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Introduction




by Lori Perkins

 


Oh, my! It’s that time of year again! I look forward
to Super Bowl Sunday with unbridled passion, but for none of the
reasons my friends and colleagues do. Ever since I became a smut
peddler, I have entertained myself, and those who love and/or
tolerate me, with a nearly yearly collection of Super Bowl
smut.

The idea came to me a few years ago as I prepared to
attend my annual Super Bowl party and watch the game on my first
giant TV screen. I am not a big football fan, but I love the food
and the commercials and know it is culturally important to be part
of this iconic event, but it just really didn’t do anything for me
on a personal level. Until I looked at that big screen from an even
more intimate level.

And realized this was Hooters for women! This was
man-ass served on a plate with chips and dip. It was a giant,
four-color opportunity to objectify some of the finest specimens of
the male physique while drinking beer.

When I asked my gay friends if they felt this way,
they asked me where I’d been. And then proceeded to tell me about
all the hot gay football sex they’d had in high school and college,
were still having, or had read about.

And my girlfriends admitted that they got a charge
out of football, but not for the same reasons as their husbands! We
compared the best “tight ends.”

And so, the Super Bowl Smut anthology was
born. I hope to be editing this as an annual anthology for years to
come.

Now, let me grab my beer and sit back and enjoy…the
game.

 


Lori Perkins

February 2016

 



 


Football and the Flower Duet

 by Dulce
DeVine

 


Beeeeeep! I started at the signal of the
microwave announcing that my popcorn was finished. Carefully
plucking the bag with fingertips only touching where the arrows
pointed so as not to burn myself, I grabbed the popcorn and tucked
the Coke bottle under my armpit. Balancing my snacks, I swept my
laptop from the kitchen table into my free arm and headed to the
common living room.

The house was quiet, and I figured that I was the
only one home on this Sunday night. Normally on a Sunday evening,
the common living room and kitchen would be buzzing with my fellow
housemates grabbing quick dinners of ramen noodles and telling
tales of weekend shenanigans as we all prepared for yet another
busy week of studying, writing and attending lectures. I lived in
an off-campus house for graduate students—there were ten of us
sharing the rather large multilevel home. Most of us had single
rooms, although there were two double rooms on the second floor as
well. I took over a lease on very short notice, and I just so
happened to be the luckiest housemate renting the first-floor
master suite that had its own bathroom! After a full semester of
living in the grad mansion (as we lovingly called it), I knew my
first-floor mates quite well; however, some of the second-floor
folks I only knew in passing.

What made this particular Sunday evening different?
It was Super Bowl Sunday! If you believed the hype, it was the
biggest celebration day of the year! And yet, I was alone…save for
my popcorn, Coke and laptop. I wasn’t much of a football fan, so I
didn’t really feel left out of the hoopla. Last year, as an
undergrad, a friend got me a job as a beer girl at the stadium, and
I worked games and concerts. Sounds rather sexy and fun, right?
Wrong. I spent my time there breathing in stale beer, trying to
function with frozen fingers and being hit on by drunken men whose
moods were dependent on whether or not their team was winning.

But now, I was a graduate student of rhetoric and
communication, and I had an important assignment to complete—I was
to analyze the rhetorical effectiveness of the Super Bowl
commercials. I was directed to write and submit a paper and be
ready for a hard-hitting discussion in class on Wednesday. That’s
right, our professor said he was giving us the day off tomorrow so
that we could spend it writing and preparing, but we all secretly
knew that he planned to spend the “holiday” nursing a post-game
hangover!

I settled into the oversized, well-worn recliner that
faced the modest television and arranged my snacks and laptop. Wow!
This thing really was comfortable! I rarely watched TV, but on the
occasions where I emerged from my suite to take a break and
socialize a bit with my housemates, my friend Deandre was always
hogging this chair! He reasoned that his 6’4” frame couldn’t
feasibly fit anywhere else, and when he flashed his charismatic
smile and swooped out his lanky legs with a pull of the lever, no
one could deny him that simple happiness. Also, he was an
engineering student, so if you loitered as if you wanted a chance
at the chair, he would cheerfully lecture you on the physics
principles of the various angles of the La-Z-Boy. Trust me…it was
always enough to bore you straight to an unoccupied seat!

