
Stuck and Begging for More

––––––––

Copyright 2025 © Katherine Welch

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including, but not limited to, photocopying or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction, all names, characters, events and places are a work of fiction from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead is purely coincidental. Please note that all characters 18 or older.

Please don’t replicate what you see in this book.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Stuck and Begging for More

I really wasn't expecting much out of the ordinary when I came home. Maybe just the mouth watering scent of my wife's cooking. Every Friday, like clockwork, she would always have me walking into the smell of a nice roast. But tonight, that wasn't the case. I stepped through the door to find nothing. Something felt off.

“Honey, I'm home,” I called, slipping my shoes off one after the other.

“Tyler,” she called my name.

Not in that usual warm manner, Hailey sounded... off?

It took me so much by surprise that I cocked my head in the direction of the doorway; it had come from the kitchen.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” I called, shrugging the strap of my work bag off and discarding it at the entrance.

There was a pause. “I'm in here... can you give me a hand?”

My feet moved before I had time to even think. “Did something happen?”

“Well...” She sounded sheepish. “Promise you're not going to laugh?”

I didn't understand. What on earth would I find so funny?

As I stood in the doorway, all the answers lay before me. There was my darling wife, Hailey, in a compromising position.

There she was, seemingly stuck in our kitchen stool. Hailey was bent over, her upper body stuck between the curve of the frame that would usually be the backrest. Her stomach was resting on the seat of the chair, both her arms pinned along her sides, nice and snug as the armrests kept her in place. Her legs were dangling, her toes only just touching the floor. I cracked a smile, unintentionally, as she lifted her head, her face flushed red and her long blonde hair dangling, a few strands covering her eyes.

“Ah,” I chimed, purposely leaning in the doorway, arms folded, unable to contain the amusement in my voice. “You’re looking a little bit stuck, aren't you?”

She wriggled pointlessly in the seat, her body tightly wedged in the space, her chest heaving, and much as I welcomed it, her hips moved. Hailey was wearing skin tight short shorts. They clung to her nice round ass, and did little to cover her. From where I was standing, I could catch a glimpse between her legs. The thin piece of material gave me a flicker of the colour of her red panties as she pointlessly struggled.

You see, this wasn't the first time I'd found her like this... and at this point, I'm sure it won't be the last.

Hailey has a thing for bondage and never seems to have the ability to express her needs. Instead of wearing, let's say, red to signal “take me,” I find her in the most unusual positions.

From one look over the scene before me, it was clear that Hailey wanted to be on the menu tonight.

I couldn't hide the smile as I circled around the stool and finally made eye contact with my darling wife.

I brushed a few strands from her eyes. “Can you help me?” she asked. “I've been stuck like this all afternoon.”

“I suppose I could,” I mused as I knelt down, taking a knee. Up close like this, there was no hiding that expression; she wanted something from me. “But I get the feeling, you don't just want me to help you out of the chair, sweetheart?”

Her eyes flickered, darting off to the side, shy as ever. I cupped her jaw, coaxing her back to meet my gaze. Seeing her flush even harder had a heat already brewing low inside me. “C’mon, Hailey,” I cooed, my thumb caressing her soft lips, “you can tell me.”

She bit her lip as her eyes darted away but she didn't pull her head away this time, ever the shy thing. I loved that about her, but most of all, I loved the way she melted at my words. Even like this, putting herself on display, ready and waiting for me to come home and fill her.

I could've easily pulled those skin tight pants off, the ones she knows make me rock hard. I could've fucked her already, had her moaning and begging to cum on my cock. But part of the fun was watching her admit she wanted this. That she needed me to fill her tight little pussy.

What did you actually want from me, Hailey? 

How long are you going to keep up this innocent act?

I could feel the smile tugging at the corner of my lips as she finally opened her mouth. “It's been a while,” she admitted vaguely; not good enough for me, “since, you know...”

She avoided the answer, her cheeks flushing more. As cute as it was, as easily as I filled in the blanks, it wouldn’t be enough to make me fill her with my cock. 

“No, I don’t know,” I played coy, my voice smooth despite the amusement lingering.

What did you need, Hailey? Say it. Let me hear you beg even just a little bit.

“Well...” she trailed, again those eyes avoiding mine.

My hand coaxed back her chin, tilting her eyes to return to mine, despite how much the shyness flickered in her features. Despite the way she squirmed and fidgeted restlessly like the words were just on the tip of her tongue, like she was about to burst if I didn’t answer for her.

Maybe she just needed a little nudge in the right direction.

I tilted my head, giving her my full attention, “What is it, honey? Are you not well? Do you want me to get you out of here?”

Her eyes, reservation danced and shook her head, or well, she would’ve had I not cupped her jaw. “N-no,” she answered, sounding more sure of herself. “It’s just, it’s been a while since... You know, we’ve had sex... and” the words died in her throat.

