she opened it.He was
sitting up in bed. He moved a stack of files to one side, grinned impishly, and said, “Welcome,
welcome, little wifey.”Tammy saluted. “Reporting for duty, dear sir.” She took off her clothes,
folded them neatly as instructed, and climbed into bed.“Let me get rid of these stupid dossiers.
This job is the most fun I’ve had in years, but it’s relentless. How are you, babe?”“Aïssatou tells
me that I must submit to you no matter how I feel, so I dragged myself over here and suppose
that you’ll figure out something to do with me.” She smiled wickedly.“Ah,” he said, “Chances are,
I’ll think of something. But don’t forget, babe, you’re in my bed, so rules apply.”Tammy groaned.
“We’re married now. Please don’t tell me I still have to call you master, because bless your
generous heart, you emancipated me.”“You only have to call me master when we’re in bed. But I
insist on that.”She slumped. “Actually, Yerima, I was hoping I’d never have to say that word again.
I don’t even want to hear about anybody with a master’s degree, or mastering a language.
Forgive me if I’m being a little sensitive, dear sir. Are you sure about this?”“Damn sure. All my
systems revolve around the fact that when you’re in my bed, I’m your loving master and you’re
my devoted slave. And you know that my systems work, um, very well.” He looked at her
sideways, eyebrows dancing.She sighed. “They do, they do, I admit. Can we compromise? Can I
call you jaumu? I know it means the same thing, but my brain doesn’t seem to object to it so
much.”“Yes, babe, you may. I just want to say, welcome. Welcome to Cameroon. Welcome to my
household. Welcome, most especially, to my bed. I’m sorry we didn’t have a chance to take a
honeymoon, and I know that you really needed to go see your family, but here we are, married
six weeks, and this is the first time that you’ve actually been in this bed. That month you were
visiting your folks, I missed you so much. Don’t you leave me like that ever again, you hear? I
married you because I couldn’t live without you, and then I had to spend a whole month without
you anyway.” He gave her a long kiss. “Do you remember how to give cat baths?”“Of course,
jaumu.” She set happily to work, starting with his broad, muscular shoulders. Not a disgusting
hairy member of The Office. Her husband. Her extremely gorgeous husband. Oh, what delicious
fun!“I want to hear all about your trip. Later, though. Holy shit, you’re good at that.”And holy shit,
how it was turning her on.The phone rang.“I don’t care if it’s the President himself,” she said, “I’m



not going to miss one single second of private time with my darling jaumu.” By this time she was
making little circles with her tongue on his abdomen, getting closer and closer to Grand
Central.“Well, guess what, it just so happens to be the President himself. Hey, cuz, what’s up?
Yes, it went reasonably well. A frosty start, but toward the end there were a few smiles. If this is
going to happen, it’ll be behind the scenes, not at the table. Of course, of course, I’m on it. Yow!
Holy shit! No, um, there’s a very wicked blonde here doing some very wicked things to me and
I’m not going to be coherent much longer. Okay, I sure will. Antoine says hi.”“Does he call you at
this hour of the night very often, jaumu?”“I’m afraid he does. But he’s my boss, so I try to live with
it. Can you show the little prince how much you love him?”Tammy knew what that meant from
their succulent encounters at The Office. Expert fingers. Clever tongue. The little prince was
feeling very cocky indeed, and the big one started moaning and clutching her.The phone
rang.“Shit! Hey, cuz. It’s all right, don’t worry. Oh, you heard about that already? Yes, I fired him
for faute lourde – grave misconduct. Signed the papers just this afternoon. He was mad as hell,
says he’s going to haul my ass into Labor Court. No, not in the least, we’ve got an iron-clad case.
No, Antoine, I can’t transfer him to the boonies because of course Foreign Affairs doesn’t have
offices in the boonies. I just plain fired him, as he richly deserved. Tony, my dear cuz, excuse me
for being blunt, but I could care less whose brother he is. You pay way too much attention to that
crap. If this country is ever going to move forward, we need to hold people accountable for their
own actions and not let them perpetually hide behind someone else. Huh? Which joint
commission? To tell the truth, that hasn’t even crossed my radar screen. Okay, I’ll add that to my
list.” He turned to Tammy. “Antoine apologizes.”“He apologizes, but he still interrupts.” She
sighed.“Hello?”“All right, dammit. Jaumu.”“I don’t approve of the way you said that. He’s my boss,
the President himself, and if he calls me, I answer.”She smirked. “Just like Ibrahim required of me:
immediately, fully, and willingly. Darling, he’s your boss, not your master.”He stared at her
strangely for a moment, absorbing what she said. Then his high-voltage smile sent her heart
racing and the interruption was forgotten. “My sexy little slave is now going to suck her master’s
toes. Slowly. Luxuriously. Sumptuously.” “Jaumu, you have the longest, most beautiful toes I ever
saw in my life. I don’t think I ever said those words in the same sentence before, but it’s
true.”“Stop wasting time and get to work.” He grinned. After a few minutes he straddled her and
covered her face, her shoulders, her chest, with kisses made of molten gold. She began to
whimper. “Oh,” he said, “your jewel has grown nice and fat. Ready for a visit.”Forty-five minutes
later, she lay contentedly in his arms, heart pounding fiercely, her body filled from one end to the
other with golden light.“Whoever’d imagine that this cool, classy lady would turn out to be such a
ball of fire? Hey, babe, what’s wrong?” he asked, wiping a tear from her eye.“Nothing, nothing at
all. I just can’t believe this. Here I am, rescued from a psycho, the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, and I’m in his own bed, and he’s a prince, and a person I respect in so many ways, and
an incredible lover, and I just can’t hold it all in.”“I love you with all my heart, Sudari, and believe
me, we are going to have one fantastic marriage. By the way, babe, how long do you think it’ll
take you to learn to speak Fulfulde?”“Oh, to get along, probably five or six months. Really well,



two years. Jaumu,” she added quickly.“Because I want to take you up to Maroua, and show you
my horse ranch, and introduce you to all the family, including my brother Daoudou, the lamido, or
sultan. But you need to speak decent Fulfulde first. A lot of people up there don’t speak
French.”The phone rang.This time, it was the Minister of Finance. “Yes, Seydou, he just called
me about that too. I hadn’t even given it a passing thought, but he wants it racheted up on the list
of priorities. Can we please chat about this tomorrow? I’m, um, I’m with my bride.” Chuckles.
“Mañana, then.” He turned to Tammy, who was glaring at him. “Where were we?”“We were going
up-country to see relatives and horses. Jaumu.” She was getting sarcastic.He looked at her
disapprovingly but let it pass. “Turn over,” he said. “Round two.” Blessedly, the phone stopped
ringing, and two hours later, they finally fell asleep, snuggled into each other’s arms.In the middle
of the night, Tammy woke up screaming.“Babe, babe, it’s all right, I’m here. What
happened?”“I’m sorry,” she blubbered. “I was back at the Rodeo, hanging from that meat hook,
hearing the screams of the people they were torturing, and I knew that in a few days that would
be me.”He held her tightly and covered her face with kisses. “That’s all behind you, babe. You’re
safe now.”“I’m sorry,” she said, gathering herself.“You went through hell, that’s for sure. But I’m
here for you, remember? You think you can get back to sleep now?”She nodded. “Thanks,
darling. Thank you thank you thank you.”“It’s why I’m here. Now, babe, go back to sleep. I’m here.
I won’t let anything happen to you.”When the alarm went off at six-fifteen they reluctantly
untangled themselves. “Seven-thirty breakfast meeting with a South African delegation,” he said.
“Isn’t it fun waking up in each other’s arms? We never got to do that at The Office.”She smiled. At
The Office, he’d always turn off his phone so they could spend hours together in uninterrupted
bliss. But now he was Minister of Foreign Affairs, and his cousin was the President, and she was
his wife instead of his favorite slave at the gentlemen’s club. Life had most assuredly changed.
And most of it – almost all of it – was much for the better.Tammy picked up the house phone.
“Yes, darling?”“Can you come over here, please? I need you to help me with a project. I think
you’ll like it.”“Okay, is thirty minutes okay? I need to–”“No, sorry, babe, I need you now.”She
sighed. She wanted to finish matching up the al-hijra and Gregorian dates for her manuscript.
Another sigh. She’d given him her life, and now he needed a little piece of it. Inconvenient, but
not the end of the world. “All right, darling, I’ll be right there.” She brushed her hair, put on fresh
lipstick, and walked over to the main house.It was a beautiful day. An early morning rain had
made everything smell fresh and clean, and monkeys were chattering excitedly from the woods
at the northwest corner of the property. A long line wound up the front porch, down the sidewalk,
almost all the way to the gate. Dixon, the major-domo, was taking everyone’s name, joking,
working the good-natured crowd.Yerima was in the elegant blue-and-silver main parlor, looking
every inch the prince in a pale yellow gandoura. He gave her a thousand-watt smile and patted
the couch next to him. She swallowed and sucked in her breath. Sometimes she forgot just how
magnificent her husband was. She felt overwhelmed with love and humility, overcome by the
need to thank him in a very public way for freeing her from slavery and giving her such a
beautiful life.“May I sit at your feet, dear sir? To show everybody how much I respect you?”“No,



madame, you may not. I want you to sit right here next to me, so I can show everybody how
much I respect you.” He handed her his laptop. “This is petition day,” he explained. “All these
people need something. Some of them just need a few francs for a prescription. Others need
help getting a messy situation sorted out. Some are merrily trying to wangle something for
nothing. A few of them are so annoying, you want to strangle them. You help with one thing, then
they turn right around and demand – demand! – something else. Just like the Arab saying, You
give someone cloth, and then he asks for lining. Anyway, things were getting out of hand, so
Amsi created this database. Dixon will give you the name on a slip of paper. What I need you to
do is to check it. If you see something questionable, show me, and I’ll know what to do. And then
enter whatever I give them so we have a record of it for next time.”“There must be close to a
hundred people waiting to see you.”“I do this once a month, and sometimes there are a lot more
than that. When school starts, everybody needs help with fees and books and uniforms. And
when the holidays hit, of course. Most of them are relatives, but some come because they can
see the word sucker written across my forehead in flashing red lights. Dixon? All right, please,
we can get going.”The first petitioner bowed deeply before the prince. His roof had been
damaged by a recent storm and he needed help to pay for the repairs. He showed Yerima two
different bids. Tammy checked; he hadn’t requested help in nearly two years. Yerima gave him
the money he needed, and the man bowed his way out. “Úsoko, úsoko.” Thank you, thank
you.The second was a woman whose four children needed shoes. Her husband was in prison
and she made so little selling beans and rice by the side of the road that she couldn’t afford
them. It had been more than six months since she’d requested help, so Yerima gave her
money.And so it went. New eyeglasses, help with a motorbike repair, pleas for jobs, vouchers for
visits to the compound infirmary, a toolkit for a young mechanic, a sewing machine repair, a new
lens for a photographer. One man tried to get money for a prescription that was more than two
years old; Yerima yelled at him and sent him away. “He thought we’d never notice. But don’t
worry,” he said, “he’ll soon be back. Once he bandaged his left foot but forgot and limped with
the right one. He thinks he’s really clever. Be sure to put down what he attempted to do.”One
woman wore an extremely revealing décolleté and made no bones about coming onto him. “You
do a favor for me,” she said, “and I’ll do a favor for you, Your Highness, that you’ll never
forget.”“You’re quite beautiful, and I appreciate the offer, but I’m well served in that respect by my
lovely wife here.” She said her boss at the garment factory gave her a poor review because she
refused to sleep with him. Yerima said he’d be happy to look into the matter. “Happens more than
you’d like to know,” he told Tammy. “Sexual harassment at work is still pretty common. We need
more women executives, more women in responsible positions. And continue to educate men
that just because women report to them at work, it doesn’t confer other, uh, benefits. She’s
probably telling the truth.”Prince Ibrahim’s FavoriteA Novel© Nancy Hartwell Enonchong,
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rather than Ishmael, Ahmadou rather than Ahmad, etc. The h (taa marbuta, or “tied t”) at the end
of many feminine names in Arabic becomes a t when declined, e.g., Fatimah becomes
Fatimatou.Also, since unexpected syllables are stressed in certain names, they have been
written with accents, even though normally they are spelled without, for example, Atángana.
French names have been written with accents as correct in French, e.g., Gérard.Many African
names begin with one-letter syllables, M or N, such as Mveng or Nsom. Most non-Africans find
this puzzling, and wind up overcomplicating things. It’s actually easy. Just say the sound Mm or
Nn (not em, not um, not meh), just M, then the rest of the word. After a few tries you’ll be able to
do it with no problem.CHAPTER ONETammy Simmons, now Sudari Abdoulaye, was feeling very
intimidated, very foreign, and clutched the arm of her handsome new husband Yerima with both
hands as he led her into the dining room. She managed a tentative smile as she was introduced
to his senior wife Aïssatou, his second wife Amsaou, and his third wife JoAnn. Aïssatou kissed
her warmly on both cheeks. Amsaou rose and gave her a big hug. JoAnn looked pointedly out
the window.“This is Sudari, as I’m sure you’ve guessed. JoAnn, it means jewel, by the way. I’m
asking for all of you to be understanding and helpful to her. I’ve told you her story, how she spent
more than five years in the most horrible type of bondage, and was very nearly tortured to death
for getting revenge on a man who had constantly tormented her. She’s been through extremely
traumatic experiences and it may take her a while to adjust to normal life.”“As if this household is