Clicking on the TV, I was treated to the sound of
cheering fans as the live television camera arched over the stands.
A rumble of thunder, fiery blazing graphics and colliding animated
helmets signaled that the spectacle was about to begin. I twisted
the soda cap off and took a swig of the fizzy sweetness, enjoying
the effervesce that bubbled through me before placing the bottle in
the built-in cup-and-bottle holder. Carefully handling the popcorn
bag, I slowly tore it open, releasing a buttery puff of steam.
Scooping up a handful, I tossed a few pieces into my mouth and
crunched down, letting the rich, salty flavor burst on my taste
buds. I fired up my laptop and opened a new folder to take notes
and keep track of the commercials.

Ugh. More talking babies? Seriously? I added a
column entitled garbage to my spreadsheet for notes and
filed the description on that one. Next came a feeble attempt to
sell flavorless beer. I sighed, already bored and wondering if I
should even bother watching since I knew that I could catch all of
the commercials (even the duds) on YouTube within hours. Then
again, I had snacks and full control of the comfy recliner. I
strummed my lips, which were already burning with salt and weighed
my options for the night. Deciding I would stay put, I shoveled
another handful of popcorn into my mouth, but even over my
crunching and the blare of the TV, I detected the sound of
cupboards banging in the kitchen.

Hmmm…I guess someone else was here. Turning my
attention back to the pregame events, I watched as the lovely
chanteuse performed the national anthem while the camera focused in
on the players’ faces, determination reflected in their eyes. The
fans and athletes were already clapping and cheering as the last
notes were belted, and that’s when I noticed my pretty housemate
coming into the living room with her own arsenal of snacks.

“Hi, Rose!” She beamed as she settled on the
neighboring sofa.

“Hi, Jas!” I grinned back, giggling a bit as I
noticed the bottle of Jack Daniels she set on the floor between
us.

I didn’t know Jas as well as I knew some of my other
housemates; however, it was common knowledge in the house that she
loathed being called by her full name—Jasmine. She abhorred being
associated with the Disney princess. I was also aware that she was
in the Mathematics Department and that she lived on the second
floor in one of the single rooms. Every time I saw her, she had her
hair twisted up in a loose chignon held in place with two sharpened
yellow pencils. She carried herself with a confidence like she was
ready to combat any equation thrown at her, and I imagined her
whipping out the pencils as if she were a fierce warrior solving
the problem with “Kill Bill” finesse.

But this evening, I noted that her hair was down, her
dark blond locks softly curling where they spilled on her
shoulders. To be honest, I had a little bit of a crush on her…but I
didn’t know her story or if she was even seeing anyone. As I
continued to observe her arranging the pillows and getting settled,
I couldn’t help but take in how attractive she was.

“Ha! I’ve joined your party!” she declared, resting
her hand in her chin and peering over to look at the laptop.
Gesturing with her elbow, she asked, “What are you doing? Are you
trying to do homework while you watch the game?”

“I am examining the rhetorical elements of the Super
Bowl commercials and analyzing their effectiveness,” I stated with
a sweep of my hand, starting from my laptop and ending toward the
television.

“Cool. What’s your assessment so far?” She leaned in,
questioning me with curiously sparkling eyes.

“I’m not impressed with the talking babies, and the
beer commercials are unimaginative. I get that they want to catch
the attention of their target audience with gorgeous girls, but
there’s nothing clever about that…they aren’t even trying to toss
in a cheeky sense of irony,” I lamented. I was feeling anxious that
I would be forced to try to write a decent paper on such flimsy
examples.

“Uh-oh, folks! We have a shoving match!” one of the
commentators interrupted my mini rant, and Jas and I both snapped
our heads to the television.

“Boys!” Jas scoffed before adding, “They will
probably have to cut to another poor-performing commercial.”

“Looks like there will be some penalties assessed on
both sides, folks. Don’t go away…we’ll be right back after these
messages,” another commentator signaled the commercial break that
Jas predicted.

“Come on! Be a good one for Rose.” Jas shifted
closer, talking to the TV.

