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Note: This is a
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then check out Sophie Sin's Book List
or her
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Dick Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can
find this story with the others listed below in
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 4’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Train Affair, Hotel Hookup, Online Dating, My
Simple Fantasy.

 


The
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 4’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Ted and
Jen

 


THE MOMENT I SEE HIM I KNOW THAT I HATE
HIM.

"Can I sit here?" he asks.

"Whatever."

The young man gives me a look, but I don't
elaborate on the reason for my tone. Guys like him with their fancy
hair and stylish looks. I'm from the ghetto and I worked hard to
get out of it. He has had everything given to him. I heard him
bragging before to some of the other guys about how he is going to
fool around with all the girls here. If he thinks that he
can...

"You are pretty cute."

"Fuck off."

That makes his face turn a little red.

"What did you say to me?"

"Didn't hear me? I told you to fuck
off."

He stands.

"No one talks like that to me."

Those cultured tones, that air of
superiority, I can't stand it.

"Bring it on, pretty boy. I'll kill you
right here and now."

The man doesn't back down. I'm about the
same size as him, so it would be a fair fight. He probably thinks
that I can't beat him down. What he doesn't get is that I have six
brothers and they are all harden thugs. I'll destroy him. He's in
the presence of a heavy weight.

"I don't hit girls."

"Then get the hell away from me."

With his tail between his legs he goes.
People are staring, but I don't care. My name is Jen Hard. They'll
know it well by the time that I'm finished with this hotel.


10 Years Later

 


"IT'S HIM," Sandy says from next to me.

I glance up.

"Ted Rich..." I growl.

Edward, the chief executive manager of the
hotel group I am area manager of, puts a hand on my shoulder.

"You can't kill him," he warns. "It'll make
a mess."

I crack my knuckles. 'Hard Management':
That's what they call my style. The staff shy back. I have not been
successful without doing terrible things to people. Ted is going to
get hurt.

Striding over, I stop in front of him with
my hands on my hips.

"What do you want?" I ask firmly, my eyes
not wavering from his.

"I'm doing the rounds. I heard this area is
doing well in the monthly income competition and I wanted to see
why."

"Get out of my hotel."

Ted smiles at me. He's grown big in the
years that we have fought each other in this rivalry we have. Both
of us have been equally successful and achieved great things in a
short period of time. It is probably half due to the fact that
neither of us is willing to back down from each other that we are
there. He has come a long way since that day I threatened to beat
him up. But, then again, so have I.

"Mr. Rich. Thank you for coming in today,"
Edward chimes in from behind me. "How about I take you for a quick
tour before she does something illegal to you?"

"Ha, this little girl? She couldn't hurt a
fly."

He strides past me. I reach out, but Sandy
and Carl grab me from either side to pull towards the front
entrance.

"You can't kill him," Carl whispers to me.
"Think of the guests."

I blink. Oops, this is making a bit of a
scene. I relax and shake them off.

"I was just playing. One day that guy is
going to see me serious."

Looking to his big, strong back, I make a
promise that I'll regret later.

"I'm going to beat him to the ground. No one
smart mouths me."


Outside The Bar

 


I DON'T KNOW HOW I GOT MYSELF INTO THIS, BUT
HERE I AM.

Edward has Thomas, Ted's second, in a
headlock and Carl is fending off two bellboys who are a little too
drunk to realize what is really going on.

"You always talk so big," he says, strolling
around me from where I am on my knees gripping my stomach. "I
thought you'd be tougher than this."

I spit on the ground at his feet and try to
stand. He used some kind of boxing move on me. It might have broken
something.

"Don't estimate me. I might be a girl, but I
can hit hard too."

The broken bottle next to my hand comes up.
I didn't mean to throw it as hard as I did on hindsight, but it
collides with his cheek nevertheless.

"Ouchh..." he groans.

A sinking feeling hits me as he falls back.
Everyone stops moving. There is a big cut down the side of his
face.

"Shit. Someone call an ambulance!" Edward
yells.

I stare. What have I done?


Hospital

 


HE LOOKS UP AT ME FROM THE BED.

"That looks really bad," I say, sounding a
lot calmer than I feel about the whole thing.

"It isn't that bad."

I say nothing. Ted pauses, leans his head
back and sucks in a breath.

"We went too far, didn't we?"

I sit down on the stool next to him.

"I guess so. I'm sorry about cutting you.
It's been years since I was in a real fight. I reacted like I used
to as a kid and didn't think about what I was doing."

He reaches up and runs his fingers down the
sewn up cut.

"It's no big deal. I did punch you in the
guts pretty hard. How's the ribs?"

"Broken. They set them for me before, but I
won't be able to sit comfortably for awhile."

"You going to work tomorrow?" he asks.

"Of course. It's just some broken ribs."

He laughs and pats me on the head.
Strangely, I don't feel the usual pissed off feeling that I do when
he touches me.

"You are super tough," he tells me.

"Really? Are you going to be in bed
tomorrow?"

"Nah, I have weights to lift around 8am and
a bunch of hotel meetings."

We both smile. Two hard asses in one room.
What a thing to see.

"Are we going to have a truce?" I ask.

He looks me over.

"I think it's time we put this behind us,
don't you? There's really no reason to continue fighting. You can't
hold the fact that I said you were cute all those years ago against
me forever."

My eyebrows go up. Is that what he thinks
was going on?

"I don't care about that," I say. "It's the
way you are, the poshness."

"Posh? Hardily. I was bought up in the bad
side of New York. I came here for university."

"Bad side? How bad?"

We share locations. Both of us are
shocked.

"That's a hard upbringing," I say. "Your mum
ever beat you unconscious before?"

"Sometimes. It's how things were in those
days."

"True."

Both of us sit and stare at each other. I
thought he was posh for years; he thought I was annoyed about
something I wasn't.

"We are a weird couple, huh?" he says
finally.

"Pretty much."

I stand up.

"I have emails to write. The company is
going to be pretty pissed. Are you cool with sweeping this under
the rug?"

"Sure. Make it disappear. I don't need the
hassles. Tell them 'I fell'."

I laugh.

"I used to tell my teachers that after I got
in a fight with one of my brothers. It's going to be very
nostalgic."

Ted winks at me and I head out. A image of a
man that I never really knew is forming in my mind. I figure that's
something pretty cool given how long we have hated each other.


The Bar

 


HE FINALLY COMES IN TO HAVE A LOOK
AROUND.

"You been avoiding me?" I ask.

He shrugs and hands Carl his business coat.
I note that he's gained some more muscle. It looks good on him.

"Nah, things have been busy. You know I beat
you this month, right?"

"I'm not hearing you. Temporary is
temporary."

He laughs and I do too. The whole crew at
the hotel that I do most of my work out of relax. They thought I
was going to kill him - finish the job after taking a little flesh.
I don't really feel that way anymore. We are still rivals, but
there is no hate in us. That is for the good.

"I came to have a drink. I hear you have
changed the menu a little."

I stroll with him into the small bar that
sits off the lobby. We grab a seat at the counter and I explain
what I did. He looks it over and makes some good suggestions. We
decide to have a few drinks before getting back to work.

"Let's have something stiff," I suggest.

He orders two long whiskeys on ice and I sip
mine after clinking glasses with him.

"The scar looks cool. Are you going to get
it fixed up?"

Ted chuckles.

"Why? It makes me even more popular with the
ladies and my staff don't dare slip up around me. They seem to
think I'm more scary because of it."

"Lucky. My guys are lazy."
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