anything resembling normal,” Aïssatou remarked, rolling her eyes.“Well, as close to normal as
we have around here,” he said with a chuckle.“I’m very happy to finally be here in Cameroon,”
Tammy said, “and want so hard to do things right. I know I’ll screw up, but I promise to try my
best.”“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,” Aïssatou said.“We’re delighted to meet you and promise that
we’ll do whatever we can to help you,” said Amsaou.“Hmpf,” said JoAnn.Yerima’s eyes narrowed,
and he adjusted the folds of his ice-blue gandoura with annoyance. “All right, let’s get down to
business. Madame Prime Minister, what’s going on with the servants’ quarters?”“I’m in the
process of reviewing four bids. I’ve eliminated one because I was offered a kick-back. Allah!
Don’t people know me by now?” Aïssatou shook her head in exasperation. “And, Mr. President,
I’d like to give an update on the pilferage case. I interviewed all the kitchen staff and reviewed the
feed from the security cameras and it became clear that the guilty party was Oumarou. I have
fired him and am considering legal action.”“What’s the value of the missing supplies?” Yerima
asked.“At least 700,000 cfa.”“Excuse me, please, sir,” said Tammy, “how much is that,
please?”“Around fourteen hundred dollars. Give him thirty days. Restitution or prosecution.
That’s substantial. Anything else? Finance?”“We’re considerably over budget, as a result of
Alizée’s excesses,” reported Amsaou. We’re still recovering from her vacation to the Seychelles
and that party she threw.”“Great party, though,” remarked Yerima, “but in any case, she’s history
and we’ll do the best we can to get back on track. By the way, I got an email from her the other
day and she sends her regards. She plans to remarry. Owner of a jewelry store there in
Grenoble.”Appreciative laughter. “Perfect,” said Amsaou, “If he also owns a shoe store and a
dress boutique, it’ll be even better.”“And a travel agency,” added Aïssatou. “Please extend our
warmest congratulations and our wishes for every happiness.”“Arrogant bitch is finally out of our
hair,” snapped JoAnn, “and I notice that it took our esteemed husband no time whatsoever to
find a replacement. Only this time, instead of a countess and sculptor, our co-wife is a
professional whore.”Tammy stiffened.Yerima turned to JoAnn. “I asked for your understanding
and support, if I’m not mistaken. Do you wish to apologize?”“I said nothing that isn’t absolutely
true and see no reason why I should offer an apology.” She raised her chin and met his gaze.“I
was a slave, and my master leased me to work in a men’s club,” Tammy said evenly. “That’s a
long shot from making a voluntary career choice.”“A woman who gives sex to men she doesn’t
know is a whore to me,” countered JoAnn.A sigh. “She was a slave, JoAnn. It wasn’t her idea at
all, and it’s a miracle that she survived.”“I thought slavery had been outlawed.”“Of course, just
about everywhere, but there are more slaves on earth right now than at any time in human
history. Passing a law is one thing. Eradicating the practice is something else altogether.” Yerima
decided to get back to business. “So, Madame Minister of Agriculture, what’s going on?”“Wait a
minute, please, Mr. President, I haven’t finished,” protested Amsaou. “Shall I transfer the
remaining budget from the now-defunct Ministry of Cultural Affairs to the new Ministry of
Education? How should we handle that?”“Sorry. Yes, sure, normally that would be the way to go,
but it would mean that Sudari starts with a deficit. Do we have a surplus anywhere that we can
tap into until she can get her new undertaking up and running?”“Yes, sir, Agriculture is running a



nice surplus.”“Then please adjust the budget accordingly.”“May I please point out,” said JoAnn
hotly, “that our surplus is due to extremely careful management, and because we haven’t yet
purchased all the plant material we need for landscaping the perimeter fence. So basically
you’re punishing me, and I must strongly object, Mr. President, sir.”“We’re not punishing you at
all; we’re just trying to get Education going. What else do you suggest?”“You’re taking resources
away that we had already programmed for the benefit of this entire compound. Already
approved.”“We’re all aware of that, and commend you for your excellent management. But
money has to come from somewhere, and it’s going to come from Agriculture. That’s my
decision and if you have a problem with it you will talk to me after the meeting. Am I clear?”“Yes
sir.” She eyed him defiantly.“And, finally, our new Minister of Education. Welcome to the
household business meeting. What do you have in mind?”Tammy smiled nervously. “I haven’t
even met the children yet, but I know I’ll need books and supplies. I’d like to get to know them,
figure out what pushes their buttons, and use that as a launching pad for improving their
academic skills. I plan to emphasize reading, writing, and vocabulary, which are fundamental to
everything.”“We meet every Tuesday right after lunch and we try to keep it to fifteen minutes.
Anything else? All right then, thanks, everybody. You’re all doing a terrific, terrific job.”Tammy
stared adoringly at Yerima. She was actually his wife, and was in Yaounde with him, and it was
amazing. Amazing.“Yerima, I need to talk to you,” said JoAnn, with fire in her voice.“Sudari, my
dear, let me give you a tour of the saré,” said Aïssatou, “unless you’re busy with something
else?”“No ma’am, not at all, ma’am. And thank you, ma’am. First, though, may I ask a dumb
question? I’ve never before seen a tablecloth embroidered with spiders.”Aïssatou laughed. “That
throws a lot of Europeans.” She caught herself. “Here, anybody who isn’t African is called
European. Even if you’re Japanese or Mexican, we call you European. The tablecloth is from
Yerima’s home town. Maroua is an extremely rich center of African handicrafts, especially
textiles and leather. Hand-spun, hand-woven, and hand-embroidered cotton, grown right there.
And, my dear, we like spiders. We admire them for their resourcefulness, their ability to make
something out of nothing, and we think that their webs are architectural marvels.“But back to our
tour. The saré is more like a small village. Right now we have 74 people living here, and we feed
another fifty or so every day. There’s Yerima, the four of us, the nine children, assorted cousins
and nephews and abused wives and other relatives, twelve staff, and nine emancipated slaves
who used to belong to Yerima’s father. This is the family dining room, of course. Over here is the
state dining room – that’s getting a lot of use with his new job – and here’s the butler’s pantry, the
fully equipped commercial-style kitchen, the staff dining room, and the supply room. Oh, Chef
Emmanuel, please meet Madame Sudari, His Excellency’s newest wife. She’s originally from
right outside Washington. Chef Emmanuel is amazing. Every single thing he makes is delicious,
and he even makes his own pâté.”“Wow! I’m so happy to meet you, Chef. Do you know how to
make catfish creole, by any chance?” Tammy asked.The chef bowed. “Yes indeed, Madame
Sudari. Welcome to Cameroon. Is that what you’d like for dinner tonight?”The chef had bowed.
To her! Tammy turned to Aïssatou. “You mean, ma’am, I’m allowed to choose?”“Within reason,



my dear.”“Oh, Chef Emmanuel, you have no idea how happy that would make me. I haven’t had
catfish creole in ages. Thank you so much.”“My pleasure, madame. And again, welcome.”What a
strange but wonderful new world, people bowing to her. And letting her pick out what to eat.The
tour continued. “Upstairs are eight guest suites – right now two of Yerima’s brothers are visiting –
and this wing down here is Yerima’s: his office, his bedroom, his gym. It’s kept locked because of
all the confidential documents he deals with. This new job is already eating him alive, you know.
Meetings all day, receptions every night. And it’s wearing me out too, because I attend official
events with him, and now there’s one practically every evening. I used to write my judgments at
night, and I’m getting behind.”“By the way, ma’am, I just want to tell you how much I admire you.
Yerima told me how your father tried to force you into marriage and how you ran away and
managed to finish your education. I admire that so much. You understand how tough things can
be when everything, and I mean everything, is stacked against you, and I just admire you so
much.”The senior wife took her hands. “Thank you, Sudari, that’s very nice of you. And you don’t
need to call me ma’am.” She smiled. “Although, I must confess, I like it. I distinctly remember the
first time someone called me ma’am. Here in Africa, we’re taught to defer to men, obey men,
depend completely on men, and it’s painfully hard to break that cycle. So when I was appointed
to the bench, and people – even men! – started calling me ma’am, it was quite a thrill. Yerima
told us your story, and you’ve really got guts. Sometime, I’d like to sit down and chat with you. I’m
very interested in the institution of slavery and it’d be fascinating to hear it from someone who’s
actually experienced it.”“With pleasure, ma’am. And I don’t mind calling you ma’am one bit. I said
yes sir and yes master so many times that I just about wore out the words, but it feels downright
good to say yes ma’am to a woman. And about being a slave, I can tell you how it is in one word:
horrible. The Office was the worst. I spent sixteen or seventeen hours a day providing the most
revolting services you can imagine to disgusting men. Even though they were generals and oil
tycoons, most of them were horrible, and treated me like dirt. If it hadn’t been for Yerima, who
was always so much fun, I would’ve gone stark raving insane. When we had a big fight I got so
depressed I wanted to commit suicide, but they control you so minutely, it just wasn’t
possible.”“But you did manage to commit murder.”“We didn’t think of it as murder, ma’am, it was
revenge. Sweet, sweet revenge. For years, that man tormented us, betrayed us, lied to us,
humiliated us, ground us under his foot. Nenzima and I finally had our chance, and we grabbed
it.”“Nenzima? That’s a Mangbetu name. A noblewoman’s name. My sister-in-law is named
Nenzima. From Kinshasa.”“Yes ma’am, Zima was from the Congo. My best friend.” Tammy stifled
sobs. “She committed suicide before they found us; I was stupid and thought it over too long. If
Yerima hadn’t rescued me, they would have boiled me in oil. They aren’t very nice to slaves who
murder Arabs, ma’am, especially Chairman of the Board.”“It’s all right, my dear, don’t cry. All
that’s behind you now. Yerima adores you, and he’s a very good person. He has his moments –
the man has a whopping temper, as I’m sure you know – but for the most part he’s easy to get
along with, and tries very hard to treat all four of us even-handedly. Amsaou and I grew up in
polygamous households, but I must say, he hasn’t had much luck with his white wives. Alizée got



