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Checked by the Chess Club

I breathed a sigh of relief when I checked the GetTogether app on my phone and saw that there was a chess club meeting not far from my hotel. No shade intended toward the other gals on tour with me — I adore Camille, Lola, and Candi like they're my own sisters, or even better than sisters — but I needed a break from another round of tequila shooters, tattoo comparisons, and lube reviews before the show. My brain was getting fuzzy four cities into the tour, and it felt like I was leaking IQ points by the minute.

Of course, if you read the adult video press, you probably think I've got plenty of IQ points to spare. "Ginger the Genius," I've seen in the headlines about a scene I did where I was a busty professor tutoring a group of rowdy sorority dudes in human sexuality; "Dr. Ginger Joy," they called me on that podcast a couple months ago where I was promoting the tour. The thing is, I'm not actually a genius, I'm just very bright, good with math, and observant. I've got a master's degree in math, left over from when I thought I might want to become an academic, but that just makes me one in a couple hundred thousand. But the dudes (and let's be honest, it's about 98% dudes) writing those articles have set the bar for adult performer brains so low that if you can balance your checkbook and speak in complete sentences, they're convinced that you're the second coming of Marie Curie, but with a hot bod.

Though to be fair, as much as I love Camille, Lola, and Candi, they don't do much to switch the narrative. Camille is clever and kind, but defaults to the ditzy blonde persona whenever she's around fans; Lola is plenty smart, too, but her primary interests are handbags and hand lotions; and Candi ... yeah, Candi's dumb as a brick, but incredibly sweet. None of them have any real interests outside of performing and preparing to perform; getting them to talk about anything deeper than where to find a pedi in whatever town we've rolled into, or which male talent boasts the best package, is nearly impossible.

And getting them to play a friendly game of chess while we're waiting for the show to start? Forget about it.

The chess club meeting was at two in the afternoon at a coffee shop about two miles from our downtown hotel, and our show — Vixens on Review — didn't start until ten that night. Plenty of time to win some games, grab some supper, and limber up for the performance. Camille and I were working on a new routine involving a stripper pole, a double-ended dildo, and a yoga bolster, which required more than the usual warm-up stretches to execute successfully. I scheduled a ride and headed down to the lobby for a couple of warm-up games on my phone.

According to the listing for the meeting, an Elo ranking of at least 1600 was required to participate in the games, but anyone could observe. This wasn't a problem for me — though I hadn't played competitively for years, I'd managed to keep above 1900 through regular games on CheckMeChess.com. For a while, I did dip below 1800, when I was first transitioning into full-time performing after my semi-pro scene in the university library went viral (I had pretty much decided to leave academia before I shot it; getting plowed in the periodicals stacks by two TAs was a nice "fuck you" on my way out of the ivory tower industry), but I found a nice balance that kept my brain sharp when I wasn't putting other parts of my anatomy to profitable use.

I opted for an incognito wardrobe for the club meeting: a baggy sweatshirt, loose jeans, sensibly chunky sneakers, with my red hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and just a touch of lipstick. The night before, the gals and I had gone clubbing decked out in our tightest leather skirts and skimpiest Lycra tops, and we turned more than a few heads with our highly performative make-out moves on the dance floor. I'm sure that word got around about who we were — there was a big sign advertising Vixens on Revue right across from the club where we were dancing — because we were mobbed by horn dogs every time we took a break from strutting our stuff. I suspect we sold a few tickets for the show with our night out antics. Today I had no interest in turning heads, though; I wanted to get inside some heads, scramble some brains, and crush the hearts of over-confident chess boys.

Before my ride arrived, I dispatched two CheckMeChess.com opponents: one was new to me, DonnieD_338, and put up a pretty good fight before I swept up both his rooks and a bishop and hemmed his king into the corner with my knights and queen. The other, BigT_93, I had played many times before, and honestly, I don't know why he kept at it — his ranking was seriously inflated, I suspect he had found some way of gaming the algorithm at CheckMeChess.com, because I had him in twelve moves that could have been ten but I wanted to play out a little rope for him to tangle up his own feet. BigT_93 sent me a sad face emoji, and I sent him a purple devil.

It would probably have counted as flirting if my username on the site wasn't GeneJ_69: on the internet, no one knows you're a dog, but if you're a woman, everyone hopes you're a porn star, and if you're actually a porn star, it's probably best to hide your light under a bushel and behind a misdirecting handle. The one time I used my actual name (not my stage name, just a clearly feminine name) on a chess site, I was absolutely swamped with dating offers and dick pics, so GeneJ_69 it is (with the "69" my cheeky little nod at the truth behind the avatar). As I threw my bag over my shoulder and headed out of the lobby toward the blue Camry waiting to pick me up, I wondered if maybe BigT_93 wasn't playing some odd dom/sub game with me, getting off on having his ass whipped so thoroughly every time we met. If so, maybe I should start charging him — I've got a few cam regulars who pay me every month to be publicly humiliated during my shows.



Java Jill's was a cute little coffee shop in a neighborhood just outside of downtown. Once my ride was under the highway overpass, the streets got narrow and quiet, lined with leafy trees and wide sidewalks with people walking their dogs or getting in their Saturday afternoon jog. The hottest days of summer were behind us, but the chilly fall weather hadn't kicked in yet; the sky was a cloudless blue and a cool breeze blew through my hair. It was a nice respite after the bright lights and loud noises of the club scene, and I had a half a mind to skip the chess club altogether and just go for a walk in the sunshine.

But I really did have an itch to win a few games in person, so I tapped a nice tip in the ride share app and headed into the cafe. It was cozy and a little funky, with old couches and coffee tables, brightly colored paintings for sale, and big windows looking out on the sidewalks and letting in lots of light. There were people sitting at wobbly wooden tables and lounging on the couches, chatting and gazing out the windows with their steaming cups in their hands. No one seemed to be playing chess, though.

I went up to the counter to place my order — a double short skinny latte with a little dash of almond flavor — with the barista. She was a cute little thing, curly hair piled up on top of her head and a sparkly silver stud in her nose, with small black gauges in her earlobes. While she was pouring the milk for my drink, I pulled up the GetTogether event listing on my phone to double check the address.

"Hey," I said to her while she was pouring the shots into the foamy milk in my cup, holding the event listing toward her, "is this where the Chess-o-Matic Club meets?"

She rolled her eyes and sighed.

"Yeah," she said, more than a hint of disdain in her voice, "the losers are in the back room." She jerked a thumb over her shoulder. "Eight of them so far, with a grand total of two orders and a buck and a half in quarters and nickels as a tip."

