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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.

I could tell by the look on her face she hadn't eaten a decent meal in months, maybe years.

"What do I have to do?" the lady said, wiping her face. "The whores are two blocks down."

"Nothing, it's my way of saying sorry," I shrugged. "Please, it's very cold."

The temperature was dropping by the minute, and I was freezing.

"No, stupid stuff, right?" the lady said, slowly walking toward me. "You're not going to take me to some place and have your way with me or do some experiments or other bullshit, right?"

"No, I just want you to get out of tonight's freezing weather, and then you can return tomorrow," I nodded.

"Do it!" one of the people up the embankment yelled.

A few more mutters came from the gathered few.

"Alright, but you try anything I will cut you deep and watch you bleed out," she said as she walked towards the car.

"Sir?" Albert asked, a bit stunned by the homeless woman entering the clean interior of our vehicle.

Outside I couldn't smell her because of the wind, but in the confines of the limousine, she smelled ripe and trashy.

"Take us home Albert," I ordered.

"Her as well?" Albert asked.

"Albert," I said in my stern voice.

"Yes, sir," Albert nodded.

I pushed the button to put the divider up so he could no longer hear us.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"Not telling you," the lady said. "I just want to get the food and some sleep, and you can bring me back here."

"My name is Ted Landerston," I smiled.

"Yeah right," the lady laughed. "If you're Ted Landerston, I am the Queen, or should I be the first lady?"

I pulled out my wallet and gave it to her. "Check it," I smiled.

The lady rifled through my wallet, and her face dropped as she stared at my I.D. and then at me.

"Now you know my name, what is yours?" I asked.

"Sophia," she said as she handed me back my wallet.

I noticed that all the money was gone. Two hundred dollars. It was my daily spending money, but I didn't need to use it today.

"Keep it," I smiled as I put my wallet away.

"Sure, what's two hundred dollars to a man like you," Sophia said.

Two hundred was like two dollars to me. It was nothing.

I owned one of the biggest pharmaceutical companies on four continents. I had buildings in every state and three countries, and I was currently putting up more.

I was once asked if I would ever enter politics and become president one day, and I answered the same way my father had. 

'Why would I want to take a pay cut and lose so much power and wealth?'

We sat in silence all the way home. Sophia's eyes widened as she looked at the large gates opening and then at us pulling past the garage.

"That's a nice house," Sophia said as we passed it. "Do your servants live there?"

"No, but my cars and other vehicles do," I smiled.

"We live there," I said as I pointed to the large mansion.

My great-grandfather had it built many years ago. My grandfather had added to it, and then my father also did. I had the garage built.

One of my six butlers came out to the car and opened the door. Instantly his face turned as he saw and smelled Sophia.

"Sophia will be staying the night," I said as I got out. "See that she gets all of our kindness and anything she may want for the night."

"Yes sir," Kellen said as he tried not to touch her.

"Sir?" Albert asked.

"No questions Albert, do my bidding please," I said as I walked into the house.

"Yes sir," Albert nodded as one of the drivers took the car.

Albert was my right-hand man and oversaw the others.

I went into my study, looked over some reports, and caught up on some reading.

It was a long time before Albert came into the room.

"Yes?" I asked, feeling his presence.

"Your guest is in the dining room," Albert said with a bit of disgust in his voice.

"Thank you," I nodded.

I walked through the long corridors and into the expanse of our enormous dining room. I still remember the first time I saw the large dining table. I used to race my toy cars down the middle.

"Happy?" I asked as I watched Sophia.

She was sitting at the farthest end, eating the dinner prepared for her like it was the last meal on the planet. Stuffing her face with both hands.

"Yes," Sophia said, spitting out food as she talked.

I walked down the long table toward her.

"Cutlery," I said as I smiled. "Makes it better and less messy."

"But this is so good!" Sophia said as she ate.

It was pork loin with mashed potatoes and a red wine sauce, nothing that I would call extravagant, but I guess it was something extraordinary to her.

"Did you want more?" I asked.

"There's more?" Sophia asked.

I pressed the button on the wall. "Can you prepare the lamb, oh and also a cherry crumb cake with vanilla ice cream," I said over the house intercom.

"I haven't had ice cream in years," Sophia said, still stuffing her face with her fingers.

I sat beside her. Gone was the dirt and muck that had caked her face. Her hair, which I thought was dark black, was actually a blondish brown. She had green eyes and a lovely face. 

She had horrible teeth that were black, mangled, and disgusting to look at, but overall, she might have been a pretty woman at one time.

"Don't ask," Sophia said as she caught me looking at her.

"I wouldn't dare," I nodded.

Whatever happened to her that caused her to be homeless was her story, not mine.

"When you are finished, you can join me in the lounge," I nodded. "Ask one of the staff for directions. A person can get lost in this house, without directions."

"You're not going to eat?" Sophia asked.

"I already ate, but enjoy, if you want anything just ask," I smiled. "We have a full pantry."

I sat in my favorite chair, looking out the window as the snow started to fall. This used to be my father's favorite place in the house. He would sit here for hours on end, not moving or talking to anyone, just looking out the window.

"Hello," Sophia said as one of the helpers nodded at me as they left.

"Hello," I replied.

"This is a very large house," Sophia said as she entered the lounge.

"Yes, I suppose it is," I nodded. "I have lived here all my life, I never saw it as big, just home."

"Is it just you?" Sophia asked as she sat in one of the chairs.

"Yes, and the help staff, but they are on the other side of the house," I said, turning my chair to face her.

Now that she had cleaned up, she had a homely look. I could tell in her eyes that she was taking all of this in, expecting the shoe to drop for me to tell her she had to do something she didn't want to do.

There was another look in her eyes as I saw she was looking out the window. The snow, which had been falling lightly, was now coming down harder. I looked back at Sophia, knowing she would do anything not to go back out there.

"You don't have to do anything," I smiled.

"You keep saying that, but no one does something like this for nothing," Sophia said as she took her eyes off the window. "Not in my experience anyway."

"You have my word," I said as I stood up. "You don't have to do anything, but
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