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Cornertime Confidential
I knew how she felt. I apologized for my intrusion and felt uncomfortable in my own right. Her mother came angrily in. And then she cautioned her
daughter to hold her tongue and not to make another sound, as she sensed an argument fomenting. After I completed my initial survey work, she
directed me back to the living room to review the proposal. When we came back in her daughter let out a sigh and the matron saw my obvious
discomfort. After we completed all the necessary preliminary work, she walked me to the door. The stern mother sensed this and took the



opportunity to tease me further. I was genuinely frightened for want of a better description. And even though I was an adult, my mom still spanked
me and made me do corner time—sometimes even in the presence of a friend of hers. I found these comments interesting because they are
reflected in my experince. We are a young married couple in Swansea, Wales, and ever since we have been together I have been disciplined.

My husband insists that I am nude for punishment and often I am sent to stand in the corner of the living room with my hands on my head. I have
been seen twice in this position. Once my his sister who is a few years younger than him who came around for coffee one Saturday. As she passed
the open door of the lounge on her way to the kitchen I heard her stop and look at me. The second was when my girlfriend called around so that
we could go shopping together. My husband asked her to wait in the kitchen and made her coffee. He then came into the lounge carrying the cane
which is always kept in the kitchen and which my girlfriend must have seen. Deliberately, I am sure, leaving the doors to both rooms open he told
me to bend over and touch my toes before administering six of the best, slowly and deliberately, across my bare buttocks.

After the second stroke I saw my girlfriend in the doorway, coffee mug in hand, watching the cane land across my cheeks. She stayed there until
my husband told me to expect the last stroke which is when she disappeared back into the kitchen. As we went shopping she did not mention what
had happened but I noticed she gave me a knowing look when I wriggled on my seat in the car. My backside was burning like hell.. I have only
recently come across this email correspondence. Like Jay I think our relationship works because I am disciplined when I behave like a brat.
Punishment includes corner time which like Jay I am expected to do naked.

I am told the hour and the day when I must stand, totally bare with my hands on my head in the punishment corner. Face to the wall. It lasts for
about an hour and is easier to take in my bare feet instead of say in my heels! I have to endure them looking at me naked and it always makes my
bottom seem totally bare. Afterwards there are muted remarks. Usually what did you do this time?

I bet your arms are aching now? They talked most about my punishment when like Jay I touched my toes, completely naked, bare bottom raised in
front of them, for a well deserved caning. And I mean well deserved as I had forgotten to pay the rent. He told them what I had done or rather had
not done as I was brought out of the corner to stand naked in front of them hands still firmly on my head. I was ashamed but more ashamed of
having been such a forgetful brat. Bend down Morgan he said and touch your toes. I bent down in front of them all and touched my toes. You
know what you are going to get. Armed with the tools of journalism and the humanity of David Simon , Edward Burns. Crown , 13 thg 3, - trang.
The crime-infested intersection of West Fayette and Monroe Streets is well-known--and cautiously avoided--by most of Baltimore. The most I
ever had was an hour. Best of all was when Rachel left some toast under the grill and went to work early.

We were awoken by the fire alarm and I had never seen Tom so pissed off. At first Rachel refused to go to the corner and we had a row, but I
know Patricia said something and so did Tom. So finally she agreed. I wish I had taken a photo it was priceless and Rachel looked so humble in
that corner. I had fantasies about Tom spanking her or sometimes me, for weeks afterwards and it is still a go to memory. All this happened in the
early 90s and these days I am happily married. My husband spanked me a lot when we first got married and yes there was corner time. I expect
you would love to know more about that — maybe another time. I am still spanked but there less corner time now that we have kids. Here are
some random snippets that I was saving until I thought of a better way to use them. They are all on the theme of corner time and purport to be real
experiences.