"I see," I said, taking my cup and holding up to my nose to take in the rich aroma. "So pretty typical chess bros."

The barista rolled her eyes again — it was a surprisingly sexy move that made me think she could pull off the "annoyed stepsister" part in some of the videos I'd been shooting before the tour — and said, "Beyond typical; they're about as cheap and nerdy as you can get. But their president is the owner's cousin, so I guess we're stuck with them."

"Thanks," I said, stuffing an extra couple of singles into the tip jar. "I'm just going to poke my head in for a minute."

"You might want to plug your nose," she said, "personal hygiene isn't in their skill set."

I took my latte toward the wooden door that the barista had indicated. It was closed, but there was a little window with slightly frosted glass, and I could see some dark shapes moving around behind it. The doorknob clicked when I turned it, and I opened the door as quietly as I could and stepped inside, closing it gently behind it.

There were nine people in the room — all men, a couple who looked to be in their forties, the rest younger, probably in their late twenties. Most were wearing glasses, and their wardrobes ranged from t-shirts with chess memes printed on them to rumpled cardigans to checkered shirts with what appeared to be coffee stains on the pockets. Four of them sat at tables with chess boards between them, deep in concentration, while the others huddled around them in two clusters, watching silently.

I hung back for a minute, surveying the groups; they didn't seem to notice me, they were so concentrated on the games in progress. I made my way around the tables, standing on my toes to look over the shoulders of the audience.

At one board, an older man in a wrinkled red plaid shirt with graying brown hair was playing a younger blonde man with a scruffy beard wearing a black t-shirt with "GUESS THE ELO" printed on it in white block letters. Based on the pile of captured pieces in front of the older man and the configuration of the younger man's remaining rook and handful of pawns, I'd guess an Elo somewhere below 1500 — he really shouldn't have been calling attention to it. If the older guy played it right, that match was over in two moves; and even if he messed up, I couldn't see it taking more than four to dispatch his opponent.

The other board had a better match going, and I eased my way in sideways to watch. A middle-aged brown-haired man in a blue cardigan with black buttons was leaning on his elbows with a finger hovering above a black knight, while a red-headed man with a brushy mustache that seemed too big for his face stared intently across the table, a faint smile on his lips. There hadn't been a lot of pieces lost on either side yet, and both their kings remained unmoved. I could see a nice sequence that white could execute with his queen and bishop if black moved that knight the wrong way, and I chewed my lip in anticipation.

Black's knight moved backward in a way I didn't expect, nor, apparently, did white. There was a little ripple of surprised gasps through the audience. White's hand had been moving toward his queen, but then suddenly pulled back as if he'd touched a live electric wire. I could see his eyes narrow, and he tapped his mustache. Then he reached for one of his rooks with a sigh of resignation and took a black pawn that was menacing white's knight. There was a sudden flurry of movement, both players quick and decisive, as if racing toward an inevitable finish. I could see three moves that would finish the game in black's favor, two in white's, and with each click of a piece landing on the board the window of possibilities narrowed until finally there was only one way this could go down, though black didn't know it yet. I sipped my latte and waited for the audience to catch up with what I'd seen; when they did, they let out a laugh, the older guy playing black let out a gasp, and the redhead playing white leaned back in his chair with a captured pawn pressed to his upturned lips.

"Mate," the redhead said very quietly, and the older guy dropped his head, shaking it from side to side.

While the players gathered up their pieces and started setting them back on the board, I turned to one of the guys in the audience — a tall, skinny kid with a shock of messy black hair wearing a green t-shirt with the chess pieces lined up from pawn to queen on it — and asked, "How do you get on the list to play?"

He looked down at me and raised an eyebrow, then said, "Um, do you know how?"

I thought, Fuck you, you little prick, I had an Elo of 1400 when you were still figuring out how to move the horsie. But I said, "Yeah, I play, that's why I'm here."

"You've got to talk to Ted," the tall guy said, nodding toward a guy I hadn't noticed when I came in: he was tall, with a broad chest and big hands, thumbs hooked in his belt loops, with curly brown hair falling toward his shoulders. His black t-shirt read, in a typewriter font:

"1. e4 e5

2. ke2?"

I guffawed — I've actually seen that move happen on CheckMeChess.com, usually by guys who think they're funnier than they actually are — and walked over to Ted. He watched me heading his way with a smirk and downcast eyes, and gave a little nod when I reached him. I had to bend my neck to look up at him.

"Is there a schedule for play?" I asked.

"Sure," he said, "but there's a minimum standing; otherwise you can just watch."

"Yeah, I saw that on the listing," I said, fishing my phone out of my bag. "I've got the standing."

I pulled up the CheckMeChess app and tapped to my score — 1936 after this morning's little romp, not as high as it could be but not bad — then held the screen to him. I kept my thumb over the user handle. Ted's eyes got wide, and he whistled through his teeth.

"Shit," he said, "that's good ..."

"I know," I said, dropping my phone back in the bag. "I don't do things half assed, and I like to win. I've had a long couple weeks traveling and I'm looking to unwind by making some nerds cry."

Ted laughed. "Some of them cry pretty easy, so that might not be a challenge. But I'll put you down. You have a name?"

"Chrissy," I said, my childhood hamster's name popping into my head. I guess that would be my reverse pornstar name.

"Awesome, Chrissy," said Ted, scribbling in a little notebook in his pocket. "You're on the list. You'll probably be up in a few."

I nodded and sipped my latte, which was starting to get a little cold, and walked back to the tables, where another pair of games was kicking off. I gave my ass an extra little swing when I turned my back on Ted; he was cute, a lot cuter than I expected to find at the Chess-o-Matic Club, and while I wasn't looking to score, I didn't mind turning up the heat a touch.



Ted handed the tall kid his little notebook, and the kid started scribbling on a whiteboard hanging on the wall. There was a competition bracket on the board, with names and numbers — apparently Elo scores — on it. "Mike 1632" and "Joe 1701" were both freshly crossed out. The kid's eyebrows shot up when he looked at the notebook, and then he look over at me with a surprised look on his face. I raised my cup in salute as he wrote "Chrissy 1936" on one of the empty brackets a few spaces to the right of Mike and Joe's defeats. It looked like it was going to be a while before I played, so went back out into the coffee shop for a refill and a treat.

The cute little barista smiled at me when I went up to the counter.

"So, you have a good time?" she asked with a smirk.

