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AUNTIE SOPHIE WANTS A
WORD

 


Kind sir, kind madam, will
you spare me a moment of your time?

 


This time around I bring you another
kinky offering and this time I will make you some
promises:

One, a sexy French maid newly employed
at a hotel that only caters to those who can afford to rent one of
their incredibly expensive rooms for no less than a full
year.

Two, a handsome Swedish
multimillionaire who is a perfect example of his ancestry with
gorgeous blond hair, superior tallness and a muscular frame that
makes any woman he passes stop and stare.

Three, some competition in the form of
a devilishly wealthy temptress of German descent with incredible
wealth and a cunning mind when it comes to capturing the hearts of
men.

Finally, a nasty American manager who has never seen a
woman that he didn’t want to devour sexually to the point where
they begged for mercy from whatever god they worship.

This book also contains some kinky surprises that you won’t
see coming. A story of betrayals, competition, kink and, perhaps,
of love. ‘To the winner goes the spoils’ as they say. Who will be
that winner? Read on, kind friends, and find out!

 


With great love and
affection,

 


Your Auntie Sophie


THE KINKY MANAGER
WATCHES

 


Ah, yes, there she is. The new maid is
hot. I can feel my body growing in strength and size just looking
at her. The way her long gorgeous legs swish past one another to
press one pin heel after the other to the marble floor of the lobby
arouses a fire in me. I feel my eyes slowly widen as the clacking
sound of her shiny jet black high heels comes closer and
closer.

“Hello, Ma’am. Welcome to The Western-Bricklark Hotel. How
may I help you?”

I shift my office chair forward and
stare even more closely at the image from the camera feed being
played out on the monitor in front of me. Bazzle the receptionist
does not interest me. He is boring - asexual and male - and because
of this I despise him. The gorgeous new maid has all of my
attention.

She speaks and I lick my lips. What did
she say? The camera and its microphone are too far away from the
reception desk. It was quiet. Too quiet for me to hear clearly. I
stir from the chair and I stand in a forwards squat with my face
only inches from the screen. The security guard who manages the
close circuit camera system for the entire hotel looks
uncomfortable. I look back at him quivering in the corner and
thrust my ass towards him. This has his face turn a dark red and I
am pleased. This foolish man is wondering if I am some kind of
homosexual. More the fool to him because I am a red blooded
American male. All I see are women. His quasi-homosexuality - as
that is all he could be with how he quivers - disgusts me like
Bazzle disgusts me. I would not even double dip with him if the
woman involved were passable.

“Why can I not hear her?” I growl at the monitor.

There is
a sound behind me, but I ignore it. I believe the idiot spoke. I
have no time for people like him. I silence him with a hand and
fiddle with the switch board. The camera zooms in. I mutter “yes,
yes, yes, this is good” and run my fingers over my lips. Such a
gorgeous face this French whore has. Her eyes are blue, her nose is
sharp, her cheeks are passably defined and her hair is long,
straight and blond. I have seen her picture in the file that the
human resources people sent me via email from our HQ in Madrid, but
to see her live is more sexual and arousing.

I bring my hips forward and stare down
at the screen. My cock is solid and I gently rub it against the
desk that holds the controls to the security system. I can easily
imagine what she is saying. It is something like this:

Frenchie:
“I was told to come to the main reception. The man on the phone
with the deep, powerful sexy voice said to meet him
here.”

Bazzle:
“Ma’am, who are you talking about? Could it be the
manager?”

Frenchie:
“Is he American and very sexy?”

Bazzle:
“I am asexual and so I cannot speak on his sexiness, although I
admit that he turns me on a little and I will never have him
because he is not gay, but he is American, yes.”

Frenchie:
“I wish to meet him immediately. I want to feel the closeness of
that sexy man and perhaps get down on my knees and suck his fat
cock.”

Bazzle:
“Ma’am, I would gladly film that for the manager’s
pleasure.”

The woman looks around and then points
to the right. The scene is broken and I sigh. That asexual
homosexual has directed the woman to the staff entrance. I feel a
sense of hopelessness and loss when she leaves the view of the
camera and passes across onto the far screen and then down the
hallway toward the staff reception.

I pick up the phone and hit
#10.

“Bazzle, It is I. I require you in my office in 10 minutes.
Get Bonny to cover for you.”

“But she’s on lunch.”

“It doesn’t matter. She can eat later. This is
important.”

I see Bazzle cover the phone and sigh
as he always does when my demands are too masculine for
him.

