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Intro

Greetings once again to all our favorite virgins, whores, good boys, sirs, and erotic enthusiasts, and thank you for tuning into our erotic advice column, Just Ask Micky. We’re excited to see what slutty queries you’ve been cooking up in your heads. Of course, Micky is looking forward to being a good boy and answering them properly. That’s why this time around, we’ve got his cock locked up in a chastity cage. It’ll keep him nice and horny the whole time.

In this column, our subby slut responds to your every naughty question, frenzied fantasy, and intimate confession. He’s grateful people keep requesting him, both for his advice and for his tongue on their holes.

Normally we stick to the real world and offer tangible advice. “How do you film this type of porn scene? How do you handle jealousy in kink communities? How do I indulge my boyfriend’s scent kink while still smelling good in public?” Those are the sorts of things we typically put in front of Micky, but we thought it’s time to mix things up a bit.

See, a lot of you have been writing in asking about fantasy scenarios. We don’t mean real people you’d like to fuck (though we’ve gotten plenty of those, too). Rather, you all are acting like you live in a world with superpowers, heroes, and villains. We could just ignore those questions, but that wouldn’t be much fun, would it?

So for this entry in Just Ask Micky, we ask you to go on a journey with us to a world with magic and power. Imagine a comic book had sex with a glory hole and birthed this realm of horny, horny heroes.

Let’s get to it.
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Dear Micky,

Can I just say that I’m glad you retired from the field of heroes and villains to focus on being the Invulnerable Submissive? I think your presence in the porn world has really helped a lot of super-abled people publicly embrace their more human side.

Actually, my boyfriend and I have watched some of your videos together. I won’t go into who he is or anything, but let’s just say he can fly. He recently started suggesting he take me up into the air. That’s pretty normal .We’ve kissed next to the tip of the Eiffel Tower once. But he wants to fuck in the sky.

I trust him. I do. I trust him with everything I’ve got.

Still, I’m nervous about getting fucked hundreds of feet off the ground. I want to do this with him though. He needs it. And, honestly, I think I do too.

Is there anything you can do to help me take this step with him? Or, I guess, this flight?

Warmly,

Flight Fright

___________

Sky Bottom -

Thank you for the praise. At the end of the day, sex and superhero work are pretty similar. You’re making people smile. You’re improving their days. And sometimes there’s a real bang.

Enough about me, though. Let’s get to you and your sexy future.

So your hero hunk wants to fuck you in the sky. You’re nervous about it. That’s understandable. You were probably nervous when he first told you about his powers, weren’t you? Then you were nervous about his strength when you two fucked the first time after that. Your heart probably went crazy the first time he took you off the ground. You’ve fought this beast inside you before, and it seems like you’ve won each time. If this is something you actually want to do together, then trust that you’ll win out over the anxiety once more.

Perhaps the best way to do that is to imagine what it would be like.

You’ve probably been doing that, but if you’re scared, I bet you’ve only been imagining the worst case scenarios. What if a bug flies into your mouth when you’re moaning? So instead, let’s imagine the good parts together.

You and your man are laid out on a blanket underneath the stars on a summer’s night. It’s a beautiful, cloudless night out. The moon hangs almost as full and heavy as your boyfriend’s package in his grey sweats. The two of you have been cuddling and watching the sky, chatting about nothing. Fruits and chocolates fill both your stomachs. You’re in pajamas. This is the sort of night that life was made to experience.

The instinct takes you to place your head on his chest. A sigh escapes your lips and you relax even further. There it is: his heartbeat, pounding right beneath you, pounding for you.

Speaking of arms, he wraps his around you. You wind up laying on top of him. You breathe in his scent. Maybe it’s his cologne or his deodorant, but underneath it all, you catch the slightest whiff of him. It’s a scent you know intimately now. One sniff of it is all you need to relax even on the most stressful of days. You place a kiss on his sternum.

He pulls you up. If you’re giving out kisses, then he wants a few on his lips. Of course, you’re more than happy to oblige. He’s got one hand tucked behind his head, and the other presses down on the small of your back, keeping the two of you held close together. When your tongue slides past his lips, you taste the sweet stick of the desserts you shared. On a night such as this, it isn’t a kiss of furious passion. Rather, it’s languid. It’s romantic. It’s molasses you wouldn’t mind getting stuck in.

The longer the kiss goes on, the longer both your cocks grow. He grinds up against you. His hand wanders further down so it rests on your ass. This is sexual, of course, but it isn’t carnal. It’s a natural progression of the romance. It’s gentle.

You break the kiss.

He smiles up at you, and you’re taken with how lucky you are to be with him. Before you can say anything though, he shakes his head. “Christ, you’re so fucking handsome.” It’s clear he feels just as lucky as you do.

That flips a switch. This time when your lips touch his, they crash like a wave. You moan into his mouth. Your tongue stretches to taste every corner. When you grind against him, your ass tingles from want. You need him inside you. There wouldn’t be any words to describe the need you feel in that moment, but you need him. You need his cock. His cum. His love.

It’s because of love that you say, “Let’s do it.”

“Here?” he’ll ask, hands slipping inside your pajamas and squeezing your ass.

But you’ll shake your head. You look up, and that’s all he needs to know. He sits you up and turns you around so your ass rests above his face. Cool air rushes over your crack. Then warm wet hits your hole. He’s eating you out with more gluttony than he had for the picnic.

As he eats you out, you’ll watch his cock straining in his pants. You’ll see it jump and beg for release. A wet spot forms from his precum. 

When you reach down to touch it, his face pulls away from your ass. He yanks down his pants. “Get it wet,” he says.

So you do.

It’s never tasted like this before. It’s never felt so good throbbing between your lips. You keep your eyes open as you suck him so you can watch your saliva spill over his balls. A moan rumbles around his dick when you feel a finger plunge into the depths of your hole.

Your boyfriend loosens you up while you suck him off. When he asks if you feel good, you stop sucking him to reassure him it feels amazing. Pulling off gives you a great excuse to go to his balls, so you do. You lather them with your tongue, but only for a bit. 

See, he knows he can’t let all that spit you worked up dry on his cock. You two need it for lube. So after only a few seconds, he has you get up. He shucks off his pants but doesn’t let you do the same. He’s a superhero, so he won’t get cold up in the sky no matter how naked he gets. You might get chilly, so your pants only get to go down far enough to expose your ass.

He lies you down, presses your knees to your chest, and slowly slides his length inside you. Once he’s balls deep, he lays down and has you wrap your arms and legs around him. You do. He kisses you, and then he stands.

Arms wrapped tight around each other, the two of you launch into the air. You don’t look down. It’s strange to be going up and feel like you’re getting pressed eternally down onto his cock, like it’s growing and filling you more even though it isn’t.

Finally all the movement stops. He loosens his grip, and you trust him enough to loosen yours. His arms still manage to keep you upright. The night air is cool. The stars twinkle all around him. There’s a quiet up there above the world that only makes the pounding of your hearts all the louder. “Are you okay?” he asks.

And you’ll say, “Of course. I’m with the one I love.”
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