I recognized the soft strains of the ethereal music
immediately, “Dôme épais, le jasmin…À la rose s’assemble… ”

My breath caught slightly as I was transported
momentarily. This was my mother’s favorite piece of music and the
inspiration for my name.

“Is this Puccini?” Jas asked, glancing over at
me.

“It’s Léo Delibes,” I responded adding, “‘Duo des
Fleurs’…it’s actually been used in a number of commercials
before.”

We both inched forward slightly, watching as the
camera panned from the ceiling of a brightly lit, glossy, white
room and followed a single white feather drifting down. The gently
falling feather brought our subjects into view—the two women were
dressed in silky, white lingerie that left little to the
imagination. They jumped gleefully up and down on single white
satin-clad twin beds, belting each other with downy pillows that
looked like snowy clouds. But the action was entirely in slow
motion with breasts and bums bouncing deliciously, and the women’s
laughter was delightfully authentic.

I couldn’t help but be impressed by the fact that the
display was not at all insincere, corny or contrived. It truly was
simultaneously beautiful, playful, sexy, joyful and erotic. A
pillow swat that missed its target recoiled with such force that a
blizzard of fluffy feathers was released. They floated through the
air like Times Square confetti on New Year’s Eve. A close-up shot
of the brunette showed a puff stuck on her eyelash, and as she
laughed and batted her lashes, the feather fanned dramatically.
Still wondering what the product or service was that was being
advertised, I studied the television screen for clues.

“Ooof! I bet this is a commercial for insurance or an
urgent care place…look at how the blonde got walloped!” exclaimed
Jas.

I giggled a response, but I sensed that Jas’s
humorous interjection was to deflect a growing sexual tension in
the air. Truth be told, I think we both were becoming highly
aroused. Soldiering on, I took in other details of the scene. Both
women were wearing the brightest shade of red lipstick I’ve ever
seen…and in a pillow fight like that…those lips should have smudged
and smeared everywhere…

“Ahhh! I think it’s for lipstick! The kind that stays
put and won’t transfer,” I declared proudly, thinking I solved the
mystery.

Sure enough, at the end, both women kissed their
pillows and then displayed them to the camera, proving that the
pillows remained pristine and their lips beautifully and lusciously
perfect red. The final frame pictured an elegant lipstick tube from
Les Cygnes, a company I didn’t recognize…I would have to do
some research to discover more about their brand. I assumed the
products must be available in the United States for them to
purchase such a pricey advertising slot.

I paused for a moment, letting the eroticism of the
commercial circulate through my body awakening my senses. I
definitely was turned on. I felt…

Thump! I was jolted from my reverie by a blow
to the head from a tossed pillow!

“Did you just throw a pillow at me!” I
demanded, staring slack-jawed at Jas, who dissolved in a fit of
giggles. “Oh, I don’t think so!” I grabbed up the pillow, slid the
laptop onto the recliner and lurched toward Jas, taking aim.

She screamed in laughter and snatched another pillow
from the sofa. We circled each other like fighters in the octagon,
feinting, bobbing and weaving with determined skill. Her reach was
greater than mine, and she soon gave me a swift pillow paddle right
on my behind. The force sent me stumbling, and that’s when she
dropped her pillow and caught me in both arms. We were panting as
the giggles melted away, and we stared into each others’ eyes.

I knew she wanted to kiss me—I wanted her to also, so
I closed my eyes and sunk deeper against her body. She registered
my desire and lowered her lips to mine. Softly at first, hesitating
slightly, she kissed me gently before pulling back to see my
reaction, perhaps seek confirmation. But I was already reaching for
her, demanding more, and she answered by kissing me deeply,
exploring my lips and tongue with hers. She tasted of ripened black
cherries, dark and succulent, and I was breathless and dizzy with
excitement.

We broke apart, gasping for air, and I took the
opportunity to grab the velvety blanket and our former weapons,
arranging them in a comfy makeshift bed on the floor. Taking her
hands in mine, I guided her down to me, where she stretched her
length alongside my body. She kissed me again, and this time, she
supported the back of my head gently with her left hand while her
right hand found the zipper to my hoodie. I wasn’t wearing a bra,
so when she tugged the zipper to its final destination, my small
but perky breasts were revealed, and she pushed the garment from my
shoulders, allowing full access to my topless body.