So to really make sure I learned my lesson they handcuffed me with a prop set to the bar in the corner and left my leggings down while they went
off for coffee. With a red bottom in a thong on show to anyone passing the viewing window I was left for about 40 minutes before they came
back. It was so embarrassing, but it was typical of the pranks we played on each other. My two older cousins once spanked me with a plank in
the woodwork shed because I kept following them around. Afterwards they nailed my denim shorts to the floor so that I was pinned in the corner
at the ankles with my bare bum showing.

They left me there until my aunt came and had to free me. She thought it was hilarious and told me it served me right, but I think she may have later
spanked my cousins anyway even though one of them was I wish I had seen that Lol. When I first worked at an office in s we had a really
traditional boss. He was always threatening to spank us girls for chatting or not doing our work. I never knew him carry out the threat, but he did
often make us girls stand and face the wall during our lunch hour if we displeased him. It was so embarrassing when the post boy or other visitors
dropped by. A Classic corner time picture with her nose to the seam of the walls. Such punishment would be considered cruel and unusual in this
house at the moment. Casey kicked the can away down the track. It made a satisfying rattle as it plink-plonked metallically on the hard ground and
pebbles.

So much so that despite the dusty heat she broke into a little jog that set her blonde ponytail bouncing to kick it again; anything to delay the
inevitable and home. Home was with Alec and a ragtag band of other girls, waifs and strays he called them, who had ended up at the Louisiana
farm. Some had come just for the holidays and a working break from college. Others like Casey had dropped out of education altogether and now
pretty much served as working tenants all year round. She sucked in her rueful pout at this last thought before letting it go as muted raspberry into
the air. She ducked her head and squinted her blue eyes down the track for hint of the others. A stand of hickory to her left would have provided
welcome shade, but the thin sharp trees would be company for her all too soon as it was and she sighed again.

It had always been deserved and she had always signed off on it, even picking the most appropriate grade for her sins. Damn, how does he make
me do that? It was question born of denial and she pushed it away. This consisted of a simple over-the-knee hand spanking, sometimes in private
but always on the bare bottom, which was preceded or followed by a relatively short stint in the corner.

All corner time was potentially public on the farm and not one of the women was deemed too old for the humiliation, not even when there were
visitors. Casey gulped, there were way too many visitors around at the moment for comfort. The next grade of sanction was a simple punishment.
This was typically also and over-the-knee bare bottom spanking, but this time Alex employed a stout brush and a girl was always put in the corner
for at least 40 minutes before and after her spanking.



These spankings were carried out in front of anyone who happened to be around. Most of the girls, including Casey, cried copiously for these
adventures and sitting was a chore for at least day or two afterwards. This sanction consisted of bare bottom corner time until Alex was ready and
then a very sound spanking with the brush and at least another hour in the corner. Then the miscreant was either: paddled, strapped or sent to cut a
switch for round two. Casey particularly hated the switch. A girl was lucky if she could sit for a week afterwards and that was before the chores.

Nasty chores all carried out without the benefit of clothing below the waist followed all severe punishments and could be on the cards for a week
for serious offences. It went without saying that the girl was grounded for the duration. This was hell on the behind and the embarrassment of it was
excruciating. Casey remembered her time in the apron of shame, a brief garment that barely covered her front and nothing behind, which other than
sneakers was all that a girl was permitted to wear for at least a week and sometimes longer.

The first and last spankings were followed by the dread paddle or belt and a serious workout with a switch; a thin wand of pain that a girl had to
walk to the public road to cut herself. Then there were the chores. Casey stopped and winced ruefully as she saw the house up ahead. It had been
well-deserved and afterwards all sin had been washed from her soul. Surely this time… she hugged her ample bust nervously as she chewed her
lip. The high-jump consisted of back to back very severe punishments for a month and anything else Alec threw into the mix.

During the ordeal blistered bottoms felt twice their size and all sitting rights were curtailed for what seemed like forever. One young postgrad
student had once reported late back to college after a debacle with a stolen car, a married man and some drug offences. She never did it again,
although the same woman had reported cheerfully the following summer for vacation work.