fed up and went back to Grenoble. I frankly don’t understand how they stayed married for sixteen
years, because I don’t think they ever agreed on anything except when their clothes were off.
And now things seem to be rapidly falling apart with JoAnn. Have you ever lived in a polygamous
household, my dear?”“Does being a slave in a polygamous household count?” Tammy made a
face.Aïssatou laughed. “Perhaps. By the way, my dear, do you plan to convert to Islam?”“One of
my owners forced me to convert, which I really resented, so I’d prefer to stay Christian, if that’s all
right, ma’am.”“Of course. That’s a decision of the heart. Catholic?”“No ma’am,
Protestant.”“There’s a Presbyterian theological seminary here in town, and they conduct
services in English.”“Oh, wow. I’m Methodist, ma’am, but that’s close enough.”“Methodists are in
the Congo and Presbyterians are here. From what I understand, they decided not to compete.
JoAnn’s raising Cathy and Michael as Catholics. Yerima’s very open-minded about religion; my
father would’ve had a heart attack at the very idea. But this is a Muslim household, and your
husband is a Muslim, and you must accept that. He’s not a very strict one, but a reasonably
devout, practicing Muslim.”“Of course, ma’am. I have no problem with that.”“Plus, as Minister of
Foreign Affairs, he’s a public figure, which means that overnight, all of us have become public
figures as well. We must always dress fashionably but modestly, and comport ourselves in such
a manner that there is never any question about our integrity, our fidelity, or our honor. And since
he’s a member of Government, we must never make any comment that can be construed as
being the least bit critical of Antoine. People will try to trick you, and let’s face it, Yerima has
plenty of enemies, so always be on your guard. If you’re ever in doubt, just smile graciously and
keep walking. This is an order, my dear: be courteous to everyone, especially the people who
deserve it the least.”“That’s a very good policy, ma’am. Right now I don’t plan to go anywhere, I
just want to sit in my apartment and hug Cleo and Titi and thank my lucky stars that Yerima
rescued me.”“We do not use pagan expressions in this household, my dear.”“Lucky stars? I
never thought about that before, ma’am. Well, then, let me thank Almighty God that Yerima
rescued me.”“That’s much better. Now, over here is the servants’quarters. Right now it can
accommodate 36, but we’re expanding it to 60, and that’s what we were talking about at the
meeting. We say servants, but this is where the cousins and everybody else stays, including my
niece who fled from her abusive husband and several girls who ran away rather than be forced
into marriage. My son Ismaëlou has turned fourteen and is too big to stay in the women’s house,
but isn’t really mature enough to move to the main house, so when the addition is complete, he’ll
have his own room here too. The men’s bathroom is at the far end, and the women’s is over here.
Here, let me unlock this room and show you. Not bad, huh? And very clean. If you don’t keep
your room inspection-clean, you risk losing it, and these rooms are in hot demand. If you have a
job, you pay 25 percent rent; if you don’t, you contribute 20 hours a week to the compound,
pulling weeds, peeling plantains, or doing other chores. Over there is the VIP guest house. It has
four suites, a salon, a dining room, and a small warming kitchen.”“Marble?” Tammy asked, eyes
open wide.“Yes. Right now, Amsaou’s parents are there. You must invite your family to come visit
us too. I think they’ll be relieved to see that you’re not living in a grass hut with lions and hyenas



roaming the back yard. Over there is the chicken coop, and there’s the vegetable garden, and
back there is the flower garden.”“They’re gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous, ma’am. And by the
way, my dad used to be with the State Department – a specialist in North African affairs – and he
spent several weeks with us in the ambassador’s residence after Yerima rescued me, so I’m
pretty sure they know I’ll be living comfortably.”“JoAnn does a beautiful job with the gardens.
She’s a botany professor at the agricultural school, you know. A good person, a very sweet
person, and she loves Yerima profoundly, but she really has issues with being one of four. She
was supremely glad when Alizée left – they never got along at all. Unfortunately you two will be
sharing a car and driver, but be as understanding as you can. She’s number three and you’re
number four, so you’ll need to defer to her. It’s the only way we can keep peace.”“I’m not used to
going places, ma’am. I’m still getting used to eating real food instead of wolfing something down
between assignments, wearing clothes and shoes, walking around without guards, and feeling
the sunshine on my skin. I’m just so grateful to be alive that if Yerima told me I’d never be allowed
to set foot outside my apartment, I wouldn’t mind a bit.”“Speaking of which, that’s where you
receive your female guests, that’s where you sleep except when you are in Yerima’s bed. This is
the Fulani way. If you ever have a male guest – and you need permission from me or Yerima to
do so and there’d better be a damn good reason for it – you will receive him in one of the parlors
in the main house and there will always be a third person present. Once again, bear in mind that
you are a public figure whose behavior must always be above reproach. And remind me to show
you the secret entrance to the tunnel and the entry code for the underground bunker. We never
know when there might be a coup, or some other public disorder. Oh, my dear, I just
remembered, I need to put you on Yerima’s schedule. We try to work things around female
cycles and such. When are you due?” “I have no idea, ma’am. At the Rainbow Harem I was dyed
green, and even though I left there more than three years ago, the toxins are still screwing up my
system. And at The Office, they gave us shots that stopped our periods altogether so we could
work every single day. I have no idea how long it will take before I’ll be a normal female
again.”“Did you say, dyed green?” Tammy nodded. “Ça, alors! My gracious! Whatever
for?”“Sheikh Fahd thought it looked pretty, ma’am. There were six of us, all different
colors.”Aïssatou shook her head. “So, for the time being, at least, we can ignore that? Thursday
night, all right? The schedule is posted in the kitchen of the women’s house. When it’s your turn
you report to his room at nine o’clock. First, you completely disrobe. Fold your clothes neatly and
place them on a chair. Get in bed and assume the position of absolute surrender. Has he taught
you that?” Tammy nodded. “Then you wait for his instructions. This is your primary responsibility
as a wife and here, we never tell our husbands no. There’s no such thing as the ‘doghouse’
where you American wives send your husbands. When JoAnn told us about that, we positively
went into shock. Anyway, here, the husband is in control. When you agreed to marry him, you
agreed to submit to him, and as you know, Yerima has enormous needs. Even if you’re tired,
have a ferocious headache, are so furious with him that you’re not speaking to him, you report on
time and submit to him. I want to underscore that point. Are we clear here?”“Yes ma’am. Even if



we’re not speaking, though?”“If he sends you away, that is his prerogative. But you must make
yourself available.”Tammy sighed. “That’s pretty extreme, ma’am, if you don’t mind my saying
so.”“Did you marry him of your own free will?”“Yes ma’am.”“What does the word yérima
mean?”“It means prince, ma’am.”“You agreed to marry a prince of the proud Fulani people, and
that is how we do things. A wife embraces her husband’s culture, especially if he is a royal
prince.”“Yes ma’am. I love him so much that I even offered to be his servant, out of gratitude for
saving my life, so I’m prepared to do just about anything.”“Really? His servant?” She stared at
Tammy.“Yes ma’am. I couldn’t imagine, simply couldn’t imagine, living without him, even if it
meant scrubbing pots and mopping floors. In any case, believe me, it would’ve been a huge,
huge step up from being a slave in a brothel.”“You certainly are cut from different cloth than
Alizée. She loved Yerima, but she hated everything about his life, everything. Outright culture
rejection. Then, when he left for two years to serve as ambassador overseas, it was the last
straw. She lived only for her nights with him, and when he was posted far away, she gave up.“Let
me tell you a story, Sudari. My marriage to Yerima got off to a very rocky start. He was a lot more
domineering than I’d figured, and we were at each other’s throats. We’d been married seven or
eight months, and I was preparing for a big exam, and he wanted me to drop everything and do
something huge for him. I told him he was out of his mind. He beat me up, and I mean, he really
beat me up. I was furious. I reminded Yerima that his saré had a back gate just like the one I’d
used when I ran away from my father. He was floored, because his own mother was beaten
every few months and considered it an expression of love. Anyway, four or five days later, I was
still so sore I could barely move, I hadn’t gotten any studying done because my eyes were
almost swollen shut, I regretted like mad having married the man, and he had the nerve, the
unmitigated nerve, to summon me.“Listen, my dear, Fulani women are constituted exactly the
same as Americans; the only difference is what our cultures demand of us. I went to his room,
but refused to acknowledge him, and he got madder and madder. He took me anyway. Rough.
Something broke in me, and I did the unthinkable and rebelled against my husband. To my
amazement, that excited him beyond belief, and, let me tell you, Sudari, I’ve never forgotten that
night. You know how manly he is even under normal circumstances, but you get that man super-
excited, and you’re in for quite a ride. That night, our marriage turned around. We both
remembered how much we loved each other, even when things were tough. He made a
commitment to be less demanding, and I promised to be more accommodating, and nineteen
years later, we’re still here. If I had told him no, which I desperately wanted to do, our marriage
might very well have fallen apart.”“He once told me that marrying you was the best decision he
ever made, ma’am. And he’s exceedingly proud that you’re a judge.”“He never said that to me.
How do you like that?”They laughed.“Well, pour revenir à nos moutons, back to the topic at
hand. The schedule used to work pretty well, but with this new job, things aren’t always
predictable. He’s more often than not carrying out some official responsibility that preempts
marital appointments. And even when they hold, he spends half his time on the phone with
Antoine. If things are running late, if he’s not too tired, he’ll send for you when he gets home. On