“Okay,” the man says. “Can you tell me what it is
about?”

“Just hurry,” I tell him. “All will be explained
shortly.”

Little does that asexual know, but I
will be grilling him on every single detail of the new French maid.
By the end, he will be sweating like back in the day when his
grandmother slapped him with a wooden spoon several times for
eating some of her cake mix. I grin evilly as I remember this
detail. There is nothing I do not know about my staff and soon I
will know a little more about the kinky whore named Fleur
Faille.


STRAIGHT FROM
PARIS

 


“My name is Fleur Faille and I have come straight from Paris to
work here as a maid.”

“Could you say that name again, miss? The system isn’t
showing you on the staff list.”

I lean
over the counter and take a pen from the round container on the
guard’s desk. He gives me a piece of paper and I write my name
out.

“There are two small Ls in my last name. It is hard to spell
for those who are not French.”

“Oh, I see,” he says. There is some typing and I wait
patiently with my hand placed elegantly on the extended handle of
my small wheeled luggage sitting next to me. The guard makes an
‘oh...’ sound and looks up. “There is a note that you must go see
the manager when you arrive on your file.”

“Okay. Thank you for letting me know. What do you think it
is about?”

The aging black man flicks his cap and
looks around. We are completely alone, but he is clearly taking no
chances.

“The manager here is a bit of a pervert. He shows all the
new maids and receptionists around the staff housing.” The man
looks to the camera in the corner of the open space. “Be careful
what you say and where. He’s always watching and
listening.”

He slides
back in his chair and grabs a tag with STAFF written on it. He
hands me this and gives me directions to the manager’s office. We
say no more about what was said quietly before. I leave with a mild
sense of concern pulsating through me. In Paris I was a model. My
success was moderate and somewhat lasting and because of that I met
many powerful men. They all tried their best to have me, but none
did. This manager will try his luck and fail. If he can’t live with
that and causes problems then I will return to Paris and continue
as normal. I’m only here for the money, which is substantial, and
to take a break in the gorgeous mountain wilderness of Austria.
This man has no power over me. I will be fine.


TRUE PERVERSION

 


“Bazzle, there must be more,” I growl in frustration as I
grind my palms into my desk and stare down at him in the small
office chair that I sometimes allow my staff to sit in when I have
matters of importance like this to discuss.

“That was all,” he says.

I note how he is leaning right back. If I were a fire
breathing dragon - a good personification of my magnificence at
this moment - then he would be a wizard or magician of some kind (a
knight would be far too kind a description of wheezily, tiny Bazzle
‘asexual’ Brightwight) and he would be leaning far back to avoid
the intensity of the flames gushing from my mouth.

“That cannot be all.”

I slap both hands down on the hard
wood of my desk and slump back into my large leather seat with my
name printed across the front to let everyone know exactly whose
chair this is.

“This is somewhat disheartening.”

Bazzle says nothing. I start slowly rocking back and forth
with my fingers bridged and my eyes on the three monitors connected
to the wall. Fleur Faille is sitting with one gorgeous leg thrown over
the other. Her black dress hangs high on her thighs and only a
gentle tug would be enough to further reveal the sexy round of her
well formed thighs. My eyes twist a little around the edges and
feel like solid blocks of hot coal as I focus all of my attention
between her legs. If she would only uncross and recross her legs
just once then I would have a glance of her undoubtably quite kinky
underwear.

My
fingers take the remote for the waiting room camera and I twist the
big dial in the middle slowly around. I have been uncautious before
and caught by my female employees. The whirring sound of the camera
zooming in is often a little loud if one isn’t quite careful when
utilizing it. My skill has grown, but, still, I must be careful. To
be caught right now would sour the relationship that I aim to grow
with Ms. Sexy Faille.

“Ah, Sir...”

I snap my eyes to Bazzle.

“What?” I demand. This fool broke my concentration. I look
back to the screen and see the new maid staring up at the camera.
This irritates me and I grit my teeth and stand to pace around the
room as Bazzle draws up all of his courage to say whatever it is
that he wishes to say.

“May I go now? Bonny will be waiting.”

I stop dead still behind
him.

“Are you flirting with that woman, Mr.
Brightwight?”

“Sorry?”

I grab the back of his chair and lean
in.

“You can tell me if it is true. The hotel might not allow
for flirtations, but I am understanding. Are you doing anything -
perhaps something carnal in nature - with young Bonny?”

Bazzle stutters.

“No, Sir. I wouldn’t do that. It’s against the
rules.”