"Not yet," I said. "I haven't played yet."

"They're going to let you play?" she said, looking almost as surprised as the kid who put my name on the bracket.

"I've got the ranking," I said. "They seem to think very highly of themselves."

"Oh, you don't know the half of it. They're all little assholes, except Ted. Ted's a big asshole."

"He seemed nice enough to me," I said as I took the cup she handed me.

"Probably because he wants to get in your pants," she said. "They're usually a 'no girls allowed' little club house. Which would be fine if they'd at least order stuff and tip."

"Yeah, that's one of the best signs of bad character," I said, stuffing a couple more bucks in the tip jar. I was a little surprised, if Ted was only nice to chicks whose pants he wanted to invade, that he wasn't bombarding the little barista with tips; I certainly wouldn't mind getting into her pants. She had a perky little ass under her tight black jeans, and her tits pushed her apron out in the most alluring way.

Back in the room, the games were continuing, and names were being crossed off as the bracket grew tighter. My name was finally paired with someone — "Frank 1697" — so I set my bag down and scanned the faces, wondering which one was Frank. He turned out to be one of the older guys, dark hair graying at the temples, dressed in a red sweater and jeans.

Frank played well-enough for his Elo score. We drew for colors, and he got white, and made some pretty standard on-book moves to get control of the center of the board. He was so focused on the center that he didn't see me flanking him with my knights, and the first check took him by surprise. From there I casually ran him to ground; a bead of sweat glistened on his lip, which I thought was kind of cute. I think he was nervous playing against, and being soundly beaten by, a girl.

I had been so focused on the game that I failed to notice that Ted had pulled up a chair and was sitting at an angle to the table, behind Frank. He wasn't watching the game, though; he was watching me. When I looked up from the board after pinning Frank into an inescapable trap, my eyes caught and held Ted's. There was a faint smile on his lips and a crease in his brow, as if something puzzled him. I thought about what the barista had said and chalked it up to Ted being a little uneasy around women but also a bit horny for me; maybe my ass wiggle after signing up for a game spot had revved his engines.

The skinny kid adjusted the brackets, and I pulled up a chair to watch Ted — "Ted 1832" — go up against the redhead who had dispatched "Mike 1632" (who might be "Mike 1628" or so if that game was being factored in). Ted's style was fluid and controlled, thoughtful and measured. There was nothing flashy or tricky to his play at all; he was very much on-book, but it was clear that he had read more of the book than his opponent. Ted had definitely earned his Elo score. After the game, Ted leaned across the table to shake the hand of the redhead — "Barry 1781" — and then looked at me with a grin and a sparkle in his eye. The grin was much more confident than the little smile he had worn when he was watching me beat Frank.

"I do believe," Ted said, "that you and I are about to face off for the final bracket."

I looked up from my coffee to the whiteboard with a little confusion — I had only played the one game against Frank, so I couldn't imagine that I was somehow in the final bracket. But lo and behold, the skinny kid was erasing the names that were already written there and putting "Chrissy 1936" and "Ted 1832" on the final lines.

"That doesn't seem quite right," I protested.

"Nope, that's how it breaks," said Ted. "We base it on Elo scores as well as current play. I don't think we've ever had anyone in the 1900s ... Chrissy. So we're all pretty excited to pick up some pointers from your play."

I didn't like the way he said my name. Or really anything about him — there was something overly confident about Ted, as if he was compensating for something with his bravado. He also felt a little like a playground bully who kept his little gang in line by threatening humiliation and stolen lunch money to keep their torment focused on the new kid.

"I don't know how much I have to teach," I said, tilting my head back to drain the dregs of my coffee cup, "but you're all more than welcome to watch me mop the board with Ted. I'm sure it will be entertaining as well as educational."

A little titter rose up from the others in the room, but quickly quieted when Ted threw a menacing glance. I smiled as sweetly as I could, tucked my bag under my chair, and pulled up to the table where Mike was setting the pieces on the board.



"I know who you are, Ginger Joy," Ted hissed under his breath. We were just three moves into the game, a bog standard start of the Mieses Opening.

I startled and looked across the table at him.

"What did you say?" I asked, fluttering my eyelids.

"You're not Chrissy," he whispered, leaning across the table, too quietly for anyone else to hear. "I thought I recognized you when you came in, and now I'm certain — you're Ginger Joy."

He was clearly trying to rattle me. I'm not above playing head games on top of a chess match myself — a flirty wink, a playful smile, a captured pawn rolled across my lips with a sensuous pout — but I at least try to keep it subtle. And quiet.

"I'm not Chrissy," I hiss as I lean forward, my forehead almost touching his, and reach for a pawn. "But I'm not Ginger Joy, either."

I snatch a black pawn off the board and drop it beside me, and then regret the move — it opened a path for his bishop that I should have kept closed. Ted had rattled me, and that pissed me off.

He moved his bishop right into the spot I didn't want it to land in, and I was forced to scramble a knight into a dangerous position. I played back the last several moves, and something tickled at the back of my mind. There was something familiar in the way Ted pivoted out of the Mieses Opening ...

Two moves later, when Ted's rook moved mid-board, I had it. I grabbed another pawn — not because it fit my game strategy to take it, but because I needed a dramatic flourish and a prop for my next head move — and leaned back in my seat, smiling over the top of the little white chess piece. I flicked my tongue out across its dome head and whispered, "Nice move, BigT_93."

Ted's face went pale, and he looked away. His eyes were darting from the board to me to the floor. I kept the pawn against my lips, giving it a gentle little kiss. The only sounds were the hushed breathing of the club members crowded around us, and the steady tick-tick-tick of clock on the wall.

"Um, Ted," the skinny kid whispered after two or three minutes had passed. "Um, it's your ..."

"Shut up," Ted hissed, suddenly looking up and lunging across the board to grab his rook. His face was red now, and his eyes blazed as he slid the rook across the board so fast it sent my knight clattering to the floor. I grinned; the loss of the knight was negligible, the loss of Ted's cool was priceless.

"Check," I said, bringing my queen into play.

Ted slid his bishop in front of his king, which gave my rook a nice opening.

"Check," I said again. I fluttered my eyelashes at him.

Ted pressed his palms against his eyes, breathing hard, and then knocked over my rook with his queen, sending my piece rolling. I caught it with deft fingers and handed it base-first to Ted, who snatched it away.

My knight wheeled into action, seizing a bishop, and I said in a cheerful sing-song voice, "Check."