I watched her smile and take one of my
already-at-attention nipples into her mouth, rolling, sucking and
flicking with her tongue. Powerful sensations surged through my
entire body with her suckling first one breast, and then the other.
I sighed my satisfaction and shifted my hips, wanting badly to be
freed from my jeans.

Jas must have noted my yearning, because she moved to
trail kisses down my belly…lower, and lower still, until she
arrived at the denim waistband. She sat back on her knees to
swiftly undo the button and slide down the zipper, and then she
wasted no time in dragging them to the middle of my thighs.
Slipping one hand underneath my panties, she raised her head to
kiss me once again full on the mouth, and the swirling of her
tongue indicated pleasures yet to come. Searchingly, she moved
underneath the lacy fabric, stroking my trimmed pubic hair,
fingertips finding my folds, gliding along, leaving my nerve
endings to send sizzling messages shooting through me.

With both hands grasping the scalloped band of my
panties, Jas stripped them and my jeans away and tossed them off to
the side. I arched my back in anticipation as she drew down to the
apex of my spread legs, breathing in my highly aroused scent. Need
tore through me as I felt the first touch of her tongue, and I
writhed, desperately wanting to feel her probing deep inside
me.

“Mmmmmm…you taste so good!” Jas whispered as she
lifted her head to watch my reaction as she slipped a finger inside
my hole.

I moaned and breathed heavily. “I’m so close, Jas…it
won’t take me long…I…” I broke off in a whimper of delight. I felt
the familiar tension collecting, inching me ever closer to the
edge, and I bit down on the back of my hand to muffle a cry when
Jas forced another finger into my pussy and returned her mouth to
lick at my clit. I rocked my hips in rhythm with her movements as
she worked me with her fingers and lapped at my bud, which was
swollen with stimulation. Pressing her tongue roughly on my clit
and circling its sensitive surface, she slipped her fingers in and
out, my juices flowing freely now, until the build reached its
powerful pinnacle.

With a breathless scream I dropped into the freefall
of orgasm, bliss surging and bursting in every cell of my body as
Jas continued to gently nuzzle me, licking up the nectar that still
dripped from my satisfied cunt.

Looking exactly like the cat that got the cream, Jas
sat back on her heels and grinned proudly at me. Transfixed by her
plump lips that were glistening and wet with my honey, I suddenly
pulled her down to me and rolled, positioning her underneath me
now. I shook the hoodie off my shoulders—I wanted to luxuriate in
being completely naked and free in her presence.

I wanted her naked too. In a swift woosh, I had her
T-shirt off, and flinging it away, I pressed my bare breasts to
hers. The feeling was so erotic that I was nearly overcome by
emotion that tingled my skin. I kissed her eagerly on the mouth,
hungrily exploring her lips and tongue that were seasoned with my
flavors.

Shimmying down the length of her, I grasped her yoga
pants and panties and peeled them from her. There was no slow
seduction in stripping her—I couldn’t wait to touch and experience
every inch of her delectable flesh. I placed soft kisses on her
belly while stroking her thighs, basking in her heady fragrance.
She smelled of jasmine and roses just like in the song that still
floated through my memory, and I inhaled deeply, imagining that we
were embracing in our own secret garden. I couldn’t help but
acknowledge that we were Jasmine and Rose—lovely, graceful
and sensual blossoms in our very own flower duet.

Moving behind Jas, I supported her to an upright
position and guided her to crawl the short distance to the sofa. I
helped her to kneel en levrette with her arms on the back of
the couch to maintain balance before getting on my knees as well.
Spreading her thighs just a little wider, I dipped my head to lap
at her folds, playing at her plump lips and alternating kissing and
sucking. I relished her ambrosial tang and melted into a rhythmic
undulation bobbing at her succulence. Feeling intense urges of a
more taboo nature, I twirled my tongue along her perineum, nipping
and teasing the tenderness there.

