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Carl could remember when Miami wasn’t like this. The streets filled with
people from all over the world speaking a half a dozen different
languages; the hot sun beating down on his now shaved bald head
harder than it used to thanks to his hair deserting him a few years
back; the newer, fancy buildings made with many more glass windows
than the older, less curved buildings were getting taller and
taller until some provided either comfortable shade or a death ray
like reflection of the sun depending on the angle and time of day.
So much had changed, but with that change it had all become so...
boring.

Boring? It was a good way to describe
how he felt about it and also his life.

Carl took a big breath of Miami’s hot summer air and let it
out in a long tortured sighed. He’d lived in Miami since 1974. His
mind could still conjure up the then unfamiliar smell of petrol
fumes when he stepped out from the long haul bus from the sticks of
Texas into the bustling metropolis that felt so much more rough and
ghetto than the gentry of today had made it. Back then people had
stared. His cowboy boots and black leather vest with ripped blue
jeans and his huge muscular frame lacked only one thing to say he
might have been a red neck and that was a cowboy hat.

Those had been discarded, but he still
wore the boots.

The hard leather soles of those boots clapped off the dull
gray concrete stairs of the wide outdoor stairway that lead up the
three floors he’d need to transverse in the old yellow concrete
apartment block to get where he was going. He glanced over the thin
metal railing and saw three tenants sitting next to the pool. They
were 20 something, 2 men and 1 woman and probably in college given
their age and cheap clothing. He squinted a little as his eyes were
what they used to be and examined the two men’s faces noted they
were not the ones that he was looking for.

Continuing his climb with a grunt and
a slap of his muscular thigh, he passed an old man with a flashy
gold-blue cane that would have been more suited to a pimp and had
to twist side ways for him to pass as his bulk made anything else
impossible. On the third floor he started his walk down the line of
steel doors of the different apartments which people owned or
rented in, but mostly rented due to the budget nature of these
kinds of places and how far this apartment block was from anywhere
worth living near in Miami, and stopped outside the door with a
small black panel with the numbers 314 handwritten in white paint
as the printing that used to be there had faded away.

Carl took a very long breath through his nose. He didn’t
want to do this today. First, he was bored. Second, he was tired.
Finally, he knew what was waiting.

The last of them was the worst. These bastards were the
worst of the worst and he was strict about doing his job, even when
he really didn’t want to do it.

Taking his fist, he banged hard on the
door six times.

“Get to the door,” he bellowed.

Inside the electronic music stopped
and he could hear the sounds of feet scrapping.

He banged six more times and waited.
The impression he was trying to put off was of some kind of gang
member come to collect his shit. Funnily enough that was pretty
close, except his gang was the government and their shit was the
taxes these idiots owed and they owed a lot of it.

Their was a slight darkening of the peep hole and Carl
leaned in close to scrawl into the small hole. He knew that with
his dark black untucked dress shirt and messy close fit black jeans
and, of course, the dark leather boots that he must look super
intimidating when considering that he was wider and taller than 90%
of the local population, who were admittedly pretty short to begin
with. Normally he wore a printed Hawaiian shirt and surf shorts
(still with the boots) when he was chilling out after a stressful
day down at the local dive bar that he shared a few with the other
white collar workers whose jobs might as well have been blue
collar. Sometimes his friends from the police station would come.
Other times he’d hang with lawyers or business men or people trying
to make a buck in a system that taxed everyone but the very wealthy
to the hilt. He liked to think of himself as an articulate man of
culture, but right now he was being the exact opposite and that
amused and saddened him.

“Open the fuck up!” he yelled with spittle flying from his
lips and coating his dark black goatee and some of the
door.

There was a hasty clicking of locks and the door cracked
open. Carl had already pulled out the paperback he kept for the
exact purpose of making sure the people inside couldn’t change
their mind when they got a good look at him from his back pocket
and shoved it in the groove between the door and its
frame.

“Where’s our money?” he growled.

There was a yelp and whoever was
behind the door backed away a few steps.

“Don’t you run,” Carl called. “I’ll kick this damn door in
if you don’t open it in 10 fucking seconds.”

Of course, he couldn’t actually kick the door in. It was
made of steel and the chain was solid link. They’d have a door
stopper to stop this kind of thing pretty as well. People like this
got all kinds of visitors in his experience and they knew how to
make it hard to get inside.

“Who... ah... do you work for?”

“Someone who is pretty pissed at you,” Carl
replied.