Ted was swearing under his breath as he surveyed the damage on the board. He clearly had a simple plan at the start of play, and I'd been happy to let it wind out as we went through the moves, but his little attempt to get in my head had changed my goals: I didn't just want to win, I wanted to crush him. He was playing recklessly, barely thinking a move ahead, and there was no going back to his original path.

His queen ran across the board and stopped in front of my exposed king, and he hissed, "Check, bitch."

Which was exactly what I wanted. My other knight tapped gently against his queen, opening my other bishop's line to his king, and as I plucked his piece from the board I said, "Check, and mate, Big T."



"Is it true?" the skinny kid asked me under his breath as Ted pushed his chair back, shaking the table hard enough to knock over several of the pieces remaining on the board. "Are you really Ginger Joy?"

I sighed and put down the white queen I had been rolling around between my fingers.

"Yeah," I said, looking up at him and brushing my red hair back. "Among other things. So?"

"So, I'm ... " He blushed and bent down so his face was closer to mine. "I'm kind of a fan."

I knew it was a risk when I went to the Chess-o-Matic meeting, but I hadn't really played out how I would handle having my cover blown. When I'm on set, the real me disappears behind the persona of Ginger Joy, and behind her hair and make-up as well. I've been recognized a handful of times when I'm at the grocery store or coffee shop, but that usually amounts to a fleeting nod or an embarrassed smile from the guy (always a guy) who's taking a minute to go from, "Don't I know you from someplace?" to "Holy fuck, I fap to you on the regular ..." The biggest interaction I've ever had with a fan is to sign the box of condoms he was buying at the drugstore with a sharpie ("I'm going to think of you whenever I put one of these on," he had said, which I'm sure he thought was a compliment).

Apparently the baggy jeans and old sweatshirt and just a touch of lipstick were insufficient cover. Chess players, I suppose, are a little more observant than the average person. Or maybe they're just bigger porn consumers.

"So, do you have a name?" I asked the kid.

"Eliot," he said, extending a hand to me. I took it and gave it a shake; his grip was weak and shaky, which made me want to laugh — I'm sure it was much firmer on his cock when he watched my videos.

"A pleasure to meet you, Eliot," I said.

The other men in the room were nervously milling around, with a hum of whispered conversation too low for me to make out. They threw furtive glances my way, but as soon as I would turn my face toward them and smile, they looked away, red-faced and bashful. All except Tim, that is: Tim sat with his arms crossed, ankle on his knee, glaring at me with dark eyes that shot virtual daggers my way.

"How did you know?" Tim asked, his voice raspy but firm.

"That you're BigT_93?" I asked.

He nodded.

I sighed and fished my phone out of my bag, logged in to the CheckMeChess app, and slid the screen with my game history on it. He took it and scrolled with his thumb, his jaw growing slack and his eyes wide.

"You ..." he spluttered, shaking his head, "but ... you're ..."

"GeneJ_69," I said, leaning forward on my elbows. I reached a hand toward him across the chessboard. "A pleasure to meet you, too."

He slapped my hand away without looking up, shaking his head as he reviewed my game history. While I get around a lot, knocking out a couple of games between scenes when I'm working or waiting for a ride, there were a lot of matches with BigT_93 over the last six months. My standing was 100% against him, though I wasn't proud — almost every time I played him, it felt like he was intentionally throwing the game, rushing to completion at jackrabbit speed.

"It can't be," he whispered, eyes riveted on my phone. "Holy fuck, it can't be."

"It totally is," I said. "And I've got to say, Ted, it's been a mystery to me. I mean, you've got a solid ranking, and the game we just played was pretty good, but on the app, it's like I'm playing some dope who barely knows the rules."

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Ted muttered, and then slid my phone back across the table to me. He pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, and I thought I saw the glittering trickle of a tear on his cheek. He took his hands away and looked at me with red eyes.

"I thought you were someone else," he said with a shaky voice. "I thought you were Gene Johnson."

There was a gasp from behind me, and I turned around to see everyone looking at Ted now instead of at me. It was a relief to not be the center of attention, but it was also a shock.

"Gene who?" I asked.

"Gene Johnson," Eliot whispered, leaning close to me. When I furrowed my brow, still no more informed than I was a moment ago, Eliot said, "Gene used to be the Chess-o-Matic president, before Ted. And, um, there was a rumor ..."

"It's true," Ted said, banging a fist against the table so the pieces still standing on the board all toppled over, some rolling to the floor with a clatter. "The rumor is true, Gene and I were fucking, okay? So just quit your gawking and your whispering, because you still don't know shit about it."

I heard shuffling behind me and glanced over my shoulder to see about half of the club moving awkwardly toward the door. Some threw glances toward me, some toward Ted, and some were making haste to escape an awkward scene. When I turned back to Ted, he had crumpled onto the table, head on his hands, his back shaking with sobs. I pushed my chair back and hurried around the table to put an arm across his trembling shoulders.



"And I guess that's how we ended up being buddies on CheckMeChess," Ted said, wiping at his eyes with the tissue I had pulled out of my bag. I was sitting next to him, my arm still across his shoulders, but he wasn't sobbing anymore. In fact, there was a rueful smile on his lips despite the tears that still trickled down his cheeks.

Ted's story was sad, though a little funny at the same time. He had joined the Chess-o-Matic club when he moved to the city about four years ago: not long out of college, a little lonely, and looking for like-minded nerds with whom to spend the occasional weekend afternoon. He had never considered himself gay — "bi-curious, maybe; you know, a couple of circle jerks after fencing practice, that kind of thing," he explained dismissively. I've never been a fencer, so I don't know if that sort of thing is typical, but if Ted wanted to think it was, that was fine. Despite his protests of being solidly 90% — well, 75% — straight, he had felt an immediate attraction to Gene, the club president.

Gene was a few years older than Ted, self-assured but kind, and, to hear Ted tell it, devastatingly handsome. When Ted described Gene's flowing golden hair, nimble fingers, piercing eyes, and pouting mouth, at least a couple of the guys who were still there — Eliot among them — nodded in ascent. Maybe Chess-o-Matic was a hotbed of unrequited gay attraction?

Ted and Gene started getting together at Gene's apartment to play chess, watch movies, drink beer — good wholesome guy stuff. Except that the beer drinking and chess playing sometimes led to honest talk, low key cuddling, and, one memorable night, an intense game of strip chess. Apparently, they both won the game, in that they both ended up naked, hard, and all lubed up. Which sounds like good wholesome guy stuff to me, too, but my opinions on the topic are probably a little suspect.

