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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of eighteen!!
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I loved the city in the winter, I liked seeing the streets covered in white powder, but most of all, I liked seeing the people walking fast and trying to escape the cold.

"Sir, will we be going straight home?" Albert asked. He was driving me back home tonight after a long night.

"Yes," I said, sitting in the back of the big limousine.

"Stupid bitch!" Albert shouted as a homeless woman gave him the finger as she walked across the road.

"Albert," I said, shaking my head. "Pull over," I ordered.

"Sir?" Albert asked again.

"I said pull over," I ordered.

Albert, ever the man to do what anybody in my family told him, slowly pulled the car to the side of the road.

"You are not going out there are you?" Albert asked. "Not in this neighborhood!"

"Stay in the car," I ordered as I got out.

The night cold hit me hard. The wind drove the cold straight through my clothes and into my bones. I wrapped my arms around my body to fend off the cold. I walked towards the lady who was now under the bridge.

"I am sorry about my driver," I said as I approached her.

"Get the fuck away from me!" the lady yelled, holding out a small rusty knife that could barely cut a piece of paper, let alone hurt a person.

"I was just trying to apologize for my driver's rude behavior," I said, holding my hands up.

With my years of self-defense classes and fencing and other arts on my side, I could quickly disarm her if I needed, but the look on her face was wild, almost feral.

"Fuck off!" she said as she started looking through the trash that made up her shopping cart.

"Do you have a place to stay tonight?" I asked. "It's going to get below freezing."

"What part of fuck off don't you understand!" the lady said again as she pulled out a sweater that had more holes in it than a colander.

"I donate to many charities, maybe one of them can help you?" I asked.

The lady started walking up the embankment to go under the bridge. Looking up there, I could see many of the homeless under part of the bridge. This was how they intended to weather the night's frigid temperature.

"Fuck the hell off!" she waved.

"I can help you," I said again. "A nice place to stay, a fireplace and warm food."

The lady stopped and turned.
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