There were a couple of other girls kicking around the yard as she strolled in. Most of them were finishing off chores and two of the older woman
had set on the porch with a couple of beers. None of them paid Casey the least mind. Josephine Manga hooked a thumb towards the barn, her
long raven tresses sweeping in its train. However, today she looked relaxed and carefree. She was certainly sitting easily enough. Casey looked
apprehensively over at the barn and then sighed. The two minute walk over there seemed to take a week. Alec was crouching down next to the
old tractor when she entered but as soon as he saw her he grinned and straightened up.

Casey had never asked him his age and everyone over 30 always looked old to her, but she guessed he was about He had faint streaks of grey in
his dark hair and judging from the way he filled out his red check shirt he was only slightly sagging at the belly. She had a spanking coming and they
both knew it. At the moment he figured a grade two maybe or a reprimand since she had confessed, but she would decide. It was the only way the
girls cleared their consciences. She was both fizzing with relief and dreading what came next. A few years before she would have laughed in the
face of anyone who told she would confess a sin that nobody would discover, let only ask to be punished for it.

But in the early days she had tried denial and it had turned out badly for everyone: Alec, herself and her bottom. No better to get things over with.
It was a measure of her resolve that not only was the walk back quicker than before but she arrived at the large central kitchen dining room before
she knew it. There were two girls chatting by the fridge and she licked her lips as she hoped they would leave.

Even if it did, she had a week of bare hiney drill for the edification of the other girls. It was Jade, a bright something from the Bronx. She had a
touch of Latino about her and Casey had seen her impressive bottom displayed more times than either woman could count. Casey waited to see if
they would leave, but both women watched her curiously until finally she had to grit her teeth. Two pools of red formed on her cheeks as she
stepped up to where the walls joined and with her nose well place she clasped her hands in her back.

It could be a long wait for Alec she knew and she groaned. Behind her the two women at the fridge giggled and made no sign of leaving. There
were even muted whispering that just had to be about Casey and her exposed bottom. Her blush grew and tears pricked her eyes. But what goes
around comes around she guessed and today was her day. During her nerve jangling vigil about half a dozen girls had come to gawp and giggle.
Worse still every rattle or noise at the door could have been Alec and the start of her spanking. Corner time was ever a hell of waiting, ever eager
to get it over with while earnestly praying that it would never start. In the end it was more than an hour before Alec came in. He led her across the
room by the arm as forced to take small steps she shuffled after him. But all too soon they reached the kitchen chair by the door and she was
draped pell-mell across his lap. Not here, she quailed inwardly, oh God. In her mind she had fantasied about the soft chair in the den where in a
quiet corner the other girls would stay clear.

Across his knee in the kitchen her bare bottom was well displayed to anyone who might chance by. And by anyone she knew that included
delivery people and any visitor of any kind who all tended to pitch up at the kitchen. Not that she had time to dwell on it. For in a moment the
hardwood dust-brush was firmly patting her behind as Alec lined up for his first shot. Even these taps stung a little. The dull thwack-thud-tanging
sting all came at once, with only the latter sensation lingering. Not that it mattered for before the first spank had really burned her the next came in
very short order so that the sound of the assault was one continuous volley. Casey panted like a steam train on speed, slow loud breaths at first but
quickly building to rapid grunts.

The pain was familiar but no less for that. The stinging burn started at overwhelming and steadily grew worse. In less than half a minute her fast
groaning extended to pained yelps and then full on howls of distress. Two or three giggling girls suddenly tumbled in failed nonchalance through the
door to the yard and quickly dispersed themselves around the room to watch. Not that Casey could see to count or identify her audience. Just then
her face was just inches from the floor tiles and in any case her full attention was on the fire in her bottom.