They had agreed to keep their relationship on the down-low, though it seems that most of the club was at least suspicious. When Ted's cousin Dave bought Java Jill's, the club moved its meeting place from a city park rec center to the coffee shop's back room, a move everyone (except Celia, the cute little barista) was happy about. Everything was going along just fine — the perfect mix of chess and light fucking — until Donna came along.

Donna, Ted now insisted, had been a mistake — a dreadful mistake — but at the time she had been a revelation for the 75% — well, solidly 60% — of Ted that was still attracted to women. Tall and willowy, golden-trussed and porcelain skinned, with a laugh like summer rain and a pussy as soft as dew, Donna had lured Ted into her clutches and away from Gene. At first, Gene was fine with the balance that Ted struck, or at least he claimed to be; but Ted was spending more and more time with Donna, who didn't like Gene at all, and it finally became too much for Gene.

"He blew up at me when I was leaving the club meeting early one afternoon," Ted explained through his tears, "on my way to meet Donna, of course. I had completely forgotten that Gene and I were supposed to go to a movie — there was a special showing of 'Chess of the Wind' going on — and he said if I couldn't choose between him and Donna, then he'd choose for me. He resigned as president of Chess-o-Matic the next week, and I never saw him again."

Things hadn't lasted very long with Donna — once the flash of desire wore off, Ted discovered that Donna shared almost none of his interests besides fucking, and wasn't keen on him spending so much time playing chess. He tried to call and text Gene, but got no responses; Gene had apparently broken off all contact with the other club members — "Moved to Canada," someone thought — and disappeared into the void, leaving Ted bereft.

But then one night — sad, drunk, and horny, the perfect trifecta for bad decisions — Ted was poking around on CheckMeChess and stumbled on the GeneJ_69 profile. The avatar — a cartoon pawn with flowing yellow hair — reminded Ted of Gene. Could it be? Was it too good to be true?

"So I asked for a game," Ted said, brushing a tear away from the corner of his eye, "and said, 'hey baby i'm ready to try again' in the text box."

Shit, I thought, squeezing Ted's shoulder. I remembered getting that game invitation. It was on the set of "(Step)Mama's Honeypot," and Tommy Dare, who was playing my stepson, had just eaten me out something fierce. I was lying on the bed while the crew adjusted the lighting, anticipating a vigorous fucking once the cameras were rolling again, and thought I'd have time for a quick game to clear my head. I played my first game against BigTed_93 lying in the rumpled sheets of a bed on a porno set, my pussy still buzzing from Tommy's tongue work, and while I wasn't in a great head space for strategy, I beat him easily.

"I thought if I let him beat me," Ted explained, "he'd realize I was sorry. Also, I was drunk and jerking off."

"So I guess we were both a little off our game," I said, recalling that shortly after I put BigTed_93 in check for the last time, after just sixteen moves, I was pinned to the mattress while Tommy Dare pounded me senseless.

"Man, all that drunk, horny chess," said Ted, shaking his head, "and it turns out I was playing against a porn star the whole time."

"If it helps," I said, pushing Ted's hair back and running a finger down his cheek along the track of a tear, "I thought it was a lot of fun playing against you. I thought you were some sort of sub getting off on the humiliation ..."

Ted laughed and wiped his eyes.

"I guess I kind of was," he said, laughing quietly. "I should have just given up, you know?"

"Love sucks," I said, patting Ted's knee. I looked around the room — there were still four guys, two playing a game in the corner and two, Eliot and Frank, listening to Ted's story.

I pulled my wallet out of my bag and took out some cash.

"Eliot," I said, handing the cash to him, "make yourself useful. Go get me six lattes and whatever baked goods are still in the case. And tip, damn it, tip — don't come back with any cash, got it?"



"So tell me about this strip chess again," I said, putting my hand on Ted's knee.

"Oh, that was fun," he said, his eyes wistful, "but kind of silly. I think we both wanted to fuck, we just needed a way to get undressed that didn't seem like we wanted to fuck, you know?"

I nodded, though I really couldn't relate. In my line of work, clothing is an impediment, and there's no mystery about whether or not you're going to get laid. It must be nice, I thought, to be a civilian sometimes.

"What were the rules?" I asked.

"Pretty basic," Ted said. "If you lose a non-pawn piece, you lose an article of clothing; if you capture a non-pawn piece, you get an article of clothing back. If you go into check, you lose a piece, but you don't get anything back for putting your opponent in check. Two pieces of clothing gone with checkmate."

I thought about the various possibilities of play while my fingers gently kneaded Ted's thigh.

"That sounds like a way to get naked pretty fast," I said.

"I think that was the whole plan," Ted said with a grin. "But we could blame to rules, not our horniness."

I heard the door open and looked up to see Eliot returning with a big serving tray balanced on his hand. Frank hurried over to help him unload the tray onto an empty table: the six lattes I'd ordered, plus a little pile of cookies and bars.

"It's getting late," Eliot said apologetically, "and they're almost out of food."

"You left the gal a nice tip, though?" I asked, narrowing my eyes. Eliot nodded, a little fearfully, I thought.

"Well, then," I said, standing up and running a hand along Ted's shoulders as I walked toward the table. "Let's pass out these goodies and play another game."



I felt bad about all those games where I trounced a drunk, sad, and horny Ted when he thought he was groveling in front of his lost love. It had been a silly little game for me, but so much more for Ted.

And I also felt more than a little horny after Ted's story of the night of the strip chess game. I've had the good fortune to film quite a few bi-sexual scenes, and watching beautiful men making love to each other has always given me a thrill. When they're so wrapped up in each other that they forget that I'm there, when they're wrestling and grunting, biting and pinching, hard cocks swinging like unsheathed swords, I'm in my own private heaven. I don't always get off on set — I'm not called a porn actress for nothing — but I'm guaranteed a good orgasm when I'm tangled up with a couple of guys who are really enjoying a good fuck.

"I want to make up for accidentally fooling you," I said as I moved two tables together, angled so I could stand between them and reach the chess boards on them. "And make this club meeting a little more memorable. Frank, can you be a dear and close the door?"

Frank, who had been listening to Ted's story with obvious interest, hurried to the door into the coffee shop and made sure it was closed tightly. When I heard the knob click, I smiled and said to Eliot, "Help me set up these boards."

While we arranged the pieces, the guys who had been playing their own game during Ted's story wandered over, grabbing a coffee and a cookie from the table by the door. They looked pleased with the treats, but puzzled at the setup we were completing.