My hand moved, trailing her jawline, caressing her with my fingers. “Is that right?” I mused. “So what do you want me to do about that? While you're stuck like this.”

She swallowed hard, the shyness returning to her features, but with determination still burning in her eyes, she answered me. “I want to cum, Tyler.”

Her words were music to my ears; I could feel the rush of excitement beginning to make my pants feel like a cage. It was tight, with my cock hardening, begging for freedom from the confinement of these pants.

I leaned in and met her lips, rewarding the beginnings of her honesty with a hungry kiss; she met mine with just as much passion. I deepened the kiss, and in return, she allowed me to plunge inside. My tongue and hers clashing and dancing as a muffled sound came from her.

And as my lungs begged for air, only then did I reluctantly withdraw, sucking in air as our eyes met. The flames of desire were evident in her expression, her gaze dropped, and her breathing hitched.

I didn't need to look down to know she was staring at my prominent, hardened cock. I leaned in close to her ear, teasing her just a little bit longer as she fidgeted helplessly in that chair. “And how would you like me to make you cum today?” My voice was low.

I felt her shuddering breath before she spoke, her beautiful soft voice. “I need you to eat me out,” she answered.

Loving the sound of this, my body moved. I rose to my feet and circled behind her, dropping down to my knees between her legs. My fingers ran along her soft thighs; she flinched at the first touch, but relaxed as I moved up, over the curve of her round ass and hooked into the hem of her pants. With little resistance, her pants slid down over her ass, and I welcomed the first sight of her red thong that had been teasing me earlier.

I loved the sight of her like this, exposed for me, on display for my eyes and mine alone. The only thing separating me from her pussy was this flimsy strip of red, and from where I was kneeling, that little strip was looking rather damp.

Hailey was wet, and that made me smile as I felt heat starting to pool even more below, tugging life into my already hard cock. “Hailey,” I cooed, unable to wipe the playfulness from my voice as I grabbed and massaged one of her cheeks, my other hand moving to her thong.

A soft sound, maybe a small gasp, came from her as I stroked the thong. She'd been waiting all night for me to touch her, which was getting me excited the longer I toyed with her through this damp fabric. “Do you feel how wet you are right here?” I told her. “What got you so excited?”

Her legs relaxed; I watched as they accepted my movements with no resistance, her feet dangling. She didn't answer, but I wasn't going to let her get away with saying nothing. “Well, Hailey?” I spoke in a low voice, my fingers beginning to move slowly against the fabric.

A soft sound came from her lips. She fidgeted, her hips and rocked and jutted pointless. Attempting to salvage more contact through the fabric, she whined in protest as I refused to give it to her. My fingers kept up their slow strokes, never enough for her to fully enjoy, yet the fabric felt wetter with each pass.

No, no, Hailey, I’m not going to make it that easy for you.

I kept up my movements, feeling the pleasure ebb into me from the way she wriggled pointlessly. I could’ve been eating her out already. She was making it harder than it needed to be, I was glad she couldn’t see me smiling.

I resisted the desires, the thoughts swimming through my mind, waiting for her voice to answer with words and not these desperate moans.

The fabric was fully soaked, my fingers feeling the heat and wetness with each swipe, almost forgetting my entire motive when her voice snapped me out of my enjoyment. “I was waiting for you... to find me like this,” she started, stammering on her words. “I couldn't wait for you to find me and,” A soft moan slipped through before she spoke again. “And have your way with me.”

I relished the words forming from her perfect lips. “So that’s what got you so wet,” I told her, my fingers slipping away from that pretty little thong, thumbing at the edge of the material. Her legs tensed, expecting me to go under.

But I didn't. Instead, I toyed with the edge, stroking it. “What else?” I asked. “How did you want me to ‘have my way with you’?”

She started to fidget, her hips wriggled, trapped in the seat, attempting pathetically to position herself closer, to have my fingers brush against her horny pussy. But I didn't give her that satisfaction, always keeping my fingers just out of reach of her needy little slit, keeping to the hem as she whimpered with frustration.

That’s it, Hailey, moan for me sweetheart. Let me watch you unravel and get messy.

“I-I wanted you to fill my throat with your huge cock,” the words fell out. Hailey was losing her shy edge; clearly being denied pleasure was working. “I wanted to suck on your cock, a-and to taste your cum.”

The corner of my lip curled up. I rewarded her efforts, my fingers hiked the thin strip aside, and finally, my eyes were blessed with the view of her perfect holes. Hailey's pussy was shaven, pink and glistening in her own arousal. The sight made me groan without even meaning to, the ache started again in my cock, practically screaming at me to take her here and now, to fill that dripping pussy with my dick and to have
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