Casey had no idea how long the spanking lasted. For an indefinite time she sincerely believed it would never end. But there was a clarity to it.
Despite the pain and shame, despite everything after a time there was just her bottom, the brush and the burn. Almost conscious of nothing else she
just cried and bawled until she was empty. The brief moment that she could see the faces of her friends was excruciating, but they had all been
there and amid it all there was an ecstasy in the humiliation that nothing else gave her.

The corner afterwards was a good place to cry, and cry Casey did. Great gouts of bawling tears that wracked her with sobs fit to shake the room.



Nor did they end. Not for minutes on end as the after-burn throbbed, ached and stung deep in her bottom. Then little by little she recovered herself
and a cosy tickle wrapped around her like a cloak. The corner was safe, and clean of all care and sin. In private and after a reprimand Casey
always loved these moments. When she had first come to stay she would test Alec every few days to provoke a good sound spanking; most of the
girls did. But for the farm she knew that was a recipe for chaos. So for repeat offences and real sins the ante had to upped. So it was this time. As
the burn became bearable Casey became aware of her surroundings and of other women watching her in amusement. Then she remembered what
she still faced. God let it not be the switch, she prayed. But even if he strapped her it would be bad enough.

She still faced a week of chores and punishments with her purple-red bottom displayed to the ever-loving community. The teasing would be
merciless. The second wave of tears was sincere. Deep heaves of regret and acceptance. The other women knew of this too and instead of
laughing one by one they slipped away. An hour later Casey was walking up the track to the stand of hickory she had seen before. In her hand she
carried a medium pair of trimming cutters, the steel cool in her hot hands and in dire contrast to the heat throbbing in her behind.

Sissy maids corner time punishment :: HQ Tube TV

Lucy Submits to a Spanking Young English woman satisfies her curiosity to be spanked. Mommy's Time Out Mistress creatively disciplines a
naughty young mother. Theological Discipline Young teacher punishes seminarians. A Busy Day Pt. Thank You, Sir Jen is given her new rules and
gets a punishment. Natalie and Me Ch. His Return Home Ch. Workplace Discipline Man's two female bosses administer unusual discipline. Laura
Love Ch. Becoming Julie's Governess Mother submits to daughters' governess. Blooming Lily Pt. Caning for a College Fellow Laura wants to
know what caning feels like. Something Special A young woman's desire for humiliation is tested.

The Corner Pt. The Ladies' Man A boy at an all-girl school. Things don't go how he planned. Domestic Discipline Ch. All in the Timing Guide to
Imposing Discipline. Punishment Weekend Ch. The Corner Office Ch. Date Night Sir punishes her for acting like a spoiled brat at dinner.
Procrastination Spanking Domestic discipline of a wife by her husband. While You Were Gone I sent this to my love when waiting for him to come
home. Breaking Bridezilla Ch. A Little Discipline Realizing the inner need for discipline sessions. I found these comments interesting because they
are reflected in my experince. We are a young married couple in Swansea, Wales, and ever since we have been together I have been disciplined.

My husband insists that I am nude for punishment and often I am sent to stand in the corner of the living room with my hands on my head. I have
been seen twice in this position. Once my his sister who is a few years younger than him who came around for coffee one Saturday. As she passed
the open door of the lounge on her way to the kitchen I heard her stop and look at me. The second was when my girlfriend called around so that
we could go shopping together. My husband asked her to wait in the kitchen and made her coffee. He then came into the lounge carrying the cane
which is always kept in the kitchen and which my girlfriend must have seen. Deliberately, I am sure, leaving the doors to both rooms open he told
me to bend over and touch my toes before administering six of the best, slowly and deliberately, across my bare buttocks.

After the second stroke I saw my girlfriend in the doorway, coffee mug in hand, watching the cane land across my cheeks. She stayed there until
my husband told me to expect the last stroke which is when she disappeared back into the kitchen. As we went shopping she did not mention what
had happened but I noticed she gave me a knowing look when I wriggled on my seat in the car. My backside was burning like hell.. I have only
recently come across this email correspondence. Like Jay I think our relationship works because I am disciplined when I behave like a brat.
Punishment includes corner time which like Jay I am expected to do naked. I am told the hour and the day when I must stand, totally bare with my
hands on my head in the punishment corner. Face to the wall. It lasts for about an hour and is easier to take in my bare feet instead of say in my
heels!