“Ooooh…Rose…yes…” Jas said with an exhaling sigh. The
sounds of her pleasure spurred me on, and feeling bold, I smoothed
my hands along her ass cheeks where I kneaded and massaged her
peach-soft bottom. Opening her to me, I revealed the tight
pinkness. I marveled at the puckered rim so like an intricate
flower bud, and I wanted to run my tongue over every ripple before
pushing deep inside. And that’s exactly what I did as Jas cried
aloud in surprise punctuated with delight. My senses were
completely overwhelmed with indulgence, and I willed myself to stay
in the moment and savor every bit of it. Slurping greedily at her
anus, I lavished in her earthy pungency which hinted of salt,
spice, and musk.

I reached around to find her hood and working the
flesh there, I revealed her most sensitive knot of nerve endings.
Circling her clitoris, I trailed a finger to collect pussy juices
that were abundantly flowing before returning back to my focal
point.

“Make me come!” Jas called, and I gave a squeeze to
her mound before vigorously rubbing her clit. With a violent
shiver, she made a feral shriek that was primal and animalistic and
sent a ripple of excitement through me. The scent of sex was heavy
in the air as satisfaction washed over us both. I helped her to
recline fully on the couch before cozying up next to her.

We lay curled and content in each other’s arms until
the announcement of the halftime show shook us back to reality.

“Oh no…you’ve missed a bunch of the commercials. I’m
keeping you from your work,” Jas said, voice muffled into the curve
of my neck.

I laughed. “Don’t worry. I gathered all the
information I need. I know exactly what I’m going to write about.”
Continuing to giggle, I added, “I will just focus on one
very effective commercial.” I gave a light smack to her
bottom to emphasize my brilliant idea, and she squealed and sat up,
spying her bottle of Jack and my Coke.

“How about I fix us some drinks?” she called over her
shoulder as she was gathering her clothes and already heading to
the kitchen for glasses.

I quickly typed a few brainstorming notes before
shutting down my laptop and tucking it on the bookshelf and out of
the way. Locating my jeans, panties and hoodie, I dressed and ran
my fingers through my long, brown hair, combing it into a ponytail
and securing it with the hair tie from my wrist.

Jas returned from the kitchen with tumblers and set
about preparing our Jack-and-Coke drinks. She handed me a glass,
kissed my cheek and motioned for me to join her on the couch, where
we toasted an awesome Super Bowl Sunday and giggled
conspiratorially together. We were still giggling when Deandre
marched into the room. Directing our heads to where he stood, we
stammered out greetings and struggled with our surprise and
giddiness.

“I thought you were at a party,” I finally
managed.

“I was, but then I thought I’d come home and catch
the second half with you nerds.” He smiled at us and crossed the
room to the recliner. It was still open from when I sat there.
“Hey! Who was sitting in my chair?” he demanded while gingerly
lowering himself before hunkering down more deeply.

“Your chair?” I exclaimed, rolling my
eyes.

Deandre continued, “No worries, ladies. I’m here to
make your night better now. How would you two geeks manage without
me? Must have been pretty dull just you girls, huh?”

He turned to beam at us on the couch, attempting to
charm us. And yes, he was adorable, fun and kind, but I must admit,
I wouldn’t have minded Jas and I being alone together the rest of
the night. Simultaneously, we blew kisses at him, and satisfied, he
rounded back to the game.

“I’m sneaking into your room tonight,” Jas whispered
in my ear. “We aren’t finished yet. Plus, we should probably review
the pillow-fight commercial. I can help you with your paper.”

I nodded my anticipation, smiling into her
mischievous brown eyes, and I relaxed into the cushions, grateful
for the unofficial holiday and day off tomorrow. I think football
might have gained a new fan!


 


How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the
Super Bowl




by John Michael Curlovich

writing as Jon Jockel

 


Now the first thing you have to understand is that I
hate football.

Well, hate might be too strong a word. How
about galloping indifference? And it’s part of a larger
indifference to sports in general. Baseball? Please! Eighteen guys
standing on a huge green carpet and barely moving for three hours?
And people find that interesting? Ugh! Hockey? Organized brutality,
and you don’t even get a look at the lines of the players’ bodies.
Soccer? Zzzzzzz.
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