"We're having a game," I said, standing up and tightening my hair tie. "To cheer Ted up a little bit."

I looked over at Ted, who was standing by the snack table with a brownie in his hand, and winked. His eyes were still puffy and a little red, but he smiled back at me, chocolate crumbs on his lip.

"You're welcome to join in," I said.

"Oh, our ratings are pretty low," one of them — a short, square-jawed young man with close-cropped hair and a hint of a flaming tattoo poking out of the end of his sleeve.

"Yeah," said the other guy, tall, dark, and lean with a full sleeve of colorful dragon scale tattoos on bare arm and a flaming skull on the other shoulder. "We mostly just watch and then pick up a couple games at the end. We like the vibe, and it's a good way to learn."

I looked them up and down and felt a tingle at the base of my spine. My feelings told me that these guys already knew all the moves in the game I wanted to play, and if there were Elo rankings in fucking, they'd probably be grand masters.

"My game, my rules," I said, extending a hand toward the tall guy. "You guys have names? You can call me Ginger."

"Jake," the tall guy said, taking my hand. He held it a long time, his thumb drawing a lazy circle over my knuckles that made my knees shake before letting me go.

"Lance," the other one said, taking my hand in both of his and looking into my eyes. We were about the same height, and it was interesting to gaze at his face without tilting my neck; he had intense, dark eyes, and a line of stubble along his jaw that accentuated its strength.

"Well, Jake, Lance," I said, a catch in my voice when Lance released my hand. I motioned toward the tables where Eliot was finishing the chess boards. "You probably know Ted, Frank, and Eliot?"

"Hey," Jake said with a nod toward the others. There were silent head shakes, little grins, some shrugs — typical male attempts to maximize communication while minimizing words. Some sort of look flashed between Ted and Lance that made my pulse rate increase.

"So, rules," I said, positioning myself between the tables with the boards. I stretched my arms, turned my neck, cracked my knuckles; chess is more physical than most people give it credit for being — a different kind of physicality than running or fucking for sure, but still, it's good to limber up before a match. And I was anticipating a very big match indeed.

"It's two on one, and I'm the one. We're playing speed time rules — three minutes a move. If you lose a non-pawn piece, you lose a piece of clothing. If you win a non-pawn piece, you gain a piece of clothing. Go into check, lose a piece of clothing. Checkmate, two pieces. When you lose your game — because you will lose — you step aside for the next player. Questions?"

The guys looked nervously from one to the other, arms crossed. Eliot's face was flushed bright red, and he stammered as he asked, "But ... what if you lose?"

"I won't," I said. "But, if I do ... the winner takes my spot and plays both boards."

Frank raised a finger and asked, "What if we run out of clothes during the game?"

I shrugged. "You play naked, I guess, until you capture a piece and get something back."

"Order of clothes?" Ted asked, stepping a little closer to Lance.

"Whatever works for you, Big T, will work for me," I said. I looked at Lance and Jake, who were standing with relaxed postures, hips cocked, thumbs in the loops of their jeans, wearing knowing grins. "You guys got any questions?" I asked.

Lance shrugged and said, "Nope, makes sense to me. Who's up first?"

"Order of rank," I said, "so I guess that's you."

Lance and Jake looked at each other, their grins getting wider, and then broke from the little huddle and stepped up to the boards. There were chairs by the tables, but they chose to stand, as did I, feet apart, knees bent, ready to spring at the boards. I grabbed a pawn in each hand, one white and one black, shuffled them behind my back, and held my fists out to Lance. He tapped a hand and I turned my palm up to expose a white pawn. I did the same for Jake, who grabbed white as well.

And the game was afoot.



Jake and Lance were not especially good players. They weren't even as good as BigT_93 when he was trying to grovel to GeneJ_69. Honestly, I could have beaten them both with surgical precision and left them nearly fully dressed at the end.

But that's not how I played it.

First, I trotted my knights out for both of them, parading past their rows of pawns until they gave in to temptation and captured one each so I could slip out of my shoes and stand barefoot behind the table. I dangled another knight and waited for Jake to make his play for it, and then tossed my sweatshirt aside. There were some appreciative noises from the spectators standing behind Jake and Lance, and I gave my shoulders a little wiggle so my tits would move under my t-shirt.

And then I got down to business.

Clearing through their pawns was just sort of fun, and a little bit mean, but they took it in stride. I whittled away at Jake's back row first, picking off a rook and a bishop to get his shoes off, and then a knight so I could get a look at the ink that was sticking out of his shirt cuff. It was a complex tangle of vines and flowers that wrapped around his wrist and climbed past his elbow before exploding into a geometric pattern of reds and blues that covered his muscular shoulder and turned into a constellation of golden stars across his hairless chest. I licked my lips at the sight, imaging my tongue going supernova on that heavenly body.

I could have put my shoes and sweatshirt back on after stripping away some of Jake's clothes, but I felt more relaxed with them off. I kept Jake's pieces on the run, trying to block my feints toward check, and focused on Lance for a while.

I already knew to expect fire from what I could see on Lance's arm below his t-shirt's sleeve, but I wasn't prepared for just how hot that fire was going to be. Orange and yellow flames licked around his arms and across his chest and belly, an inky conflagration flaring across his olive skin. He had a tangle of course black hair on his chest that rose like smoke from the tattoo fire burning on his belly. The flames wrapped around his sides, and I looked over his shoulder to see Ted's eyes riveted to Lance's back, so I knew there was heat I couldn't see as well.

"Um, excuse me, Miss Joy?" I heard Eliot say. I looked up reluctantly from admiring Lance's fiery belly to see the skinny kid holding a finger up by his bright red face.

"Call me Ginger," I said. "What's your question, Eliot?"

"Um ... if we resign a game ... what's the ... is there a penalty for that? In clothing terms?"

"Hmmm ..." I put a finger to my lips and wrinkled my brow. "Resigning sounds to me like an act of cowardice, Eliot. I think if you resign, you lose it all, and have to sit in the corner and watch."

"Ah," he said, shivering a little. "I see."

"I think I'll be seeing a lot," I said, and laughed.

I turned my focus back to Jake, who had been doing a fine job parrying my thrusts without either of us drawing blood. He had been ignoring my queen, lurking off to the side, and that's a lady who doesn't like being a wallflower for very long. I swung her into play, moving her to the back row and putting him in check.