I have to endure them looking at me naked and it always makes my bottom seem totally bare. Afterwards there are muted remarks. Usually what
did you do this time? I bet your arms are aching now? They talked most about my punishment when like Jay I touched my toes, completely naked,
bare bottom raised in front of them, for a well deserved caning. And I mean well deserved as I had forgotten to pay the rent. He told them what I
had done or rather had not done as I was brought out of the corner to stand naked in front of them hands still firmly on my head. I was ashamed
but more ashamed of having been such a forgetful brat.

Bend down Morgan he said and touch your toes. I bent down in front of them all and touched my toes. You know what you are going to get. I
knew alright. They were enthralled and I do not know who gasped first as the cane smacked my cheeks they or me! After 12 strokes my husband
waited to tell me to stand up to give them a chance to admire the welts and ponder how I took the cane and what it felt like. It is good that you can
keep it in the family — are they too shocked or did your sister-in-law have similar experiences?

Are they in a similar relationship? You are commenting using your WordPress. You are commenting using your Google account. You are
commenting using your Twitter account. You are commenting using your Facebook account. Notify me of new comments via email. Notify me of
new posts via email. This blog is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented here are intended for adults. Nothing
here should be interpreted as advocating any non-consensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors.

All characters appearing in short stories on this blog are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. This blog
aims to explore themes of erotic discipline, female submission and spanking. It features stories, anecdotes and observations by DJB and others.
Email Address:. A Voice in the Corner. Caught in the act ».

More Spanking and Corner Time 26Mar J writes: Spanking and corner time are a fact of life for me unfortunately. Like this: Like Loading Parents
decide amount and frequency of DD corrections… no age limit! And no one ever asked about this? I expect you got what you needed though.
Leave a Reply Cancel reply Enter your comment here Fill in your details below or click an icon to log in:. Email required Address never made
public. Name required.

More Spanking and Corner Time | A Voice in the Corner



The second was when my girlfriend called around so that we could go shopping together. My husband asked her to wait in the kitchen and made
her coffee. He then came into the lounge carrying the cane which is always kept in the kitchen and which my girlfriend must have seen.
Deliberately, I am sure, leaving the doors to both rooms open he told me to bend over and touch my toes before administering six of the best,
slowly and deliberately, across my bare buttocks.

After the second stroke I saw my girlfriend in the doorway, coffee mug in hand, watching the cane land across my cheeks. She stayed there until
my husband told me to expect the last stroke which is when she disappeared back into the kitchen. As we went shopping she did not mention what
had happened but I noticed she gave me a knowing look when I wriggled on my seat in the car.

My backside was burning like hell.. I have only recently come across this email correspondence. Like Jay I think our relationship works because I
am disciplined when I behave like a brat. Punishment includes corner time which like Jay I am expected to do naked. I am told the hour and the
day when I must stand, totally bare with my hands on my head in the punishment corner. Face to the wall. It lasts for about an hour and is easier to
take in my bare feet instead of say in my heels! I have to endure them looking at me naked and it always makes my bottom seem totally bare.
Afterwards there are muted remarks. Usually what did you do this time?

I bet your arms are aching now? They talked most about my punishment when like Jay I touched my toes, completely naked, bare bottom raised in
front of them, for a well deserved caning. And I mean well deserved as I had forgotten to pay the rent. He told them what I had done or rather had
not done as I was brought out of the corner to stand naked in front of them hands still firmly on my head.

I was ashamed but more ashamed of having been such a forgetful brat. Bend down Morgan he said and touch your toes. I bent down in front of
them all and touched my toes. You know what you are going to get. I knew alright. They were enthralled and I do not know who gasped first as
the cane smacked my cheeks they or me! After 12 strokes my husband waited to tell me to stand up to give them a chance to admire the welts and
ponder how I took the cane and what it felt like.

