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GORGEOUS HUNK
EVALUATION

 


The moment that he steps through the
door, I feel a sense of excitement that spreads through me like the
sun on my skin on a particularly sunny day. He has gorgeous
mid-length brown hair that just passes his ears and a top notch
suit of an interminable, yet clearly expensive, brand that tells me
he is possibly a wealthy businessman in for a room, dinner and a
quick trip to the customer's offices or the airport or an
international playboy with men on his mind (not imposing my own
fantasies on him, of course.)

He strides through the luxuriously
decorated lobby of my 5-star hotel with a casual practiced
confidence that says so much, but hints at even more about him.
This is a man that knows he is handsome-powerful-sexual and, being
a man who loves men, I can certainly admire such a quality in this
devilishly handsome gentleman.

My new subordinate immediately engages
the customer in the service process that I have built up from many
years of hard trial and error. This young man is new, handsome,
inexperienced and in need of a guiding hand, but he has potential -
potential that I plan to nurture in him to the point where he
becomes the perfect servant to the customer's every
need.

Fiddling with my hotel supplied black
and bronze rimmed clipboard with the hotel's logo in the center on
the back, I bring forth my gold coated, ludicrously expensive, pen
and tip my sharp silver framed glasses to just the right angle. I
then begin to write with my handwriting flowing gorgeously across
the tanned paper of the evaluation form. Today, it is my job to
ensure that my worker's service levels are above exceptional. This
will be a good test for one such as him, who has not yet squared
off with such a man of luxury, sexuality and sophistication.
Challenge grows character and this truly will be a challenge for
this one.

I watch as they engage in polite
pleasantries and admire the young man's technique. His body
language is open, pleasant, inviting, willing, and compliant. My
worker engages the customer in the embrace of quality service from
the moment that he enters the conversational fray.

Within moments, I note a small smile on
the customer's face. His interest is clearly aroused by my worker's
offering of small talk that goes beyond just small talk for the
briefest of times as the man's credit card details are checked and
rechecked.

As soon as everything is acceptably
sorted, the servicer disengages from the wily arms of the
customer's skillful engagement, setting a more formal tone. This is
the jump off for the final climax of the service experience: the
moment where all of expectation, connection, anticipation and
gentle frustration is released and the customer is sedated through
means of comfortable controlled communication that finalizes the
deal perfectly.

I tense as it begins and know from
experience that If this is handled correctly the customer will feel
welcomed and embraced into the loving arms of quality service and
will enjoy the natural high of having received a good experience.
This is the moment of extraordinary tension that makes or breaks a
service person's career. Here in front of him is a gorgeous
opportunity to please this man. Failure will mean a poor review.
The service person knows this. I know this. This is the ultimate
tipping point, 500 meters down on either side with potential
unemployment on one side and gold star ratings on the
other.

'Show me your skill!' I want to cry as
I watch events unfold, leaning forward and wait for the
result.

It occurs; it finishes; it CLIMAXES!
The moment was gorgeous - a completion beyond perfection - a
service so perfect that, when I see it in its making, production
and final dying seconds, I sigh in the deepest of satisfaction,
knowing that a good deed has been done today in the name of manly
service to this handsome devil of a customer. As the provider of
the place of such a moment, I am filled with pride. As the viewer
of it, I am contented. I am certain both the service man and the
customer feel the same way.

As if summoned by my thoughts, a smile
that speaks of good feelings and strong happiness flows across the
customer's face. It is received with good graces by the service
man, who offers such an ideal remark upon the room that it frames
the quality of what is to become the best service experience of
this gorgeous men's life in a near holy light of perfection. I,
myself, could have done no better.

I rub my hand across my perfectly
shaven cheek and feel my heart racing much too fast in my chest.
Pulling at my white well-pressed shirt, I try to calm myself with
deep breaths and thoughts of what this means for the hotel,
customer, worker and myself. When I witness a gorgeous moment like
this, I always feel that I have been to heaven, seen the angels,
shared a handshake with god and came back with the holy grail of
joy tucked under my arm. This is my level of happiness on seeing my
staff member perform so well under the watchful eyes of a true
service connoisseur.

I place my gold coated pen on the
expensive clipboard and watch with an assumed calm as the hunky man
moves to the elevator with no less than two bellboys providing
supporting service on either side of him. He is surrounded by
beautiful, gorgeous, immaculately dressed young men, who's only
desire is to please and give pleasure through that pleasing. All of
my staff are selected on the basis of this trait and I have made it
one of the key employment characteristics of those that we hire for
my hotel. Nothing but the best will do here.

The young worker looks to me with a
look that is a mixture of nervousness and exhilaration. He will be
wondering how I am viewing this series of wonderful events. There
will be surety in his heart, but also nagging doubt. It is
necessary for me to show him that he has done well today or
otherwise the doubt will eat at him - corrupting him, ruining him,
and ultimately burning away the service flame in him.

I adjust my spectacles and flash him my
brightest grin. He sees my wholehearted satisfaction and, with my
respect earned, he shows me his own joyous smile in return. It is
obvious to all that he is satisfied and is living on the high of
knowing that he has created perfection in less than 60 seconds. It
is a gorgeous feeling for anyone has experienced it before and
addictive in its nature. This is a seduction of the customer that
goes beyond pure seduction to the heart of their needs. When given,
there is no better feeling, apart from a physical seduction, that a
man can experience. It is something I have experienced many times
over myself and look forward to having many times more in the
future.

I watch my worker tying up any loose
ends to do with the service experience. He will probably go home
incredibly happy after his shift finishes. Yet he must realize that
this moment of service is not a one among many situation. There is
great abundance in our line of work. Satisfaction need not be short
lived. We can enjoy hundreds of climaxes a day, if we only learn
how. This knowledge is what liberates a man to chase the seduction
of a customer to completion again and again. It is a lusty
continuation that knows no end. We are its worshippers and it is a
gorgeously generous god.

Looking to the front door of the lobby
with these thoughts in my mind, I think of the joys to come. We
must provide the same quality of service to every man, woman, and
child who steps through our door today and everyday. This is what
it truly means to be a professional in the hotel industry and we
here at my hotel are nothing less than professional.

I scrawl out my final comments on the
evaluation form and slip my pen into the front of my crisp blazing
white dress shirt. This evaluation has been very exciting and
barely hours into the morning. There is so much more to come and I
can barely wait!


MEN WHO LOVE MEN

 


I am debating a topic of
great importance with the head chef when it happens. We are
discussing the needs of our customers and the perfect way to create
a creamy creme
brulee. Thick, creamy, sugar rich in nature
and white and gooey with the slightest hint of yellow to top off
the perfect look. Nothing else will do and it is something that
both I and he can somewhat agree on, if not the ideal size (he is
in favor of a smaller quantity, which is typical of a heterosexual
man such as him, and I prefer mine much larger). This is what we
are discussing when my new worker leaps through the door with a
fearful fast stepping stride.

"Sir, there is a
catastrophe!"

"A Catastrophe? How could such a thing
happen? Are you overreacting or is this honestly the most ideal
word to describe the situation?"

The man stops, thinks and
replies.

"I am certain, sir. Catastrophe is most
certainly the correct word to describe what is waiting out in the
front lobby."

I have seen catastrophes - I have seen
nightmares - yet when I walk out into the lobby, after cruising
through the restaurant and paying extra care to ensure that all are
satisfied and enjoying their meals, I have to admit that what is
waiting is most certainly exactly what is described.

"Is that a transvestite?" I ask,
slightly shocked by the large yet very attractive man wearing what
looks
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