Jake and I locked eyes and smiled at each other as he slowly unbuckled his belt, pulled apart the buttons of his fly, and pushed his jeans down past his knees, revealing tight blue bikini briefs that were doing a valiant job of supporting his bulge. The starry pattern on his chest continued down past his belly and turned into spinning planets that orbited his muscular thighs. He stepped out of his jeans and kicked the away.

"That's some sweet ink," I said, running my tongue over my lips. I wondered what those planets would taste like if I knelt in front of him, lips to his hard thighs.

"Thanks," Jake said, focused on the board. While he worked out how to get his king out of check without immediately putting it back in peril, I went to work on getting more of Lance's ink into the open.

I menaced his queen with a rook, making him blunder into exposing his king for a quick check a move later. He looked over at Jake, who was still sussing out his options on the board, and then unzipped his jeans and let them slide past his hips. I could see a tangle of black hair below his belly, and took in a sharp breath. Lance grinned at me, shrugged, and pushed his jeans past his knees. His cock rested in a dense nest of hair, uncut and heavy, his balls hanging in shadows between his legs.

"Sorry," Lance said, "I usually go commando on the weekends."

"Oh, no need to be sorry, at all," I said, feasting my eyes on the thick pillar. He wasn't hard, but I could sense the blood pulsing through the veins the wrapped his shaft the way his fiery ink wrapped his torso.

I could tell by the way Ted's eyes were fixed on Lance's ass that he needed no apology, either, for Lance's nudity. The flame motif continued over Lance's thighs and as far as his knees.

"Well, then," I said, unable to pull my eyes away from the view until Eliot said, "Um, Miss Joy ... er ... Ginger ... the timer ..."

I sighed and looked at the table with Jake's game. In two moves, I had his boxer shorts on the floor and his cock dangling between his legs. Jake's penis was circumcised, the purple head glistening like a ruby, and his balls were tight against his core. His pubic hair was thinner than Lance's, and looked like a soft dark cloud around the base of his shaft.

"I feel like I've won already," I said, eyes flitting back and forth between the cocks on display. But I hadn't technically secured victory, so with a toss of my hair I stopped my playfulness and buckled down to pinning their kings in place.

"Next," I said, sweeping the remaining pieces aside so I could put the boards back together.

Frank and Eliot were nervous as they approached the tables, especially Eliot. His face had gone from crimson to white, and his fingers shook when he tapped my closed fist and accepted the white pawn I held out to him. Frank's eyes were closed, and it looked like he was doing some deep breathing exercises to calm himself. I took some deep breaths myself, trying to settle the tingle that was filling my belly and drifting between my legs. Jake and Lance, who had taken seats behind my opponents, still naked, had been easy to beat; Frank and Eliot would be more challenging, even with their nerves jangling.

Frank drew black, and we fell into a syncopated rhythm of moves as I worked between the two boards. Eliot was playing cautiously and defensively, as worried about losing a knight as his queen. Frank was more assertive, breaking out his rook at the first opportunity.

When Frank tipped my knight, there was a gasp from the audience — I don't think they expected me to lose anymore pieces after the thorough drubbing I'd given my first two opponents. I wasn't at all worried about losing articles of clothing, though; after all, I've got a professional capacity for nudity, and I was perfectly happy to shed it all. Especially because pulling off my t-shirt revealed two of my secret weapons.

While I had opted for baggy jeans, a comfy sweatshirt, and an old Siouxsie and the Banshees t-shirt that morning, my underwear selection had been a little more daring. My bra was green lace that revealed as much as it concealed and pressed my tits together into a deep channel of cleavage, with a clasp in front. I folded my t-shirt and set it on the chair beside the table, and shook my hair loose from the tie, letting it fall in auburn waves over my shoulders. Eliot gasped — it appeared he had forgotten to breathe while I was lifting my shirt over my head — and I definitely had the full attention of Frank's eyes.

While Frank stared at the bra-covered tits he had just revealed by taking my knight, I tipped Eliot's rook with a pawn and blew him a little kiss. His eyes grew wide and he let out another gasp, then toed off one of his shoes, standing awkwardly on one bare foot.

After a few moves, I got my t-shirt back — I heard sad sighs from Ted and Jake as I rolled it over my tits — and divested Frank of both his shoes and Eliot of his remaining shoe and shirt. Poor Eliot shivered with his arms crossed over his naked chest, even though it was nice and warm in the room; his nipples were stiff and a flush of red ran across his throat. When I picked off his knight with a pawn — a completely unwarranted move, I didn't need to take it out of play for my strategy to play out — he trembled and closed his eyes.

"Off with them," I said, motioning at Eliot's jeans with the captured white knight in my hand.

Eliot's shaking fingers struggled with his belt, and his fingertips were unable to find purchase on the button above the zipper fly. His shoulders shook as he fought the simple closures of his clothes.

I sighed and said, "Ted, can you give Eliot a hand?"

Ted pushed himself up from his chair and walked toward us with a grin. His dark eyes sparkled as he stepped behind Eliot. The two men were about the same height, but Ted was so much broader that he seemed to tower over Eliot. Ted's hands came around in front of Eliot, brushing Eliot's fumbling fingers aside, and then deftly grasped the denim and pulled. Eliot closed his eyes and let out a pitiful groan as Ted tugged the zipper and then eased Eliot's jeans past his hips. His mouth close to Eliot's ear, Ted whispered something, and a nervous smile played over Eliot's lips. Ted suddenly fell to his knees behind Eliot and yanked until Eliot's jeans were around his ankles, revealing blue boxer shorts and skinny legs.

I looked past Eliot and Ted at Lance, who had propped one foot up on the seat of his chair. His cock had thickened and rested against his thigh, the velvety head starting to poke out of his wrinkled foreskin. He smiled approvingly at the scene before him. Jake reached over to squeeze Lance's shoulder, and the two of them shared a wicked smile before turning their attention back to the tables. My stomach tightened, and I felt a quickening buzz between my legs.

Frank took advantage of my distracted state and captured my queen with a sneaky bishop who had been hovering at the far end of the board. I shook my head to clear it of the visions racing through it — mostly of Lance's cock, straining from its nest of tangled black hair, dripping pre-cum, begging to be licked from balls to tip — and pulled off my shirt again. I focused on my game with Frank, taking quick revenge for his seizure of my queen and capturing a knight, a rook, and most of his clothes in a few deft moves.

Unlike Eliot, Frank seemed eager to undress. His body was a little softer than Eliot's, but when his jeans dropped, I could tell there was nothing soft about his cock. Frank's green boxers could barely contain the tent pole that stretched them taught. He grinned, blue eyes sparkling, and ran a finger across his auburn mustache.