“Pity,” I whisper under my breath with just enough volume to
be heard.

“I think you should go, Bazzle. The new recruit is waiting
and they look anxious to get settled in.” I pause behind my desk
and stare at Bazzle. “You will tell me if anything happens with
Bonny, won’t you? I would hate to be out of the loop on something
that important.”

The man stares at me as if I am mad and
I smile politely in return.

“There is nothing going on between myself and Ms.
Bodin.”

“Sure,” I say.

Walking around the large desk, I turn
his chair towards me with a little push and stare down at
him.

“Yet, you will tell me regardless.”

This time my voice is ice cold. Bazzle
looks like someone has taken a vacuum cleaner and pressed it to the
back of his eyeballs. If he could sink into the floor and disappear
at this moment then I think he would try.

“You may leave now, Bazzle. I have important things to
attend to.”

He stands and I reach out and adjust
the collar of his jacket.

“You did a very good job today, my friend. This month’s
performance bonus will contain a substantial gift.”

I slap
him on the shoulder and he walks off. The fool thinks that the 500
euros that I will add (a modest sum considering his salary) is
enough to put up with my constant harassment. Little does he know
that The Western-Bricklark Hotel makes such massive sums of money
that we have a surplus as big as the total revenue of most moderate
sized companies. If anything - as HR has consistently noted in
their reports on my performance - I am underpaying the fool. If
only they knew about the ‘extra’ bonuses that I have been skimming
into the pay checks of certain compliant female staff members. Then
those numbers might be more well balanced.

“Send in the new maid,” I say after pushing the red button
on the intercom that links to my second in charge’s
office.

“At once,” comes crisply through the intercom in
reply.

I watch
as Carlos Amor exits his office and walks over to where Fleur is
sitting. The zoom is enough to see the woman’s surprise clearly
played out on her face. Several years ago I purposefully headhunted
Carlos from another very prestigious hotel. The company was quick
to congratulate me on both an excellent acquisition and in
increasing the diversity of our mostly white heterosexual
staff.

Carlos
assists her in standing. If I had to describe the man, I would say
he is the ‘perfect faggot’. My distaste for gays is quite strong,
but it is not because of their sexuality. To a red blooded American
male like myself it makes no sense to desire another man’s butt
when there are ample female butts around to be enjoyed. Carlos is
stunningly handsome in a very feminine way. His mannerisms, voice
and appearance scream homosexual. That man right there knows
exactly what I am and is completely aware that he is cover for some
of my more questionable staffing decisions. One gay man is enough
cover for the 75% female workforce at the hotel. That’s why I pay
him the big bucks and also why I help him in his hobby: Fooling
with straight men. It is win-win, as they say. Carlos Amor is my
perfect second in charge.

The door
opens and I stand behind the desk. Internally I am on fire with
excitement. It feels like my legs are prepped to sprint. Every
muscle in my large body is bulging with need. I feel 10 times
bigger than normal. I’m so on edge that I could charge forward and
take what I desire. I’d be like a bull running the streets, but no
normal bull. No, I would be the god of all bulls and I would charge
down all to trample and devastate all those that caught my eye. My
hunger would be unending and people would speak of me in whispers
from the day of my charge until the end of days.

“Manager, this is Fleur Faille. She will be joining the
house keeping unit from tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Carlos. I appreciate the
introduction.”

I gesture for the gorgeous woman to
take the seat that Bazzle recently occupied and nod to my second in
charge.

Fleur struts to her seat. I can see in
her eyes the passionate fire of restraint and denial. The security
guard did as he was told it would seem and informed her - like so
many others - of my perverted nature. She has preconceived notions
about me. This is good. I will now break them and confuse her
greatly.

“Ms. Faille, I would like to thank you for taking the time
to speak to me. I know you have travelled far to get here and must
be eager to rest. How was your trip from Paris?”

“It was fine,” she says as she seats herself with one leg
over the other.

So much skin is revealed. I keep my
face straight, but inwardly my thighs are pumping with blood and I
feel like I want to leap onto the desk and expose
myself.

“I see. That is good to hear. I used to live in Paris when I
was young. It was a good city for me at that age.”

I sit
down, lean back and bridge my fingers as I have a tendency to do.
My elbows grind into the arm rests and I glance at the cameras to
check that Carlos isn’t listening at the door again. That man does
love these first meetings. It amuses him greatly when I play the
good manager.

“You will be a part of the house keeping unit from tomorrow.
Have your duties been explained to you?”

