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The day had started like any other.  I turned up at the hotel in the trendy part of Berlin, where I had been manager for the past two weeks.  We had just moved over from the US as my German wife, Katya, was tired of the politics over there and wanted to get back to reality and safety.  I was thirty-two years old, and this was not my first experience managing a hotel.  I had worked my way up the food chain in the Hilton group to become manager of a Hampton Inn back in Colorado.  However, this would be my first time managing something so trendy.

The Timewarp Hotel was billed as an inclusive safe-space for young people to come to party, relax, unwind, and be themselves.  LGBTQ friendly, with a courtyard for people to smoke grass at their heart’s content, and a built-in gay bar in the building next door, this would definitely be an experience for me.

When I was offered the job by the owners of the hotel, Ingrid and Horst, a very rich couple with hotels around the world, I asked them why me specifically.  “It’s quite easy.” Ingrid smiled.  She was in her mid-fifties, heavily made up with long jet black hair, wearing a long black vegan leather skirt, and a lacy black satin blouse.  “We have Diversity Champions in the hotel.  You will meet them as you settle into the role.  Their job is to make sure every need of the guests is catered for, from a diversity perspective.  Safety, happiness, and so on.  But quite honestly, they know nothing about running a hotel, and whilst we make good money, the reviews on the actual functioning of the hotel leave a lot to be desired.”

Horst continued.  “Yes, the hotel is viewed as dirty.  The cleaning staff are completely wrong for this hotel and have sometimes been...erm, judgmental.  Room service is not coordinated, and our booking system is antiquated and honestly, our front desk staff need more discipline.  We need someone who understands what it means to run a hotel, and we believe you are that person.”

I nodded, appreciating not only their honesty, but also their position.  “I understand completely, but at the same time, I am a heterosexual white male.  I hope the staff do not see that as an issue.”

Ingrid smiled.  “If they do, then they are hypocrites.  But I really don’t care what you are darling, just so long as you get the job done.  And who knows, maybe being around such a diverse culture will broaden your horizons.  You never know what you are, until you become it.”

That comment made me a little uncomfortable, but I simply smiled and nodded.  I needed the job, and it paid well.  Katya trained as a therapist in the US, but in Germany she needed to pass a few more exams locally before she could continue her work here.  Which meant I needed to be the breadwinner.  

The past two weeks were enlightening.  The gay bar was huge, with cavernous dark corridors and rooms for people play in.  The restaurant on the ground floor was chic and classy, with excellent food at affordable prices.  The rooms were modern, with lots of red, maybe a little on the “brothel” side for me, but I got what they were going for.  Every room came equipped with condoms and lubricant, which was another interesting one.  

However, I had to admit that the reviews were correct.  The standard of the cleaning was appalling.  The front desk staff spent more time laughing and joking, than actually serving customers, and the customers who were arriving happy, generally left saying, “You get what you pay for I guess.”  In order to keep customers coming back, Horst and Ingrid had had to lower prices.

After learning the ropes and the functions for the two weeks, I decided to put some processes in place.  

For the front desk staff, I spoke to the union responsible for them and highlighted the issues.  At first, the union was very defensive of the staff, without actually knowing them.  However, as I began highlighting what I wanted to do, it became clearer to them.

“If they follow my incentive plan and work to it, they will actually come home with a lot more money, for simply doing what they should have been doing all along.” I explained.  The incentive plan was built on the idea that I would lower the base salary of the staff and move a portion to flex.  They would receive 100% of flex per month, if they met a customer satisfaction and sales quota.  They would lose flex based on a drop in satisfaction.  However, for highly positive reviews, they would receive two times flex.  

In the end, the union representatives realized it was just eight members of staff in one hotel, and honestly, it did not matter that much to them.  They approved the changes, and then I presented them to the staff.  To say the staff were unhappy about the changes would have been an understatement, but they had little say in the matter, and given that they realized they would not have it much better anywhere else, had to accept.  It meant they would need to work harder.

Of course, changing the incentive structure was not the only change I introduced.  I increased their free time, introduced a benefits program, and also introduced teambuilding plans, which they thoroughly enjoyed.  They quickly came to realise that actually working came with perks.  Productivity and customer satisfaction began to improve quickly.

Next was the bigger problem.  The cleaning staff.

The cleaning staff was provided by an off-site company.  Essentially, all the staff were workers from immigrant backgrounds, which was all fine and normal.  However, the workers themselves were from predominantly repressed ultra-religious backgrounds, and not only did they disapprove of what went on in the hotel, they felt as if the sourcing company was deliberately exposing them to evil.  I came to realise that it made very little sense to continue to use the company, who was not only expensive, but did not actually care about the issues the staff faced.

I decided to begin replacing the cleaning team with in-house staff, which meant interviewing and sourcing.  This meant placing advertisements online and in newspapers.  However, just an advert looking for cleaning staff was not enough.  It needed to highlight the diversity of the hotel.

A week after the advert ran everywhere, we began to receive a trickle of staff applications.  Most were ill-eligible for the job.

“I really don’t know what to do.” I told Katya whilst we were in bed. “This staff is killing us, and the job market is saturated right now.”

Katya put the book she was studying down on her lap and looked over at me, pulling her shoulder length brown her away from her face.  I could not help but marvel at her sharp features, the dark brown, almost black eyes, the high cheekbones, and the sharp nose and thin lips which most would find unattractive, but on her, just worked.  When they started dating, my mate Rick managed to get himself blindingly drunk and blurted out, “You look like a sexy SS soldier, like the women from that show on BBC America...  what’s it called?”

“Allo, Allo.” Katya said, frowning a little.  “I don’t know whether I should be insulted or honoured, but referring to me as a member of the SS, just because I’m German is quite bad, you know?” 

Rick, who really was very drunk, said, “Nah, it’s the whole sexy but evil thing, right?”

“Right.” Katya simply laughed, rolling her eyes.

Rick was, of course, right.  Picture any cliché movie or TV show where there was a world war two honeytrap, who turned out to be some evil SS woman, she would look like Katya, which Katya freely admitted was true. That being said, I had only ever seen Katya as a kind, soft spoken woman, with a good heart.  Well, except when we argued; then her voice became deep, loud, and sharp, especially when she switched to German to insult me.

“I think it’s time to make some tough choices.” Katya replied to me.  “The hotel is an alternative destination, maybe you need to use alternative websites.”

“Like?”

“Transgender websites, gay community, BDSM community, really anywhere where you feel you will find what you need.”

“Hmm,” I mused.  “That’s a good idea.”

The next day, my head of housekeeping, Jana, and I began posting adverts in all the different places, across mainland Europe, looking for skilled housekeeping staff for a diverse hotel.  Within minutes, we began receiving applications, from all sorts, many with genuine skills, and not asking for much in the way of wages, especially from Eastern Europe.

By the end of the month, we had completely replaced the cleaning company, with our own in-house staff of cleaners, and room-service care.  The staff of thirty, consisted of gay males from all over Europe, simply looking for a job, lesbian women who needed a place to feel safe, or transgender men and women.  Two were what I learned to be called, sissies, placed in the job by their Mistresses.  It turned out that they were fairly well-off men, who did not need to work, and lived full-time with a dominatrix, who sent them off to do this work.  They even offered to wear their own maid uniforms, which I assured them was not needed.  My concern about them was that they would not be thorough enough or even take the job seriously, however, I soon discovered that they were the best out of everyone, as they did not want to disappoint their Mistresses or lose the opportunity to do such a humiliating role.  

Within the next month, I became so convinced by the sissies, that I hired three more to work as wait staff in the roof-top bar, and another three to work as room service staff.
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