It is good that you can keep it in the family — are they too shocked or did your sister-in-law have similar experiences? Are they in a similar
relationship? You are commenting using your WordPress. You are commenting using your Google account. You are commenting using your
Twitter account. You are commenting using your Facebook account. Notify me of new comments via email. Notify me of new posts via email.
This blog is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented here are intended for adults.

Nothing here should be interpreted as advocating any non-consensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors. All characters appearing in short
stories on this blog are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. A little bit of glitter in the wrong place, a
remark that they get all tetchy about, a simple mistake involving a cream pie and their face and there you go again, face in the corner, skirt raised
above your bum and bored out of your mind.

If he were in any way reasonable he would let you take a book, your phone or maybe your manicure kit to the corner with you. He would provide
you with a comfy chair and a cup of tea. And come and sit there with you, maybe let you curl up on his lap. But until he sees reason and makes
corner time more appropriate for your needs; I have a diversion for you. Right, so, you are in the corner, you know how it is. You are a bit
embarrassed, maybe annoyed and certainly unsure of how long you are going to be in this ignoble position for. As you know pontoon is a game
where one must get cards as close as possible to twenty one without going over, if you go over you go bust or in other words, you lose.

You must now try to get three warnings of admonishments without further sanction. Threats of sanctions do not count. Innocent girl henceforth to
be known as IG is in the corner, in position, hands behind her back, skirt tucked up, knickers at mid thigh, and nose in the corner. Nefarious man
henceforth to be known as NM is sitting elsewhere in the room, maybe at his computer or pinning butterflies to a board. IG cannot see NM for
obvious reasons. Sometimes NM may glance at her but she will not know when that is. Slowly she allows her skirt to creep down her legs. She
does this tiny bit at a time, no great drop, no obvious change. She must be aiming for not being caught because if she lacks subtlety in her ingenious
game then her bottom is forfeit. I did not warn you that the stakes are high but indeed they are. So her skirt creeps down and eventually even NM
manages to notice this and strides over to her.

Her heart seems to stop and she tucks her head into her shoulders as he tells her very firmly to keep her skirt where it should be. She does not
correct him about where her skirt should be as he lifts it once more to her waist and returns to his work. Now it is time for the second. The aim of
the plank is to make your body as straight as it can possible go and lean at the most precarious angle possible. Feet to one side, shoulders to the
other- this distraction has two advantages; not only does it count as one pontoon point providing a little distraction but also it provides a rest for
her feet if they are getting sore. Now she is almost home and dry. Very, very slowly, not lifting her feet or allowing her skirt or arms to drop she
must shuffle in one direction as far as she is able.

This move takes time. It requires patience which is a bit of a shame but what can one do? With any luck IG can get maybe a meter from the corner
in which she has been placed before she gets caught. This will be a tricky moment. NM will certainly be frustrated by her daring do and
wonderfulness. He will do a scary march in her direction and she will bite her lip while she awaits the fall of the axe. Shame on you. I have had a lot
of recent correspondence on this issue. Why are spanking and corner time so indelibly linked? Girls, ever had corner time? One contributor here
once said she spent all day in the corner for lying. Five hours in total I think. Any advance on that? What about post versus pre-spanking corner
time? Or are you taken out at intervals to be re-spanked? Indigo absolutely hates corner time and it is always a last resort with us and it is used
sparingly.

Not that she gets the last say, but one has to respect what works and thee feelings of your sub. Not that Indigo has a completely corner free life. It
seems that women react very differently to corner time. I knew of a year-old who would do 40 minutes with nothing more than a pout and another
who went from rebelling at five minutes to meekly taking an hour. A while back a college student who discovered my blog while researching about
corner time, of all things. She tells me that it was corner time and not spanking that featured in her domestic sanctions at the hands of her guardian



right up to leaving for college and she hated it. Now I am obviously flattered and gratified by her interest here, but beyond that she posed me a
question. I love to do some proper research into this and I am fascinated by others experience and ideas, but that might be one for the future when
I have more time.