Sundays we all have dinner together at one, and when that’s over, if it’s your turn, you
accompany him to his room.”“Yes ma’am, I understand. I’m going to try with all my heart to make
this work. Yerima saved my life, and I gladly gave that life to him. I desperately want all of you to
be proud of me.” She rubbed her forehead. “I’m feeling overwhelmed, and I’m still really jet-
lagged, and if it’s okay with you, ma’am, I’d like to go back to my apartment and lie
down.”“Speaking of jet-lagged, how was your visit to Washington?”“Surreal, ma’am. My dad is
great, and my brother is doing fine – he’s in college now, and wants to work for the FBI in their
human trafficking section – but when I was kidnapped my mom had a nervous breakdown. She’s
attempted suicide several times, she’s been in and out of the hospital, and she’s aged at least
twenty years. She used to be a hot interior decorator, always elegant and perfectly groomed, but
now her hair’s scraggly and her complexion is awful and her eyes have this other-worldly look
about them and she hasn’t been able to work, and I barely recognized her. So it was a big deal
for her that I was rescued, and I showed her pictures from the wedding, and we’re hoping that
she’ll be able to turn things around.Aïssatou almost fell over laughing. Tammy spoke excellent
French, but occasionally made mistakes, and she had just delivered a beaut. “My dear, you
translated ‘nervous breakdown’ literally, but we don’t say ‘panne nerveuse,’ we say ‘crise de
nerfs.’ Panne does mean breakdown, but only for mechanical items such as
automobiles.”Tammy smiled apologetically. “It felt really strange, ma’am, going back to my old
room. It hadn’t changed, but I have. I was only eighteen then. It was like being in a foreign
country. I spent three weeks at home, and then went to Marseilles for a week with Pierre and
Clotilde. They’d felt terrible, so it was good to let them know that I was okay and didn’t blame
them for what happened.”“That’s where you were abducted?”“Yes ma’am. I’m feeling woozy and
I really need to lie down, though, ma’am, if that’s all right.”“Of course, my dear, you are free to do
so.”Tammy smiled. “I like that word. I like that word a lot, ma’am. Thank you for the beautiful tour
and your sage advice.”“My warmest welcome to this family. We’re already proud of you, Sudari,
for having lived through hell, and alhamdulillah, praise God, you’re still able to smile. I think you’ll
do just fine.”“Jam ná?” Tammy said as she slipped into her chair at the breakfast table and
reached for the carafe of coffee. It felt so good, waking up when she felt like it – or more
accurately, when the raucous parrots perching in the huge mango tree outside the bedroom
window felt like it – actually sitting down for a meal, and wearing her favorite jeans and comfy
sweatshirt and fuzzy blue slippers. And she absolutely loved the Arabica coffee, grown and
roasted just a few mountains over to the west.“Jam,” everyone chorused.“JoAnn, did you take the
last pain au chocolat again?” Tammy asked. “You’re always doing that.”JoAnn made a
face.“Sudari, my dear, please go get dressed.”“Ma’am?”“No lipstick? A baggy sweatshirt and
blue jeans? And those blue porcupines on your feet? Who is your husband, please?”Tammy had
to smile. “Minister of Foreign Affairs, ma’am.”“Listen, my dear, you promised to honor him. I’m
asking you to honor him with your appearance. Now, go get properly dressed.”“Ma’am, I’m not
going anywhere.”“Oh, look at that slob over there. She’s the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, can you believe? It’s his image we’re trying to protect. I’m not going to tell you again. Go



get properly dressed. And I don’t want to see that sweatshirt and those jeans outside of your
apartment again. Or those porcupines.”“Yes ma’am.”JoAnn continued feeding Michael in his high
chair and made a snotty face at her.A few minutes later Tammy returned wearing a navy skirt
and yellow blouse.“My dear? I thought I told you to get dressed.”“I’m sorry, ma’am. I brought a
few things back from Washington with me, but they’re what I wore in high school. My last job, um,
I mean, um, I don’t know what else to put on.”Aïssatou stared at her. “Of course. I didn’t think of
that, my dear. We need to get you a proper wardrobe.”The following Saturday, the senior wife
called Tammy to her apartment. “I took the liberty of picking out some pagnes that I thought you
might like. We’ll start you off with ten outfits and gradually build from there, all right? You need to
look good.”“Ten? I don’t really need more than two or three, ma’am.”“Yes, you do. Your husband
is a highly prominent personality and you must always be mindful of your appearance. Tell me
which cloth you like.”Tammy went through the stack of traditional cotton prints. Most of her
choices were blues and purples, but she liked a red-and-yellow pattern as well as a brown-and-
gold one.Aïssatou showed her a deep green palm frond print, and another with bright green
swirls. “I thought this color would look really good on you.”Tammy laughed. “I’m sure it would,
ma’am. They’re very pretty, but I’m afraid I overdosed on green when I was in the Rainbow
Harem. I was dyed green, I wore green gowns and jewels, I ate off green plates, I slept in a green
room on green sheets…I just can’t bring myself to wear green anymore. At least, not yet. If that’s
all right with you, ma’am,” she added hastily.“Of course, that’s understandable. Now let’s get you
over to Jacques so he can make you some good-looking clothes, and on the way back we’re
going to stop and buy you some shoes. High-heeled shoes. I’ve also chosen a few designs.
Which ones do you like?” Tammy made her choices. “All right. What else do you need, my
dear?”“Would it be okay if I bought some perfume? And I need cat food for Cleo and Nefertiti.
And a cartridge for my printer. And, um, maybe a chocolate bar?”“Of course, Sudari.” Tammy
wiped away a tear. “What brought that on?”“It’s been so long, ma’am, I’ve almost forgotten what
it’s like to go shopping.”“Are you afraid?”“Oh, no, ma’am, I’m just trying to absorb the fact that I
need clothes. It’s a big change for me. One that I like – very much – but I need to get used to it all
over again.”“In Pidgin we say, softly softly, catch monkey. In other words, one small step at a time.
We keep a list on the white board in the women’s kitchen, and if you need something, just write it
down and we can usually get it to you by the next day. The cost will be deducted from your
allowance. And listen, on Monday I’ll send you my car and I want you to get your hair and your
nails done. All right?”“You’re being so good to me. It’s actually fun, ma’am, I’m just a little
overwhelmed. And thank you so much. The world seems so big and so scary; I never could have
done it on my own.”“Yerima wouldn’t stand for anything less.”“And I’ve never been to sub-
Saharan Africa before. I like Yaounde, gloriously and proudly African, but I still have to get used
to that too.”Late the following afternoon, Fatimatou knocked on Tammy’s door, carrying a
package neatly wrapped in brown paper. “Madame Aïssatou asked me to bring this to
you.”Jacques had already finished sewing all ten outfits. She stared at them. Ran her fingers
over the smooth cloth. She tried one on. He hadn’t even measured her, but it fit perfectly. Stared



at them some more. Smiled. Not the ill-fitting stained hand-me-down at Sheikh Khalid’s. Not the
boring uniform at The House. Not the frilly fairy princess ball gowns at the Rainbow. Clothes.
Real clothes. That belonged to her. It was good to be free.Thursday evening at three minutes to
nine, Tammy knocked on Yerima’s bedroom door. A buzzer sounded, and she opened it.He was
sitting up in bed. He moved a stack of files to one side, grinned impishly, and said, “Welcome,
welcome, little wifey.”Tammy saluted. “Reporting for duty, dear sir.” She took off her clothes,
folded them neatly as instructed, and climbed into bed.“Let me get rid of these stupid dossiers.
This job is the most fun I’ve had in years, but it’s relentless. How are you, babe?”“Aïssatou tells
me that I must submit to you no matter how I feel, so I dragged myself over here and suppose
that you’ll figure out something to do with me.” She smiled wickedly.“Ah,” he said, “Chances are,
I’ll think of something. But don’t forget, babe, you’re in my bed, so rules apply.”Tammy groaned.
“We’re married now. Please don’t tell me I still have to call you master, because bless your
generous heart, you emancipated me.”“You only have to call me master when we’re in bed. But I
insist on that.”She slumped. “Actually, Yerima, I was hoping I’d never have to say that word again.
I don’t even want to hear about anybody with a master’s degree, or mastering a language.
Forgive me if I’m being a little sensitive, dear sir. Are you sure about this?”“Damn sure. All my
systems revolve around the fact that when you’re in my bed, I’m your loving master and you’re
my devoted slave. And you know that my systems work, um, very well.” He looked at her
sideways, eyebrows dancing.She sighed. “They do, they do, I admit. Can we compromise? Can I
call you jaumu? I know it means the same thing, but my brain doesn’t seem to object to it so
much.”“Yes, babe, you may. I just want to say, welcome. Welcome to Cameroon. Welcome to my
household. Welcome, most especially, to my bed. I’m sorry we didn’t have a chance to take a
honeymoon, and I know that you really needed to go see your family, but here we are, married
six weeks, and this is the first time that you’ve actually been in this bed. That month you were
visiting your folks, I missed you so much. Don’t you leave me like that ever again, you hear? I
married you because I couldn’t live without you, and then I had to spend a whole month without
you anyway.” He gave her a long kiss. “Do you remember how to give cat baths?”“Of course,
jaumu.” She set happily to work, starting with his broad, muscular shoulders. Not a disgusting
hairy member of The Office. Her husband. Her extremely gorgeous husband. Oh, what delicious
fun!“I want to hear all about your trip. Later, though. Holy shit, you’re good at that.”And holy shit,
how it was turning her on.The phone rang.“I don’t care if it’s the President himself,” she said, “I’m
not going to miss one single second of private time with my darling jaumu.” By this time she was
making little circles with her tongue on his abdomen, getting closer and closer to Grand
Central.“Well, guess what, it just so happens to be the President himself. Hey, cuz, what’s up?
Yes, it went reasonably well. A frosty start, but toward the end there were a few smiles. If this is
going to happen, it’ll be behind the scenes, not at the table. Of course, of course, I’m on it. Yow!
Holy shit! No, um, there’s a very wicked blonde here doing some very wicked things to me and
I’m not going to be coherent much longer. Okay, I sure will. Antoine says hi.”“Does he call you at
this hour of the night very often, jaumu?”“I’m afraid he does. But he’s my boss, so I try to live with



it. Can you show the little prince how much you love him?”Tammy knew what that meant from
their succulent encounters at The Office. Expert fingers. Clever tongue. The little prince was
feeling very cocky indeed, and the big one started moaning and clutching her.The phone
rang.“Shit! Hey, cuz. It’s all right, don’t worry. Oh, you heard about that already? Yes, I fired him
for faute lourde – grave misconduct. Signed the papers just this afternoon. He was mad as hell,
says he’s going to haul my ass into Labor Court. No, not in the least, we’ve got an iron-clad case.
No, Antoine, I can’t transfer him to the boonies because of course Foreign Affairs doesn’t have
offices in the boonies. I just plain fired him, as he richly deserved. Tony, my dear cuz, excuse me
for being blunt, but I could care less whose brother he is. You pay way too much attention to that
crap. If this country is ever going to move forward, we need to hold people accountable for their
own actions and not let them perpetually hide behind someone else. Huh? Which joint
commission? To tell the truth, that hasn’t even crossed my radar screen. Okay, I’ll add that to my
list.” He turned to Tammy. “Antoine apologizes.”“He apologizes, but he still interrupts.” She
sighed.“Hello?”“All right, dammit. Jaumu.”“I don’t approve of the way you said that. He’s my boss,
the President himself, and if he calls me, I answer.”She smirked. “Just like Ibrahim required of me:
immediately, fully, and willingly. Darling, he’s your boss, not your master.”He stared at her
strangely for a moment, absorbing what she said. Then his high-voltage smile sent her heart
racing and the interruption was forgotten. “My sexy little slave is now going to suck her master’s
toes. Slowly. Luxuriously. Sumptuously.” “Jaumu, you have the longest, most beautiful toes I ever
saw in my life. I don’t think I ever said those words in the same sentence before, but it’s
true.”“Stop wasting time and get to work.” He grinned. After a few minutes he straddled her and
covered her face, her shoulders, her chest, with kisses made of molten gold. She began to
whimper. “Oh,” he said, “your jewel has grown nice and fat. Ready for a visit.”Forty-five minutes
later, she lay contentedly in his arms, heart pounding fiercely, her body filled from one end to the
other with golden light.“Whoever’d imagine that this cool, classy lady would turn out to be such a
ball of fire? Hey, babe, what’s wrong?” he asked, wiping a tear from her eye.“Nothing, nothing at
all. I just can’t believe this. Here I am, rescued from a psycho, the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, and I’m in his own bed, and he’s a prince, and a person I respect in so many ways, and
an incredible lover, and I just can’t hold it all in.”“I love you with all my heart, Sudari, and believe
me, we are going to have one fantastic marriage. By the way, babe, how long do you think it’ll
take you to learn to speak Fulfulde?”“Oh, to get along, probably five or six months. Really well,
two years. Jaumu,” she added quickly.“Because I want to take you up to Maroua, and show you
my horse ranch, and introduce you to all the family, including my brother Daoudou, the lamido, or
sultan. But you need to speak decent Fulfulde first. A lot of people up there don’t speak
French.”The phone rang.This time, it was the Minister of Finance. “Yes, Seydou, he just called
me about that too. I hadn’t even given it a passing thought, but he wants it racheted up on the list
of priorities. Can we please chat about this tomorrow? I’m, um, I’m with my bride.” Chuckles.
“Mañana, then.” He turned to Tammy, who was glaring at him. “Where were we?”“We were going
up-country to see relatives and horses. Jaumu.” She was getting sarcastic.He looked at her