The young male was quiet. Carl
waited.

“No guns?”

The big man laughed.

“Nope. Now, let me in so we can sort this out.”

There was some discussion between what
sounded like another male occupant. Carl waited.

“Okay. Hold on.”

A little shuffling at the base of the
door told Carl that there had in fact really been a door stopper in
place. The chain was lifted and the door opened.

Carl smiled when he saw the room inside. This was EXACTLY
what he’d thought he’d find when he went over their power, phone
and rented items back at the office for this one bedroom
apartment.

“Carl Folks, Tax Officer.”

Their faces fell. The two of them must
have been 20, barely kids really, and were okay looking. They
probably would have preferred one of the local gang members trying
to exhort money from them than his visit, but that was just how
things worked.

“I’m here to collect the $15000 you owe from last year’s tax
adjustment. Do you have it on hand?”

“Ah... Let me get Jake.”

The short one, who had a pretty sex ass in those high end
tracksuit pants of his, walked past the bundles of computer
equipment piled up next to a big desk were two monitors and an
expensive camera and microphone set up were streaming the contents
of the room to what was a hefty number of viewers by the huge
counter visible on the bottom of one of the screens. Carl could see
they’d been playing some kind of video game, but he didn’t know
much about those kinds of things as he preferred more physical
hobbies. The short man walked into the neighboring room and there
was some muffled conversation.

“Jake says you can have it tomorrow,” the young man peeked
his head out from the doorway and said a few moments
later.

Carl gave him a look. He’d heard that promise a million
times before and it never resulted in anything good.

“I see. Well, I’m going to have to talk to this Jake and
sort things out then.”

The other man, who was also short, but with classic young
guy features and blond surfer hair, tried to put a hand on Carl’s
chest and force him to stay in the hallway. The big man stopped.
Normally they weren’t anywhere near ballsy enough to try and
restrain him given his size and appearance. He raised an
eyebrow.

“Jake is, uh, streaming.”

“Well, he’ll have to stop.”

It wasn’t hard to push the little guy out of the way with
one muscular shoulder. This one’s body was small and well muscled
and sexy in that way that young guys bodies are. Carl secretly
enjoyed the contact and strode into the only other room of the
apartment to stop in shocked silence at the door on seeing what was
going on inside.

“Oh...” escaped his mouth, but nothing else would be said
after that for a long while.

There was a very handsome man leaned far back in a gaming
chair in front of two wide monitors with a high quality camera
posed on a stand over top and no less than three microphones
pointed in his direction. His dyed blond hair was thrown to the
left over his brow and he had the most immaculate features. The
man’s lips were open in a wild expression and his blue eyes were
locked on the screen. Carl took this in as well as the trim, lean
body with tattoos scattered here and there and the fact that his
cock was out and harder than he’d ever seen a man get. You could
see every single vein popping out on the shaft in the well lit room
and he had no pubic hair, which made his cock look far longer than
it would have with it.

“I said he was busy,” the short surfer guy said almost
apologetically.

Carl heard him. He heard him, but couldn’t take his eyes of
Jake.

The mid-20s man glanced at him only
once before turning his eyes back to the screen.

“Do you like it when I stroke it like that?”

There was a small dark box that was clearly some kind of
chat panel. White text that was too small for Carl to read
appeared. On the monitor was Jake stroking his cock in long strokes
and it was slowly becoming slick from the man’s precum.

Jake ran his hand down the length of
his shaft and then up to circle in a long, round stroke on the tip
of his cock. He groaned a little more loudly than needed and
squinted his eyes in ecstasy as he withdrew his hand from the tip
and ran the fingers down his erect shaft to tickle and circle his
full, hairless balls.

“You want that?” Jake said suddenly.

He stood and turned around. His hands
were on the arm rests of the chair and he presented his butt to the
camera and looked back and smiled cheekily.

“Open?”

Both hands came back and he spread it
just a little then let his buttocks fall back together. The young
man turned and grinned.

“If you want to see the hole then you know what to
do.”

There was a loud ‘ching’ sound and an animation where coins
were thrown at the image of Jake with one hand on his left ass
cheek and the other on the arm rest appeared.

“Thank you,” Jake said. “You won’t regret that.”

He bent really low so that his head was touching the seat
and widened his stance a little with his ass directed straight at
the camera. Both hands spread his cheeks and Carl gulped when he
saw the man’s plush little asshole displayed
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