For now, this is what I have. Corner time is in many ways a form of bondage. One places a girl in a corner, or sometimes facing a wall where she
is forced to consider her sins and punishment. The interesting thing about it is that ostensibly it is voluntary. It is a recognition on some level of the
authority of another to someone to the corner and an acceptance of an offered cooperation, all without ropes or chains. Now obviously there is
often the threat of a spanking attached to not obeying, but as with most such customary things, this is rarely overt. As we know this is often, but not
always accompanied by a spanking.

A trawl of YouTube revealed one office spanking, played for laughs, but the woman lost in a rather unstable grainy movie looked embarrassed
enough. Sadly there was no explanation. There was also a gang of what looked like some English college kids cajoling a girl of maybe 19 or 20 to
go and sit in the corner facing the wall for some unnamed sin. She seemed bemused and uncomfortable, especially as she was being filmed and
teased, but making a joke of it she did finally comply. Again I have no idea what was going on, a bet maybe? My point about all of this is that it
does seem to be going on in the 21 st century English-speaking world. This brings me to the question is Corner Time a mainly an Anglo-Saxon
pursuit? It seems to have been used for girls of all ages as either an alternative to birching or as an accompaniment. I had to do a rough type from a
Photostat of an old magazine, which was in German and then run it through Google translator.

So do bear with me. The gist of it was:. A girl or young woman of any age may be contained in her behaviour by demanding that she standing a
corner facing the wall. This method can be employed as prelude to a sound birching and has the effect of making her wait in shame? Further
shaming can be effected by exposing that area of operation either before and certainly afterwards, if more time in the corner is needed. I am not
sure if nudity was more acceptable in Prussia, they certainly went in for some quite harsh birch thrashing on the bare bottom and often in public.
But in England it featured less. Most of the line drawings in serious magazines depict women, even married ones either fully clothed or stripped to
the petticoats. I found this:. It was most shameful to me to be standing at the corner with my behind burning under my skirts from the slipper.

To my way of thinking I was much too old to be treated so, especially as my siblings and young cousins were on hand to witness my shame. In
another update to this post I have removed the Sally Field reference, although she was spanked in movies, it seems the corner time picture was a
misreport, thanks to FFairm who corrected the Field reference.

They pointed out that Lara Flyn Boyel got public corner time in court as a naughty lawyer in the TV show who is sent to the corner by the judge.
See last picture above. The earliest reference I found to some form of time out dated back to early American colonial days. Indeed I have seen
engravings of women being tethered at the neck or ankle to a village whipping post from this era. It is not obvious what is keeping them there other
than their own cooperation as the tethers seemed mainly symbolic. I have also included some other random pictures for your edification. There are
a million of them out there. It seems no domestic spanking is now complete without putting a picture of your wife or girlfriend in the corner on
social media.

There also seems to be a trend, perhaps post shades, of putting magazine models in the corner to make them more sexy. Among the pictures is
also a rare picture of Lady D, the famous dominatrix from Real Spankings from the early s when she was still on the receiving end. I had thought I
had queued one up but the weekend got way from me. It has been is and is going to be a busy couple days so posts will be hit and miss this week.
While I put the finish on the next part of The Deal, consider this one. On the trail of something I stumbled across this picture on Tumblr and thought
I would share. Always on the lookout for cornetime related reports I chanced across a couple of odd little snippets. I love these polls, no context,
no idea who they asked or how many and yet someone will publish them. One wonders who gets asked and how they know they are being told
the truth. Busy day at work: longer post tomorrow. Switch Editions? Channel: corner time — A Voice in the Corner. Mark channel Not-Safe-
For-Work?