disapprovingly but let it pass. “Turn over,” he said. “Round two.” Blessedly, the phone stopped
ringing, and two hours later, they finally fell asleep, snuggled into each other’s arms.In the middle
of the night, Tammy woke up screaming.“Babe, babe, it’s all right, I’m here. What
happened?”“I’m sorry,” she blubbered. “I was back at the Rodeo, hanging from that meat hook,
hearing the screams of the people they were torturing, and I knew that in a few days that would
be me.”He held her tightly and covered her face with kisses. “That’s all behind you, babe. You’re
safe now.”“I’m sorry,” she said, gathering herself.“You went through hell, that’s for sure. But I’m
here for you, remember? You think you can get back to sleep now?”She nodded. “Thanks,
darling. Thank you thank you thank you.”“It’s why I’m here. Now, babe, go back to sleep. I’m here.
I won’t let anything happen to you.”When the alarm went off at six-fifteen they reluctantly
untangled themselves. “Seven-thirty breakfast meeting with a South African delegation,” he said.
“Isn’t it fun waking up in each other’s arms? We never got to do that at The Office.”She smiled. At
The Office, he’d always turn off his phone so they could spend hours together in uninterrupted
bliss. But now he was Minister of Foreign Affairs, and his cousin was the President, and she was
his wife instead of his favorite slave at the gentlemen’s club. Life had most assuredly changed.
And most of it – almost all of it – was much for the better.Tammy picked up the house phone.
“Yes, darling?”“Can you come over here, please? I need you to help me with a project. I think
you’ll like it.”“Okay, is thirty minutes okay? I need to–”“No, sorry, babe, I need you now.”She
sighed. She wanted to finish matching up the al-hijra and Gregorian dates for her manuscript.
Another sigh. She’d given him her life, and now he needed a little piece of it. Inconvenient, but
not the end of the world. “All right, darling, I’ll be right there.” She brushed her hair, put on fresh
lipstick, and walked over to the main house.It was a beautiful day. An early morning rain had
made everything smell fresh and clean, and monkeys were chattering excitedly from the woods
at the northwest corner of the property. A long line wound up the front porch, down the sidewalk,
almost all the way to the gate. Dixon, the major-domo, was taking everyone’s name, joking,
working the good-natured crowd.Yerima was in the elegant blue-and-silver main parlor, looking
every inch the prince in a pale yellow gandoura. He gave her a thousand-watt smile and patted
the couch next to him. She swallowed and sucked in her breath. Sometimes she forgot just how
magnificent her husband was. She felt overwhelmed with love and humility, overcome by the
need to thank him in a very public way for freeing her from slavery and giving her such a
beautiful life.“May I sit at your feet, dear sir? To show everybody how much I respect you?”“No,
madame, you may not. I want you to sit right here next to me, so I can show everybody how
much I respect you.” He handed her his laptop. “This is petition day,” he explained. “All these
people need something. Some of them just need a few francs for a prescription. Others need
help getting a messy situation sorted out. Some are merrily trying to wangle something for
nothing. A few of them are so annoying, you want to strangle them. You help with one thing, then
they turn right around and demand – demand! – something else. Just like the Arab saying, You
give someone cloth, and then he asks for lining. Anyway, things were getting out of hand, so
Amsi created this database. Dixon will give you the name on a slip of paper. What I need you to



do is to check it. If you see something questionable, show me, and I’ll know what to do. And then
enter whatever I give them so we have a record of it for next time.”“There must be close to a
hundred people waiting to see you.”“I do this once a month, and sometimes there are a lot more
than that. When school starts, everybody needs help with fees and books and uniforms. And
when the holidays hit, of course. Most of them are relatives, but some come because they can
see the word sucker written across my forehead in flashing red lights. Dixon? All right, please,
we can get going.”The first petitioner bowed deeply before the prince. His roof had been
damaged by a recent storm and he needed help to pay for the repairs. He showed Yerima two
different bids. Tammy checked; he hadn’t requested help in nearly two years. Yerima gave him
the money he needed, and the man bowed his way out. “Úsoko, úsoko.” Thank you, thank
you.The second was a woman whose four children needed shoes. Her husband was in prison
and she made so little selling beans and rice by the side of the road that she couldn’t afford
them. It had been more than six months since she’d requested help, so Yerima gave her
money.And so it went. New eyeglasses, help with a motorbike repair, pleas for jobs, vouchers for
visits to the compound infirmary, a toolkit for a young mechanic, a sewing machine repair, a new
lens for a photographer. One man tried to get money for a prescription that was more than two
years old; Yerima yelled at him and sent him away. “He thought we’d never notice. But don’t
worry,” he said, “he’ll soon be back. Once he bandaged his left foot but forgot and limped with
the right one. He thinks he’s really clever. Be sure to put down what he attempted to do.”One
woman wore an extremely revealing décolleté and made no bones about coming onto him. “You
do a favor for me,” she said, “and I’ll do a favor for you, Your Highness, that you’ll never
forget.”“You’re quite beautiful, and I appreciate the offer, but I’m well served in that respect by my
lovely wife here.” She said her boss at the garment factory gave her a poor review because she
refused to sleep with him. Yerima said he’d be happy to look into the matter. “Happens more than
you’d like to know,” he told Tammy. “Sexual harassment at work is still pretty common. We need
more women executives, more women in responsible positions. And continue to educate men
that just because women report to them at work, it doesn’t confer other, uh, benefits. She’s
probably telling the truth.”CHAPTER ONETammy Simmons, now Sudari Abdoulaye, was feeling
very intimidated, very foreign, and clutched the arm of her handsome new husband Yerima with
both hands as he led her into the dining room. She managed a tentative smile as she was
introduced to his senior wife Aïssatou, his second wife Amsaou, and his third wife JoAnn.
Aïssatou kissed her warmly on both cheeks. Amsaou rose and gave her a big hug. JoAnn looked
pointedly out the window.“This is Sudari, as I’m sure you’ve guessed. JoAnn, it means jewel, by
the way. I’m asking for all of you to be understanding and helpful to her. I’ve told you her story,
how she spent more than five years in the most horrible type of bondage, and was very nearly
tortured to death for getting revenge on a man who had constantly tormented her. She’s been
through extremely traumatic experiences and it may take her a while to adjust to normal life.”“As
if this household is anything resembling normal,” Aïssatou remarked, rolling her eyes.“Well, as
close to normal as we have around here,” he said with a chuckle.“I’m very happy to finally be



here in Cameroon,” Tammy said, “and want so hard to do things right. I know I’ll screw up, but I
promise to try my best.”“I’m sure you’ll do just fine,” Aïssatou said.“We’re delighted to meet you
and promise that we’ll do whatever we can to help you,” said Amsaou.“Hmpf,” said
JoAnn.Yerima’s eyes narrowed, and he adjusted the folds of his ice-blue gandoura with
annoyance. “All right, let’s get down to business. Madame Prime Minister, what’s going on with
the servants’ quarters?”“I’m in the process of reviewing four bids. I’ve eliminated one because I
was offered a kick-back. Allah! Don’t people know me by now?” Aïssatou shook her head in
exasperation. “And, Mr. President, I’d like to give an update on the pilferage case. I interviewed
all the kitchen staff and reviewed the feed from the security cameras and it became clear that
the guilty party was Oumarou. I have fired him and am considering legal action.”“What’s the
value of the missing supplies?” Yerima asked.“At least 700,000 cfa.”“Excuse me, please, sir,”
said Tammy, “how much is that, please?”“Around fourteen hundred dollars. Give him thirty days.
Restitution or prosecution. That’s substantial. Anything else? Finance?”“We’re considerably over
budget, as a result of Alizée’s excesses,” reported Amsaou. We’re still recovering from her
vacation to the Seychelles and that party she threw.”“Great party, though,” remarked Yerima, “but
in any case, she’s history and we’ll do the best we can to get back on track. By the way, I got an
email from her the other day and she sends her regards. She plans to remarry. Owner of a
jewelry store there in Grenoble.”Appreciative laughter. “Perfect,” said Amsaou, “If he also owns a
shoe store and a dress boutique, it’ll be even better.”“And a travel agency,” added Aïssatou.
“Please extend our warmest congratulations and our wishes for every happiness.”“Arrogant bitch
is finally out of our hair,” snapped JoAnn, “and I notice that it took our esteemed husband no time
whatsoever to find a replacement. Only this time, instead of a countess and sculptor, our co-wife
is a professional whore.”Tammy stiffened.Yerima turned to JoAnn. “I asked for your
understanding and support, if I’m not mistaken. Do you wish to apologize?”“I said nothing that
isn’t absolutely true and see no reason why I should offer an apology.” She raised her chin and
met his gaze.“I was a slave, and my master leased me to work in a men’s club,” Tammy said
evenly. “That’s a long shot from making a voluntary career choice.”“A woman who gives sex to
men she doesn’t know is a whore to me,” countered JoAnn.A sigh. “She was a slave, JoAnn. It
wasn’t her idea at all, and it’s a miracle that she survived.”“I thought slavery had been
outlawed.”“Of course, just about everywhere, but there are more slaves on earth right now than
at any time in human history. Passing a law is one thing. Eradicating the practice is something
else altogether.” Yerima decided to get back to business. “So, Madame Minister of Agriculture,
what’s going on?”“Wait a minute, please, Mr. President, I haven’t finished,” protested Amsaou.
“Shall I transfer the remaining budget from the now-defunct Ministry of Cultural Affairs to the new
Ministry of Education? How should we handle that?”“Sorry. Yes, sure, normally that would be the
way to go, but it would mean that Sudari starts with a deficit. Do we have a surplus anywhere that
we can tap into until she can get her new undertaking up and running?”“Yes, sir, Agriculture is
running a nice surplus.”“Then please adjust the budget accordingly.”“May I please point out,” said
JoAnn hotly, “that our surplus is due to extremely careful management, and because we haven’t



