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         John headed out to the carport. It was a cool morning in early spring. A clear, sunny sky, with an unyielding cold wind blowing. He was wearing a pair of warm, dark trousers and a short black leather jacket. He climbed into the black Opel. He had to run a few errands in town, on his day off. He enjoyed the trip through the residential areas to the main road. Then he joined the traffic heading into town. He stopped at a red light in the first of countless intersections. In his side-view mirror, he saw a guy wearing a white suit, riding a small moped on the bicycle lane. When he reached John, he swerved right. 


He must have been in a hurry, John thought, since he drove past the red light. But then the guy made a U-turn across the street, back to the other side of the traffic light and right into the city. That was a weird way of driving, John thought, as he passed the white-clad man a little further along the bicycle lane.


Then he came to another traffic light. It was just turning red when John approached it. When he stopped, he saw in the side view mirror that the moped rider was coming closer. Maybe he'd made a mistake before? But no, when he reached the red light, he quickly swerved right, turned back towards the intersection and right again, towards the city. John drove forward and passed him once again, and soon after he came to another traffic light. This time it was green, so he drove ahead. On the way up the hill, he saw in the rearview mirror that the light had now turned red and that the white-dressed guy disappeared to the right, then came around again and continued toward the city.


A little further on there was a bus stop. John was so irritated by the careless driver that he pulled over at the bus stop and waited. When the guy came up the hill, he stepped out of the car and into the bike lane, stretched out his arm and stopped him. John said: “I’ve seen you at the last three traffic lights, and every time you’ve gone through the red light. Tell me, don’t you need a driver’s license to drive this vehicle of yours?”


The guy in the white suit, at whom John was now staring strictly, was young and had dark hair. He looked uneasily at John while he fumbled to open the zipper on his suit. He managed to pull out a card. He handed it to John. The strong wind just about blew it out of his hand. John said: “Park the moped and let’s get in the car, where there is shelter.”


Holding the card in his hand, he got into the car while the boy propped the moped up against a lamppost and then approached the open car door. "So your name is Henrik, and you've just turned 18 this year," John said, glancing at the card. At the same time, he'd fetched a little notepad and was writing everything down. It could come in handy to have the boy's name and address. Henrik looked quite uncomfortable. "Am I getting a ticket?" He asked.


John considered his question for a second. It’s not up to me to decide, but a report for driving through three red lights doesn’t usually come for free.”

Henrik’s cheeks were now blushed, which somewhat suited him. He asked: “How much am I going to have to pay?”

“I don’t know that,” John answered. “It depends on your income, but the minimum would probably be 400 kroner.”

Henrik's face scrunched up as he said in an uncertain voice: "That's a lot of money. I'm in high school, and I don't have that much money."


John looked at him. The pretty face now had more colour in it, and those big brown puppy eyes stood out. “Yeah, it can be troublesome when you’re low on money, but you can’t just drive as crazily as you just did and not pay for it.”

Henrik looked extremely guilty. He squirmed in his seat and nodded weakly in acknowledgement.


“It’s no different than when I was young too. At that time, you’d sometimes be allowed to choose between a fine and a proper spanking.”

After sitting in silence for a while, Henrik said, almost reluctantly, as he looked at John: “If there were still those options today, I’d have chosen the latter.”


A million thoughts rushed through John’s head. His errands could just as well be postponed. In what shape was his house? Then he said: “If you are so sure, and it will remain between us, you can go out and lock your moped. Then we’ll drive home to my place to enforce the punishment.” Henrik gave him a little smile, his eyes slightly misty, then he climbed out of the car, locked the moped to the lamppost and rushed back.


On the drive home, John took all the winding side roads. He parked in the carport, unlocked the main door and gestured Henrik to go inside. “You can hang your suit up here in the hall.” Meanwhile, he slipped into the living room and retrieved a long cane from a plant composition.


Henrik had taken off his suit and stood there in the living room – a handsome young man, slender, wearing tight skinny trousers.

John took his hand and led him into the bedroom, where he locked the door and patted the bed with his hand.

Henrik looked uncertain around and asked: “So what?”

John pointed towards the bed with the cane: “You shall kneel there.”

Henrik got into position. “No, you won’t get away that easy. You must take off your trousers.”


The boy looked at John and saw that he was completely serious. So he opened the zipper on his tight jeans, sat on the edge of the bed and pulled them off. His underwear almost followed the trousers. He pulled it up again. John looked in wonder at his fit body and his large, soft bulge. "Do you play sports?" He asked.


“Yes, I play handball in the first division.”


Henrik seemed to have relaxed a bit. “You can keep your underwear on, but get on your knees,” said John, who wasn’t feeling so relaxed anymore. Especially not when he saw Henrik there on his knees, with lovely, round buttocks on the edge of the bed.

Henrik glanced at John as he raised the cane. A swish in the air and a bang as it hit his backside. “Ouch, what the hell!” Henrik cried.

“It’s a punishment, so it’s supposed to hurt,” was the answer.


The cane whooshed through the air again and slapped his butt as he groaned. John could see that the bulge in Henrik’s underpants was growing, and his own trousers were beginning to get tight on his crotch. The cane landed for the third time with a slam. John made sure to hit the exact same spot every time.

Henrik now had an evident hard-on that pulled his underpants up in a triangle. He tried to get up. 

“No,” said John, “your treatment is not over.”


He fetched a tub of moisturiser from the shelf, grabbed the boy's underpants and pulled them down. Those gorgeous, pale round buttocks had three clear red stripes running across them. The tight underpants had a hard time being pulled over his tender spot, so Henrik helped out. He pulled them free from his stiff obstacle and at the same time, revealed a beautiful, hard cock that bounced up against his stomach. John put some lotion on his fingers and let it slide over the red stripes. He could tell that Henrik was enjoying it.


His own hard-on was now completely ready and wanted to get out. With his left hand he fumbled with his zipper so that his trousers and underpants slid to the ground. He continued rubbing the cooling lotion over the stripes, but he let his fingers slide along the crack and into the hole between the white butt cheeks again. Henrik made a few sounds of pleasure. He slowly pulled his finger out of the hole, moistened it some more, and pushed further inside. He saw that Henrik had one hand around his stiff cock and he leaned a bit forward so that his own cock lay in the crack between his butt cheeks. John still had some lotion on his fingers. He now rubbed it on the tip of his hard cock until it shone.


Henrik's hand had begun to move up and down, and John grabbed his buttocks and carefully parted them. When the lovely hole appeared, he aimed his thick manhood towards the goal and stood completely still, with his eyes closed, for a few seconds. Then it felt as if Henrik was pushing against him because suddenly, he felt a new warmth embracing his cock. He put his arms around the young man's hips. Henrik spread his legs as far as possible so that John could reach all the way in. John moved forward and backward in time with Henrik's rhythm, which was speeding up. After a while, he noticed that his legs were beginning to shake. His lower body was no longer listening to him. It was running its own race at a furious pace.


Henrik cried: “Come now, come now!” The room spun around him as John released his whole contents into Henrik, who was shaking like a leaf, as they both fell over to the side of the bed.

When John had caught his breath, he stood up and looked at Henrik, who was lying there smiling next to a large, revealing stain on the bedsheet.

John said: “Now you’ve gotten a proper spanking as your punishment.”

They got dressed, got in the car and drove back to the moped.

When Henrik got out of the car, John left him with a few words for the road: “Make sure you drive properly from now on, or you’ll be punished.”


A couple of weeks later, John was sitting in his armchair, focused on planning next week's meetings with the firm's customers. The phone rang in the distance, and he heard his wife shout: "John, it's for you. It's a guy who says he's driven through a red light."
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