“Yes, Mary was very clear.”

“I see. Well, I would like to add a few more things that
Mary from Madrid HQ might not have mentioned.”

I tap my fingers together.

“It is very important that we provide a good impression to
the customer.” I glance at her legs and squeeze my brows together.
“Inappropriate amounts of flesh shown should be
avoided.”

Her eyes travel down to her sexy
thighs.

“I understand.”

“Also, as you know, our most upper class guests pay for
their rooms for up to one year. We have 200 rooms in the hotel at
this point. Approximately 100 of those are premium rooms and the
remainder are by the year. Regardless of which of these a customer
is staying in, you must provide adequate service and do anything
they ask.”

Her sexy brown eyebrow rises. I smile
politely and put out a hand.

“Please do not understand that inappropriately. I only mean
that we aim to provide any service - within reason - that the
customer might require. It is very important that you learn to
anticipate a customer’s needs and fulfill them.”

I stand and gesture for her to do the
same.

“Let us walk to the women’s dorm. I will fill you in on more
of the hotel’s policy as we go.”

She walks in front of me to the door
and opens it. My hands form fists and I shake them loose. That ass
of hers is wide for a French woman. Usually the models that they
send are square of rear as is the French body shape for those of
femininity. This one has rounded cheeks and a trim waist. It
reminds me of the quality women I used to fuck as it pleased me
back in The States. I pass by her and walk into the small lobby.
She has to slide to the side a little as my size is too big for the
doorway when I am like this.

Carlos is
leaning against the door frame of his office when we pass. I can
see that he has been listening again and has a small grin on his
face that he should really try to hide if he doesn’t want to ruin
the game.

“I have sent Ms. Faille’s luggage to her dorm room,” he
states.

“Thank you, Carlos,” I say. “I will escort her to her room
and return in several minutes.”

“Of course.”

He strolls away, but I can see that he
is enjoying the events unfolding in front of him. Carlos knows the
game and knows exactly how I will play things out from here. It
excites me to have such a well informed faggot in my office. If
only Brazzle would take some notes, he might become useful after a
time if so.

“This way,” I state.

I gently
press my finger tips to her exposed shoulder and guide her from the
waiting area outside of my office towards the curved hallway that
runs along the rear of the hotel in a half moon shape. My eyes
briefly trail over my reflection in the glass. I am bulging with
desire. This French woman is shorter than me by only an inch or
two. When she turns her eyes towards the light forest that rims the
rear of the hotel and spreads up the mountain where the hotel is
situated, I run my eyes down her lean back to that wide buttocks of
hers. They are no bigger than any other normal woman’s buttocks,
but the way they curve out from her lean waist makes them seem
proportionately huge. My mind graces me with an image of her bent
over on all fours as I spank her violently. That ass of hers
spreads out wide and thick. I lick my lips and smile politely when
she turns her gaze back to me.

“I understand you modeled?” I say as we near the
dorms.

“I am on hiatus.”

“Of course.”

The
woman’s dorm is behind a very regular looking door with a sign on
it that says ‘staff’. I open it for her and she slides past. On the
other side there is no one about in the long plain looking hallway
with 30 doors spaced close together on either side. We walk down
the hallway towards her room - number 22. A door opens on the way
and Ms. Watson steps out. She looks to me and the new worker and
immediately exclaims “Manager!” in a scandalized
fashion.

I chuckle
and stare at her strongly enough that the junior chef’s knees
quiver a little.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” I say. My face has a wide grin on
it. I point to the new maid. “I am escorting Ms. Faille to her new
room.”

Young Watson gives Frenchie an envious
look.

“The dorm is for women only,” she says in a way that tells
me she is feeling a little jealous.

“Oh, really? I always forget. Will you let me in this
time?”

My little British lover blushes and
fidgets about.

“Only this once, Manager.”

I nod and
point to Ms. Faille’s room.

“Please let me ensure that Ms. Faille is settled in and then
I will leave promptly.”

Watson is
having a hard time keeping her feelings off her face. She makes a
unpleased sound and says, “You don’t have to leave so
quickly.”

“Of course,” I say once more.

Gesturing for the sexy French maid to
continue down the hallway, I follow along with only a single
aroused look at the buxom chef.

We come to the door and I pull out a
set of keys. I hand them to her and she opens the door.

“This is your new home,” I say as the door opens.

The dorm
is small and has two bunk beds. I have assigned her to Bonny’s room
and she has left her panties lying on the floor. For a moment I am
lost in wondering if Bazzle is
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