yet purchased all the plant material we need for landscaping the perimeter fence. So basically
you’re punishing me, and I must strongly object, Mr. President, sir.”“We’re not punishing you at
all; we’re just trying to get Education going. What else do you suggest?”“You’re taking resources
away that we had already programmed for the benefit of this entire compound. Already
approved.”“We’re all aware of that, and commend you for your excellent management. But
money has to come from somewhere, and it’s going to come from Agriculture. That’s my
decision and if you have a problem with it you will talk to me after the meeting. Am I clear?”“Yes
sir.” She eyed him defiantly.“And, finally, our new Minister of Education. Welcome to the
household business meeting. What do you have in mind?”Tammy smiled nervously. “I haven’t
even met the children yet, but I know I’ll need books and supplies. I’d like to get to know them,
figure out what pushes their buttons, and use that as a launching pad for improving their
academic skills. I plan to emphasize reading, writing, and vocabulary, which are fundamental to
everything.”“We meet every Tuesday right after lunch and we try to keep it to fifteen minutes.
Anything else? All right then, thanks, everybody. You’re all doing a terrific, terrific job.”Tammy
stared adoringly at Yerima. She was actually his wife, and was in Yaounde with him, and it was
amazing. Amazing.“Yerima, I need to talk to you,” said JoAnn, with fire in her voice.“Sudari, my
dear, let me give you a tour of the saré,” said Aïssatou, “unless you’re busy with something
else?”“No ma’am, not at all, ma’am. And thank you, ma’am. First, though, may I ask a dumb
question? I’ve never before seen a tablecloth embroidered with spiders.”Aïssatou laughed. “That
throws a lot of Europeans.” She caught herself. “Here, anybody who isn’t African is called
European. Even if you’re Japanese or Mexican, we call you European. The tablecloth is from
Yerima’s home town. Maroua is an extremely rich center of African handicrafts, especially
textiles and leather. Hand-spun, hand-woven, and hand-embroidered cotton, grown right there.
And, my dear, we like spiders. We admire them for their resourcefulness, their ability to make
something out of nothing, and we think that their webs are architectural marvels.“But back to our
tour. The saré is more like a small village. Right now we have 74 people living here, and we feed
another fifty or so every day. There’s Yerima, the four of us, the nine children, assorted cousins
and nephews and abused wives and other relatives, twelve staff, and nine emancipated slaves
who used to belong to Yerima’s father. This is the family dining room, of course. Over here is the
state dining room – that’s getting a lot of use with his new job – and here’s the butler’s pantry, the
fully equipped commercial-style kitchen, the staff dining room, and the supply room. Oh, Chef
Emmanuel, please meet Madame Sudari, His Excellency’s newest wife. She’s originally from
right outside Washington. Chef Emmanuel is amazing. Every single thing he makes is delicious,
and he even makes his own pâté.”“Wow! I’m so happy to meet you, Chef. Do you know how to
make catfish creole, by any chance?” Tammy asked.The chef bowed. “Yes indeed, Madame
Sudari. Welcome to Cameroon. Is that what you’d like for dinner tonight?”The chef had bowed.
To her! Tammy turned to Aïssatou. “You mean, ma’am, I’m allowed to choose?”“Within reason,
my dear.”“Oh, Chef Emmanuel, you have no idea how happy that would make me. I haven’t had
catfish creole in ages. Thank you so much.”“My pleasure, madame. And again, welcome.”What a



strange but wonderful new world, people bowing to her. And letting her pick out what to eat.The
tour continued. “Upstairs are eight guest suites – right now two of Yerima’s brothers are visiting –
and this wing down here is Yerima’s: his office, his bedroom, his gym. It’s kept locked because of
all the confidential documents he deals with. This new job is already eating him alive, you know.
Meetings all day, receptions every night. And it’s wearing me out too, because I attend official
events with him, and now there’s one practically every evening. I used to write my judgments at
night, and I’m getting behind.”“By the way, ma’am, I just want to tell you how much I admire you.
Yerima told me how your father tried to force you into marriage and how you ran away and
managed to finish your education. I admire that so much. You understand how tough things can
be when everything, and I mean everything, is stacked against you, and I just admire you so
much.”The senior wife took her hands. “Thank you, Sudari, that’s very nice of you. And you don’t
need to call me ma’am.” She smiled. “Although, I must confess, I like it. I distinctly remember the
first time someone called me ma’am. Here in Africa, we’re taught to defer to men, obey men,
depend completely on men, and it’s painfully hard to break that cycle. So when I was appointed
to the bench, and people – even men! – started calling me ma’am, it was quite a thrill. Yerima
told us your story, and you’ve really got guts. Sometime, I’d like to sit down and chat with you. I’m
very interested in the institution of slavery and it’d be fascinating to hear it from someone who’s
actually experienced it.”“With pleasure, ma’am. And I don’t mind calling you ma’am one bit. I said
yes sir and yes master so many times that I just about wore out the words, but it feels downright
good to say yes ma’am to a woman. And about being a slave, I can tell you how it is in one word:
horrible. The Office was the worst. I spent sixteen or seventeen hours a day providing the most
revolting services you can imagine to disgusting men. Even though they were generals and oil
tycoons, most of them were horrible, and treated me like dirt. If it hadn’t been for Yerima, who
was always so much fun, I would’ve gone stark raving insane. When we had a big fight I got so
depressed I wanted to commit suicide, but they control you so minutely, it just wasn’t
possible.”“But you did manage to commit murder.”“We didn’t think of it as murder, ma’am, it was
revenge. Sweet, sweet revenge. For years, that man tormented us, betrayed us, lied to us,
humiliated us, ground us under his foot. Nenzima and I finally had our chance, and we grabbed
it.”“Nenzima? That’s a Mangbetu name. A noblewoman’s name. My sister-in-law is named
Nenzima. From Kinshasa.”“Yes ma’am, Zima was from the Congo. My best friend.” Tammy stifled
sobs. “She committed suicide before they found us; I was stupid and thought it over too long. If
Yerima hadn’t rescued me, they would have boiled me in oil. They aren’t very nice to slaves who
murder Arabs, ma’am, especially Chairman of the Board.”“It’s all right, my dear, don’t cry. All
that’s behind you now. Yerima adores you, and he’s a very good person. He has his moments –
the man has a whopping temper, as I’m sure you know – but for the most part he’s easy to get
along with, and tries very hard to treat all four of us even-handedly. Amsaou and I grew up in
polygamous households, but I must say, he hasn’t had much luck with his white wives. Alizée got
fed up and went back to Grenoble. I frankly don’t understand how they stayed married for sixteen
years, because I don’t think they ever agreed on anything except when their clothes were off.



And now things seem to be rapidly falling apart with JoAnn. Have you ever lived in a polygamous
household, my dear?”“Does being a slave in a polygamous household count?” Tammy made a
face.Aïssatou laughed. “Perhaps. By the way, my dear, do you plan to convert to Islam?”“One of
my owners forced me to convert, which I really resented, so I’d prefer to stay Christian, if that’s all
right, ma’am.”“Of course. That’s a decision of the heart. Catholic?”“No ma’am,
Protestant.”“There’s a Presbyterian theological seminary here in town, and they conduct
services in English.”“Oh, wow. I’m Methodist, ma’am, but that’s close enough.”“Methodists are in
the Congo and Presbyterians are here. From what I understand, they decided not to compete.
JoAnn’s raising Cathy and Michael as Catholics. Yerima’s very open-minded about religion; my
father would’ve had a heart attack at the very idea. But this is a Muslim household, and your
husband is a Muslim, and you must accept that. He’s not a very strict one, but a reasonably
devout, practicing Muslim.”“Of course, ma’am. I have no problem with that.”“Plus, as Minister of
Foreign Affairs, he’s a public figure, which means that overnight, all of us have become public
figures as well. We must always dress fashionably but modestly, and comport ourselves in such
a manner that there is never any question about our integrity, our fidelity, or our honor. And since
he’s a member of Government, we must never make any comment that can be construed as
being the least bit critical of Antoine. People will try to trick you, and let’s face it, Yerima has
plenty of enemies, so always be on your guard. If you’re ever in doubt, just smile graciously and
keep walking. This is an order, my dear: be courteous to everyone, especially the people who
deserve it the least.”“That’s a very good policy, ma’am. Right now I don’t plan to go anywhere, I
just want to sit in my apartment and hug Cleo and Titi and thank my lucky stars that Yerima
rescued me.”“We do not use pagan expressions in this household, my dear.”“Lucky stars? I
never thought about that before, ma’am. Well, then, let me thank Almighty God that Yerima
rescued me.”“That’s much better. Now, over here is the servants’quarters. Right now it can
accommodate 36, but we’re expanding it to 60, and that’s what we were talking about at the
meeting. We say servants, but this is where the cousins and everybody else stays, including my
niece who fled from her abusive husband and several girls who ran away rather than be forced
into marriage. My son Ismaëlou has turned fourteen and is too big to stay in the women’s house,
but isn’t really mature enough to move to the main house, so when the addition is complete, he’ll
have his own room here too. The men’s bathroom is at the far end, and the women’s is over here.
Here, let me unlock this room and show you. Not bad, huh? And very clean. If you don’t keep
your room inspection-clean, you risk losing it, and these rooms are in hot demand. If you have a
job, you pay 25 percent rent; if you don’t, you contribute 20 hours a week to the compound,
pulling weeds, peeling plantains, or doing other chores. Over there is the VIP guest house. It has
four suites, a salon, a dining room, and a small warming kitchen.”“Marble?” Tammy asked, eyes
open wide.“Yes. Right now, Amsaou’s parents are there. You must invite your family to come visit
us too. I think they’ll be relieved to see that you’re not living in a grass hut with lions and hyenas
roaming the back yard. Over there is the chicken coop, and there’s the vegetable garden, and
back there is the flower garden.”“They’re gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous, ma’am. And by the



way, my dad used to be with the State Department – a specialist in North African affairs – and he
spent several weeks with us in the ambassador’s residence after Yerima rescued me, so I’m
pretty sure they know I’ll be living comfortably.”“JoAnn does a beautiful job with the gardens.
She’s a botany professor at the agricultural school, you know. A good person, a very sweet
person, and she loves Yerima profoundly, but she really has issues with being one of four. She
was supremely glad when Alizée left – they never got along at all. Unfortunately you two will be
sharing a car and driver, but be as understanding as you can. She’s number three and you’re
number four, so you’ll need to defer to her. It’s the only way we can keep peace.”“I’m not used to
going places, ma’am. I’m still getting used to eating real food instead of wolfing something down
between assignments, wearing clothes and shoes, walking around without guards, and feeling
the sunshine on my skin. I’m just so grateful to be alive that if Yerima told me I’d never be allowed
to set foot outside my apartment, I wouldn’t mind a bit.”“Speaking of which, that’s where you
receive your female guests, that’s where you sleep except when you are in Yerima’s bed. This is
the Fulani way. If you ever have a male guest – and you need permission from me or Yerima to
do so and there’d better be a damn good reason for it – you will receive him in one of the parlors
in the main house and there will always be a third person present. Once again, bear in mind that
you are a public figure whose behavior must always be above reproach. And remind me to show
you the secret entrance to the tunnel and the entry code for the underground bunker. We never
know when there might be a coup, or some other public disorder. Oh, my dear, I just
remembered, I need to put you on Yerima’s schedule. We try to work things around female
cycles and such. When are you due?” “I have no idea, ma’am. At the Rainbow Harem I was dyed
green, and even though I left there more than three years ago, the toxins are still screwing up my
system. And at The Office, they gave us shots that stopped our periods altogether so we could
work every single day. I have no idea how long it will take before I’ll be a normal female
again.”“Did you say, dyed green?” Tammy nodded. “Ça, alors! My gracious! Whatever
for?”“Sheikh Fahd thought it looked pretty, ma’am. There were six of us, all different
colors.”Aïssatou shook her head. “So, for the time being, at least, we can ignore that? Thursday
night, all right? The schedule is posted in the kitchen of the women’s house. When it’s your turn
you report to his room at nine o’clock. First, you completely disrobe. Fold your clothes neatly and
place them on a chair. Get in bed and assume the position of absolute surrender. Has he taught
you that?” Tammy nodded. “Then you wait for his instructions. This is your primary responsibility
as a wife and here, we never tell our husbands no. There’s no such thing as the ‘doghouse’
where you American wives send your husbands. When JoAnn told us about that, we positively
went into shock. Anyway, here, the husband is in control. When you agreed to marry him, you
agreed to submit to him, and as you know, Yerima has enormous needs. Even if you’re tired,
have a ferocious headache, are so furious with him that you’re not speaking to him, you report on
time and submit to him. I want to underscore that point. Are we clear here?”“Yes ma’am. Even if
we’re not speaking, though?”“If he sends you away, that is his prerogative. But you must make
yourself available.”Tammy sighed. “That’s pretty extreme, ma’am, if you don’t mind my saying



