
“Where did that come from?” Sylvia asked on the way back home. 
“He bugs me.”
“I noticed.” Sylvia said drily. 
“Is a slave a human being?”
“She is.”
“So why do you respect any fat guy that calls himself a master and humiliate yourself to him?”
“How you act as a slave reflects on your master. So if you act poorly towards another master, it means disrespect not only to your guest but to your own master as well. But you are not mad at Donald J. He is just an easy target.”
“Am I, Miss Know-It-All? Who am I mad at?”
“Sandor,” My bestie said.
We drove home in silence. We watched a movie on TV and went to bed. In the nude.