Are you the publisher? Claim or contact us about this channel. Viewing all 34 articles. Page 1 Page 2. Browse latest View live. She fled the scene
red-faced and confused with everyone laughing at her. On the same theme I cobbled this off FemFirst: When I tol;d my boyfriend I was still getting
cornertime well into college no matter who was present he laughed. Secondly there is the shame of public cornertime and being completely
ignored. Finally we have the utter shame of being there at all. Dear Sir, I hope this is not too creepy but I wanted to say how much I enjoyed your
blog. Thanks again, Yours faithfully Karen. The third and second most common of the graded regime was a severe punishment. Occasionally a girl
had to ask for a very severe punishment. The two women chuckled and took another swig of beer.

His smile backed up a notch as he wiped his hands on an old rag and he nodded quizzically. Casey pursed her lips and dropped her gaze to her
feet where it kicked at the dust. He frowned. The mall was off limits during the week. He felt his palms itch. He sighed. She nodded. Again she
nodded but the heat had risen in her face and she was blushing to her ears.

Billie, a cute younger blonde caught on and smirked. The corner perhaps? Casey blushed. There was some general teasing and laughter, but to
Casey it all became lost in a sea of misery. So for repeat offences and real sins the ante had to upped So it was this time. Then disaster struck. In
her words: I am going to introduce you to a game.

The game, ladies, is afoot.. Your first job is to pick a number — I suggest go low. IG picks a number, for sake or argument, a three. She has
reached one and all is well. IG 3 NM 0 Which means it is time for another round. Do you think she should go for seven? The gist of it was: A girl
or young woman of any age may be contained in her behaviour by demanding that she standing a corner facing the wall. I found this: It was most
shameful to me to be standing at the corner with my behind burning under my skirts from the slipper. Do you use corner time in your lives? Do you
have nay insights? Meanwhile, here are some previously unused cornertime pictures. More Pages to Explore Latest Images. Exclusives Only
Week 37 September 15, , pm.



Getting following error when trying to install Dynamics CRM on pc. This extraordinary book is a crucial look at the price of the drug culture and
the poignant scenes of hope, caring, and love that astonishingly rise in the midst of a place America has abandoned. A freelance writer based in
Baltimore, he is also a writer and producer for Homicide and received the Writer's Guild for America Award for outstanding script in an episodic
television drama. A teacher in the Baltimore public school system, Edward Burns retired after serving twenty years in the city police department.

For much of that time, he worked as a detective in the homicide unit.

Corporalpunishmentblog » corner time

As a freelance writer he has been allowed access to the darkest and grittiest corners of West Few novels can boast the combination Simon and
Burns achieve here: absolute narrative clarity and complete emotional ownership of the reader. Armed with the tools of journalism and the
humanity of David Simon , Edward Burns. Crown , 13 thg 3, - trang. The crime-infested intersection of West Fayette and Monroe Streets is well-
known--and cautiously avoided--by most of Baltimore. Story Tags Portal corner time. Active tags. Views Rating Favorite Newest. Lucy Submits
to a Spanking Pt. Lucy Submits to a Spanking Young English woman satisfies her curiosity to be spanked. Mommy's Time Out Mistress creatively
disciplines a naughty young mother. Theological Discipline Young teacher punishes seminarians. A Busy Day Pt. Thank You, Sir Jen is given her
new rules and gets a punishment. Natalie and Me Ch. His Return Home Ch. Workplace Discipline Man's two female bosses administer unusual
discipline.

Laura Love Ch. Becoming Julie's Governess Mother submits to daughters' governess. Blooming Lily Pt. Caning for a College Fellow Laura wants
to know what caning feels like. Something Special A young woman's desire for humiliation is tested. The Corner Pt. The Ladies' Man A boy at an
all-girl school. Things don't go how he planned. Domestic Discipline Ch. All in the Timing Guide to Imposing Discipline. Punishment Weekend Ch.
The Corner Office Ch. Date Night Sir punishes her for acting like a spoiled brat at dinner.
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