so.”“Did you marry him of your own free will?”“Yes ma’am.”“What does the word yérima
mean?”“It means prince, ma’am.”“You agreed to marry a prince of the proud Fulani people, and
that is how we do things. A wife embraces her husband’s culture, especially if he is a royal
prince.”“Yes ma’am. I love him so much that I even offered to be his servant, out of gratitude for
saving my life, so I’m prepared to do just about anything.”“Really? His servant?” She stared at
Tammy.“Yes ma’am. I couldn’t imagine, simply couldn’t imagine, living without him, even if it
meant scrubbing pots and mopping floors. In any case, believe me, it would’ve been a huge,
huge step up from being a slave in a brothel.”“You certainly are cut from different cloth than
Alizée. She loved Yerima, but she hated everything about his life, everything. Outright culture
rejection. Then, when he left for two years to serve as ambassador overseas, it was the last
straw. She lived only for her nights with him, and when he was posted far away, she gave up.“Let
me tell you a story, Sudari. My marriage to Yerima got off to a very rocky start. He was a lot more
domineering than I’d figured, and we were at each other’s throats. We’d been married seven or
eight months, and I was preparing for a big exam, and he wanted me to drop everything and do
something huge for him. I told him he was out of his mind. He beat me up, and I mean, he really
beat me up. I was furious. I reminded Yerima that his saré had a back gate just like the one I’d
used when I ran away from my father. He was floored, because his own mother was beaten
every few months and considered it an expression of love. Anyway, four or five days later, I was
still so sore I could barely move, I hadn’t gotten any studying done because my eyes were
almost swollen shut, I regretted like mad having married the man, and he had the nerve, the
unmitigated nerve, to summon me.“Listen, my dear, Fulani women are constituted exactly the
same as Americans; the only difference is what our cultures demand of us. I went to his room,
but refused to acknowledge him, and he got madder and madder. He took me anyway. Rough.
Something broke in me, and I did the unthinkable and rebelled against my husband. To my
amazement, that excited him beyond belief, and, let me tell you, Sudari, I’ve never forgotten that
night. You know how manly he is even under normal circumstances, but you get that man super-
excited, and you’re in for quite a ride. That night, our marriage turned around. We both
remembered how much we loved each other, even when things were tough. He made a
commitment to be less demanding, and I promised to be more accommodating, and nineteen
years later, we’re still here. If I had told him no, which I desperately wanted to do, our marriage
might very well have fallen apart.”“He once told me that marrying you was the best decision he
ever made, ma’am. And he’s exceedingly proud that you’re a judge.”“He never said that to me.
How do you like that?”They laughed.“Well, pour revenir à nos moutons, back to the topic at
hand. The schedule used to work pretty well, but with this new job, things aren’t always
predictable. He’s more often than not carrying out some official responsibility that preempts
marital appointments. And even when they hold, he spends half his time on the phone with
Antoine. If things are running late, if he’s not too tired, he’ll send for you when he gets home. On
Sundays we all have dinner together at one, and when that’s over, if it’s your turn, you
accompany him to his room.”“Yes ma’am, I understand. I’m going to try with all my heart to make



this work. Yerima saved my life, and I gladly gave that life to him. I desperately want all of you to
be proud of me.” She rubbed her forehead. “I’m feeling overwhelmed, and I’m still really jet-
lagged, and if it’s okay with you, ma’am, I’d like to go back to my apartment and lie
down.”“Speaking of jet-lagged, how was your visit to Washington?”“Surreal, ma’am. My dad is
great, and my brother is doing fine – he’s in college now, and wants to work for the FBI in their
human trafficking section – but when I was kidnapped my mom had a nervous breakdown. She’s
attempted suicide several times, she’s been in and out of the hospital, and she’s aged at least
twenty years. She used to be a hot interior decorator, always elegant and perfectly groomed, but
now her hair’s scraggly and her complexion is awful and her eyes have this other-worldly look
about them and she hasn’t been able to work, and I barely recognized her. So it was a big deal
for her that I was rescued, and I showed her pictures from the wedding, and we’re hoping that
she’ll be able to turn things around.Aïssatou almost fell over laughing. Tammy spoke excellent
French, but occasionally made mistakes, and she had just delivered a beaut. “My dear, you
translated ‘nervous breakdown’ literally, but we don’t say ‘panne nerveuse,’ we say ‘crise de
nerfs.’ Panne does mean breakdown, but only for mechanical items such as
automobiles.”Tammy smiled apologetically. “It felt really strange, ma’am, going back to my old
room. It hadn’t changed, but I have. I was only eighteen then. It was like being in a foreign
country. I spent three weeks at home, and then went to Marseilles for a week with Pierre and
Clotilde. They’d felt terrible, so it was good to let them know that I was okay and didn’t blame
them for what happened.”“That’s where you were abducted?”“Yes ma’am. I’m feeling woozy and
I really need to lie down, though, ma’am, if that’s all right.”“Of course, my dear, you are free to do
so.”Tammy smiled. “I like that word. I like that word a lot, ma’am. Thank you for the beautiful tour
and your sage advice.”“My warmest welcome to this family. We’re already proud of you, Sudari,
for having lived through hell, and alhamdulillah, praise God, you’re still able to smile. I think you’ll
do just fine.”“Jam ná?” Tammy said as she slipped into her chair at the breakfast table and
reached for the carafe of coffee. It felt so good, waking up when she felt like it – or more
accurately, when the raucous parrots perching in the huge mango tree outside the bedroom
window felt like it – actually sitting down for a meal, and wearing her favorite jeans and comfy
sweatshirt and fuzzy blue slippers. And she absolutely loved the Arabica coffee, grown and
roasted just a few mountains over to the west.“Jam,” everyone chorused.“JoAnn, did you take the
last pain au chocolat again?” Tammy asked. “You’re always doing that.”JoAnn made a
face.“Sudari, my dear, please go get dressed.”“Ma’am?”“No lipstick? A baggy sweatshirt and
blue jeans? And those blue porcupines on your feet? Who is your husband, please?”Tammy had
to smile. “Minister of Foreign Affairs, ma’am.”“Listen, my dear, you promised to honor him. I’m
asking you to honor him with your appearance. Now, go get properly dressed.”“Ma’am, I’m not
going anywhere.”“Oh, look at that slob over there. She’s the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, can you believe? It’s his image we’re trying to protect. I’m not going to tell you again. Go
get properly dressed. And I don’t want to see that sweatshirt and those jeans outside of your
apartment again. Or those porcupines.”“Yes ma’am.”JoAnn continued feeding Michael in his high



chair and made a snotty face at her.A few minutes later Tammy returned wearing a navy skirt
and yellow blouse.“My dear? I thought I told you to get dressed.”“I’m sorry, ma’am. I brought a
few things back from Washington with me, but they’re what I wore in high school. My last job, um,
I mean, um, I don’t know what else to put on.”Aïssatou stared at her. “Of course. I didn’t think of
that, my dear. We need to get you a proper wardrobe.”The following Saturday, the senior wife
called Tammy to her apartment. “I took the liberty of picking out some pagnes that I thought you
might like. We’ll start you off with ten outfits and gradually build from there, all right? You need to
look good.”“Ten? I don’t really need more than two or three, ma’am.”“Yes, you do. Your husband
is a highly prominent personality and you must always be mindful of your appearance. Tell me
which cloth you like.”Tammy went through the stack of traditional cotton prints. Most of her
choices were blues and purples, but she liked a red-and-yellow pattern as well as a brown-and-
gold one.Aïssatou showed her a deep green palm frond print, and another with bright green
swirls. “I thought this color would look really good on you.”Tammy laughed. “I’m sure it would,
ma’am. They’re very pretty, but I’m afraid I overdosed on green when I was in the Rainbow
Harem. I was dyed green, I wore green gowns and jewels, I ate off green plates, I slept in a green
room on green sheets…I just can’t bring myself to wear green anymore. At least, not yet. If that’s
all right with you, ma’am,” she added hastily.“Of course, that’s understandable. Now let’s get you
over to Jacques so he can make you some good-looking clothes, and on the way back we’re
going to stop and buy you some shoes. High-heeled shoes. I’ve also chosen a few designs.
Which ones do you like?” Tammy made her choices. “All right. What else do you need, my
dear?”“Would it be okay if I bought some perfume? And I need cat food for Cleo and Nefertiti.
And a cartridge for my printer. And, um, maybe a chocolate bar?”“Of course, Sudari.” Tammy
wiped away a tear. “What brought that on?”“It’s been so long, ma’am, I’ve almost forgotten what
it’s like to go shopping.”“Are you afraid?”“Oh, no, ma’am, I’m just trying to absorb the fact that I
need clothes. It’s a big change for me. One that I like – very much – but I need to get used to it all
over again.”“In Pidgin we say, softly softly, catch monkey. In other words, one small step at a time.
We keep a list on the white board in the women’s kitchen, and if you need something, just write it
down and we can usually get it to you by the next day. The cost will be deducted from your
allowance. And listen, on Monday I’ll send you my car and I want you to get your hair and your
nails done. All right?”“You’re being so good to me. It’s actually fun, ma’am, I’m just a little
overwhelmed. And thank you so much. The world seems so big and so scary; I never could have
done it on my own.”“Yerima wouldn’t stand for anything less.”“And I’ve never been to sub-
Saharan Africa before. I like Yaounde, gloriously and proudly African, but I still have to get used
to that too.”Late the following afternoon, Fatimatou knocked on Tammy’s door, carrying a
package neatly wrapped in brown paper. “Madame Aïssatou asked me to bring this to
you.”Jacques had already finished sewing all ten outfits. She stared at them. Ran her fingers
over the smooth cloth. She tried one on. He hadn’t even measured her, but it fit perfectly. Stared
at them some more. Smiled. Not the ill-fitting stained hand-me-down at Sheikh Khalid’s. Not the
boring uniform at The House. Not the frilly fairy princess ball gowns at the Rainbow. Clothes.



Real clothes. That belonged to her. It was good to be free.Thursday evening at three minutes to
nine, Tammy knocked on Yerima’s bedroom door. A buzzer sounded, and she opened it.He was
sitting up in bed. He moved a stack of files to one side, grinned impishly, and said, “Welcome,
welcome, little wifey.”Tammy saluted. “Reporting for duty, dear sir.” She took off her clothes,
folded them neatly as instructed, and climbed into bed.“Let me get rid of these stupid dossiers.
This job is the most fun I’ve had in years, but it’s relentless. How are you, babe?”“Aïssatou tells
me that I must submit to you no matter how I feel, so I dragged myself over here and suppose
that you’ll figure out something to do with me.” She smiled wickedly.“Ah,” he said, “Chances are,
I’ll think of something. But don’t forget, babe, you’re in my bed, so rules apply.”Tammy groaned.
“We’re married now. Please don’t tell me I still have to call you master, because bless your
generous heart, you emancipated me.”“You only have to call me master when we’re in bed. But I
insist on that.”She slumped. “Actually, Yerima, I was hoping I’d never have to say that word again.
I don’t even want to hear about anybody with a master’s degree, or mastering a language.
Forgive me if I’m being a little sensitive, dear sir. Are you sure about this?”“Damn sure. All my
systems revolve around the fact that when you’re in my bed, I’m your loving master and you’re
my devoted slave. And you know that my systems work, um, very well.” He looked at her
sideways, eyebrows dancing.She sighed. “They do, they do, I admit. Can we compromise? Can I
call you jaumu? I know it means the same thing, but my brain doesn’t seem to object to it so
much.”“Yes, babe, you may. I just want to say, welcome. Welcome to Cameroon. Welcome to my
household. Welcome, most especially, to my bed. I’m sorry we didn’t have a chance to take a
honeymoon, and I know that you really needed to go see your family, but here we are, married
six weeks, and this is the first time that you’ve actually been in this bed. That month you were
visiting your folks, I missed you so much. Don’t you leave me like that ever again, you hear? I
married you because I couldn’t live without you, and then I had to spend a whole month without
you anyway.” He gave her a long kiss. “Do you remember how to give cat baths?”“Of course,
jaumu.” She set happily to work, starting with his broad, muscular shoulders. Not a disgusting
hairy member of The Office. Her husband. Her extremely gorgeous husband. Oh, what delicious
fun!“I want to hear all about your trip. Later, though. Holy shit, you’re good at that.”And holy shit,
how it was turning her on.The phone rang.“I don’t care if it’s the President himself,” she said, “I’m
not going to miss one single second of private time with my darling jaumu.” By this time she was
making little circles with her tongue on his abdomen, getting closer and closer to Grand
Central.“Well, guess what, it just so happens to be the President himself. Hey, cuz, what’s up?
Yes, it went reasonably well. A frosty start, but toward the end there were a few smiles. If this is
going to happen, it’ll be behind the scenes, not at the table. Of course, of course, I’m on it. Yow!
Holy shit! No, um, there’s a very wicked blonde here doing some very wicked things to me and
I’m not going to be coherent much longer. Okay, I sure will. Antoine says hi.”“Does he call you at
this hour of the night very often, jaumu?”“I’m afraid he does. But he’s my boss, so I try to live with
it. Can you show the little prince how much you love him?”Tammy knew what that meant from
their succulent encounters at The Office. Expert fingers. Clever tongue. The little prince was



feeling very cocky indeed, and the big one started moaning and clutching her.The phone
rang.“Shit! Hey, cuz. It’s all right, don’t worry. Oh, you heard about that already? Yes, I fired him
for faute lourde – grave misconduct. Signed the papers just this afternoon. He was mad as hell,
says he’s going to haul my ass into Labor Court. No, not in the least, we’ve got an iron-clad case.
No, Antoine, I can’t transfer him to the boonies because of course Foreign Affairs doesn’t have
offices in the boonies. I just plain fired him, as he richly deserved. Tony, my dear cuz, excuse me
for being blunt, but I could care less whose brother he is. You pay way too much attention to that
crap. If this country is ever going to move forward, we need to hold people accountable for their
own actions and not let them perpetually hide behind someone else. Huh? Which joint
commission? To tell the truth, that hasn’t even crossed my radar screen. Okay, I’ll add that to my
list.” He turned to Tammy. “Antoine apologizes.”“He apologizes, but he still interrupts.” She
sighed.“Hello?”“All right, dammit. Jaumu.”“I don’t approve of the way you said that. He’s my boss,
the President himself, and if he calls me, I answer.”She smirked. “Just like Ibrahim required of me:
immediately, fully, and willingly. Darling, he’s your boss, not your master.”He stared at her
strangely for a moment, absorbing what she said. Then his high-voltage smile sent her heart
racing and the interruption was forgotten. “My sexy little slave is now going to suck her master’s
toes. Slowly. Luxuriously. Sumptuously.” “Jaumu, you have the longest, most beautiful toes I ever
saw in my life. I don’t think I ever said those words in the same sentence before, but it’s
true.”“Stop wasting time and get to work.” He grinned. After a few minutes he straddled her and
covered her face, her shoulders, her chest, with kisses made of molten gold. She began to
whimper. “Oh,” he said, “your jewel has grown nice and fat. Ready for a visit.”Forty-five minutes
later, she lay contentedly in his arms, heart pounding fiercely, her body filled from one end to the
other with golden light.“Whoever’d imagine that this cool, classy lady would turn out to be such a
ball of fire? Hey, babe, what’s wrong?” he asked, wiping a tear from her eye.“Nothing, nothing at
all. I just can’t believe this. Here I am, rescued from a psycho, the wife of the Minister of Foreign
Affairs, and I’m in his own bed, and he’s a prince, and a person I respect in so many ways, and
an incredible lover, and I just can’t hold it all in.”“I love you with all my heart, Sudari, and believe
me, we are going to have one fantastic marriage. By the way, babe, how long do you think it’ll
take you to learn to speak Fulfulde?”“Oh, to get along, probably five or six months. Really well,
two years. Jaumu,” she added quickly.“Because I want to take you up to Maroua, and show you
my horse ranch, and introduce you to all the family, including my brother Daoudou, the lamido, or
sultan. But you need to speak decent Fulfulde first. A lot of people up there don’t speak
French.”The phone rang.This time, it was the Minister of Finance. “Yes, Seydou, he just called
me about that too. I hadn’t even given it a passing thought, but he wants it racheted up on the list
of priorities. Can we please chat about this tomorrow? I’m, um, I’m with my bride.” Chuckles.
“Mañana, then.” He turned to Tammy, who was glaring at him. “Where were we?”“We were going
up-country to see relatives and horses. Jaumu.” She was getting sarcastic.He looked at her
disapprovingly but let it pass. “Turn over,” he said. “Round two.” Blessedly, the phone stopped
ringing, and two hours later, they finally fell asleep, snuggled into each other’s arms.In the middle



of the night, Tammy woke up screaming.“Babe, babe, it’s all right, I’m here. What
happened?”“I’m sorry,” she blubbered. “I was back at the Rodeo, hanging from that meat hook,
hearing the screams of the people they were torturing, and I knew that in a few days that would
be me.”He held her tightly and covered her face with kisses. “That’s all behind you, babe. You’re
safe now.”“I’m sorry,” she said, gathering herself.“You went through hell, that’s for sure. But I’m
here for you, remember? You think you can get back to sleep now?”She nodded. “Thanks,
darling. Thank you thank you thank you.”“It’s why I’m here. Now, babe, go back to sleep. I’m here.
I won’t let anything happen to you.”When the alarm went off at six-fifteen they reluctantly
untangled themselves. “Seven-thirty breakfast meeting with a South African delegation,” he said.
“Isn’t it fun waking up in each other’s arms? We never got to do that at The Office.”She smiled. At
The Office, he’d always turn off his phone so they could spend hours together in uninterrupted
bliss. But now he was Minister of Foreign Affairs, and his cousin was the President, and she was
his wife instead of his favorite slave at the gentlemen’s club. Life had most assuredly changed.
And most of it – almost all of it – was much for the better.Tammy picked up the house phone.
“Yes, darling?”“Can you come over here, please? I need you to help me with a project. I think
you’ll like it.”“Okay, is thirty minutes okay? I need to–”“No, sorry, babe, I need you now.”She
sighed. She wanted to finish matching up the al-hijra and Gregorian dates for her manuscript.
Another sigh. She’d given him her life, and now he needed a little piece of it. Inconvenient, but
not the end of the world. “All right, darling, I’ll be right there.” She brushed her hair, put on fresh
lipstick, and walked over to the main house.It was a beautiful day. An early morning rain had
made everything smell fresh and clean, and monkeys were chattering excitedly from the woods
at the northwest corner of the property. A long line wound up the front porch, down the sidewalk,
almost all the way to the gate. Dixon, the major-domo, was taking everyone’s name, joking,
working the good-natured crowd.Yerima was in the elegant blue-and-silver main parlor, looking
every inch the prince in a pale yellow gandoura. He gave her a thousand-watt smile and patted
the couch next to him. She swallowed and sucked in her breath. Sometimes she forgot just how
magnificent her husband was. She felt overwhelmed with love and humility, overcome by the
need to thank him in a very public way for freeing her from slavery and giving her such a
beautiful life.“May I sit at your feet, dear sir? To show everybody how much I respect you?”“No,
madame, you may not. I want you to sit right here next to me, so I can show everybody how
much I respect you.” He handed her his laptop. “This is petition day,” he explained. “All these
people need something. Some of them just need a few francs for a prescription. Others need
help getting a messy situation sorted out. Some are merrily trying to wangle something for
nothing. A few of them are so annoying, you want to strangle them. You help with one thing, then
they turn right around and demand – demand! – something else. Just like the Arab saying, You
give someone cloth, and then he asks for lining. Anyway, things were getting out of hand, so
Amsi created this database. Dixon will give you the name on a slip of paper. What I need you to
do is to check it. If you see something questionable, show me, and I’ll know what to do. And then
enter whatever I give them so we have a record of it for next time.”“There must be close to a



hundred people waiting to see you.”“I do this once a month, and sometimes there are a lot more
than that. When school starts, everybody needs help with fees and books and uniforms. And
when the holidays hit, of course. Most of them are relatives, but some come because they can
see the word sucker written across my forehead in flashing red lights. Dixon? All right, please,
we can get going.”The first petitioner bowed deeply before the prince. His roof had been
damaged by a recent storm and he needed help to pay for the repairs. He showed Yerima two
different bids. Tammy checked; he hadn’t requested help in nearly two years. Yerima gave him
the money he needed, and the man bowed his way out. “Úsoko, úsoko.” Thank you, thank
you.The second was a woman whose four children needed shoes. Her husband was in prison
and she made so little selling beans and rice by the side of the road that she couldn’t afford
them. It had been more than six months since she’d requested help, so Yerima gave her
money.And so it went. New eyeglasses, help with a motorbike repair, pleas for jobs, vouchers for
visits to the compound infirmary, a toolkit for a young mechanic, a sewing machine repair, a new
lens for a photographer. One man tried to get money for a prescription that was more than two
years old; Yerima yelled at him and sent him away. “He thought we’d never notice. But don’t
worry,” he said, “he’ll soon be back. Once he bandaged his left foot but forgot and limped with
the right one. He thinks he’s really clever. Be sure to put down what he attempted to do.”One
woman wore an extremely revealing décolleté and made no bones about coming onto him. “You
do a favor for me,” she said, “and I’ll do a favor for you, Your Highness, that you’ll never
forget.”“You’re quite beautiful, and I appreciate the offer, but I’m well served in that respect by my
lovely wife here.” She said her boss at the garment factory gave her a poor review because she
refused to sleep with him. Yerima said he’d be happy to look into the matter. “Happens more than
you’d like to know,” he told Tammy. “Sexual harassment at work is still pretty common. We need
more women executives, more women in responsible positions. And continue to educate men
that just because women report to them at work, it doesn’t confer other, uh, benefits. She’s
probably telling the truth.”
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my eyes to an unknown BAD world. Thank goodness it's a good ending.”
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