"I'm glad to see you don't mind losing," I said, letting my eyes roam across his body. It was a classic "dad bod," a little padded around the middle, but sometimes those love handles are nice to grip when you're taking a ride. The way his boxers stretched, it looked like a gal could take a nice, long ride with Frank.

"It's an honor," he said, reaching for a pawn on the board. It was an ill-advised move if he was looking for a chance to win back his jeans: I could see a half dozen easy two move checks that he could have prevented. But I don't think that winning back his jeans was on Frank's agenda.

When I put Frank into check, his grin widened and he stepped back, hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers, and tugged down. His cock sprang out, fully erect, straining from a thatch of dusky red curls, the tip already glistening. He kicked his discarded boxers aside and leaned over the board to move his king out of peril, his erection swaying above the pieces. My pussy clenched at the sight.

Eliot was not nearly so ready to drop his boxers when I put him in check. I leaned on the table, letting my tits sway, and smiled at him while he hesitated.

"Do I need to ask Ted to help again?" I asked with a sweet flutter of my eyelashes.

Eliot pulled his lips tight and shook his head even as Ted stood and took a step toward us. Closing his eyes and holding his breath, Eliot yanked his boxers down in one swift movement. His cock unfurled, swaying from side to side for a moment before settling almost perpendicular to his flat belly, the curve of the shaft tipping the head toward me. I wanted to reach a hand across the table and give it a little pet, but I refrained, licking my lips instead.

"It's very lovely, Eliot," I whispered. "You've got a nice cock."

Eyes still squeezed shut, Eliot nodded, fingers fidgeting where they hung by his sides. Frank elbowed Eliot with a grin.

"Yours is nice, too, Frank," I said, sliding my rook down the side of the board. "Too bad your playing isn't as impressive. Checkmate."

Frank bowed his head, still smiling, and whispered, "Thank you," before turning to take a seat beside Jake.

"Ah, Eliot," I said, looking down at the board while glancing at his cock. "I think your play has been a little distracted."

"I ... guess so, Miss Joy," he croaked. He hovered a hand in front of his erection, but it did little to hide it.

"Call me Ginger, Eliot," I said, "I feel like we're on pretty intimate terms now. I think it's your move."

He nodded and reached out with the hand that wasn't trying to conceal his penis, hovering above the queen for a moment before sliding her between his king and my rook. We both knew that he was consigning her to certain doom — she was but a temporary buffer before his inevitable downfall.

I let my wrist brush the tip of his cock when I snatched up his queen, and a shiver ran through Eliot. I was a little afraid that he might flood the board with a stream of jizz, but he just shuddered and stepped backward, breath ragged, and made his way clumsily to a seat on the other side of Lance. He tried to cover his cock with both hands, hips twisted, but there was no obscuring his arousal.

I swept the pieces from the board and looked across the room at Ted, who was slowly rising, brushing his palms on his legs. His eyes sparkled and his lip was curled into a wicked grin.

"Well, BigT_93," I said, letting the tip of my tongue dampen my lips, "we meet again."



In our first match as Ted and Ginger, rather than as BigT_93 and GeneJ_69, Ted had been defensive and a bit cautious. But in our second match, surrounded by the naked flesh of the Chess-o-Matic club, Ted's play was aggressive and carefree. My brain had been fogged by desire, and I was still more than a little distracted by the choice cuts of meat on display. He had me down to my bra and panties in a half dozen moves, and all I had to show for it was a knight and his left shoe.

"Fuck, that's pretty," Ted said, tipping the captured white bishop in his fingers toward my belly.

And he was right, of course. I was wearing green lace panties that matched my bra, the diaphanous window revealing the tuft of red hair that crowned my pussy. Across my belly, I have a tangle of rose vines, green and red, circling my navel. I ran a hand over my stomach, letting my fingers push at the fabric of my panties, and smiled at him.

"I'll bet you're pretty, too," I said, moving a pawn so my other bishop could come into play. "I intend to uncover a few of your secrets."

"Not before I've got all of yours on display," Ted said with a low chuckle.

I claimed a rook and a shoe in a couple of moves. When I took Ted's piece from the board, he glanced longingly at my belly and then looked at my jeans lying crumpled on the floor. I followed his gaze and shook my head; he raised an eyebrow and I bit my lip.

"I don't feel like putting them back on," I said.

It felt like we were hurtling toward the endgame now. This was a very different kind of chess: fast and furious, more like fucking than foreplay. My strategy in a normal game is usually precise and surgical — I like to win with as little bloodshed as possible. But there was blood all over that board, pieces falling like so much cannon fodder. I wanted to seize Ted's assets, claim his material, strip him bare; and he very much wanted the same.

I had him down to his jeans when he made a flanking move and captured my queen; I was so focused on the broad expanse of his hairless chest and the wicked sparkle of his eyes that I failed to notice the knight sneaking up on her. I groaned as he took my queen and held her to his lips, letting his tongue flick across her pointed crown.

"Jake," I called, "would you be a dear and help me out with this contraption?"

Jake sprang from his chair, erect cock swinging, and nearly sprinted across the room. He stood behind my, chest to my back, and brought his arms around in front of my breasts. His fingers immediately found the clasp between my tits, and as the cups fell away he brought his hands up to support the globes of my breasts. Jake's thumbs, rough and dry, flicked across my nipples, and they swelled against his touch. I moaned a little and leaned back into his embrace; his tongue traced a line down my throat, and I could feel the pulse of blood in his cock against my ass.

My tits hung free when Jake moved his hands down to my waist. He didn't return to his seat as I pondered my next play; he rested his chin on my shoulder, fingers slipping under the elastic of my panties to brush the sensitive skin around my hips, and breathed soft and warm into my neck. I caught a flash of movement across the room and looked up to see that Eliot had seized his cock in his fist and was slowly stroking his shaft, eyes fixed on my body.

I looked toward Ted's queen, biding her time in the back corner, and contemplated my revenge. Even with Jake's erection nestled against the thin fabric of my panties, I could picture five or six ways to draw her out and trap her. I pictured myself having my way with the embodiment of Ted's queen, throwing her down and lifting her skirts to expose her weeping core, and I sighed when Jake's fingers brushed my belly; I liked his touch, but it wasn't helping my concentration.

"Time, Ginger," Ted whispered, fingers tapping against the tabletop.

Fine, I thought, setting into motion one of my plans. I could see a sort of cockeyed Kazimirovich in the works if I could draw his queen out with my bishop, allowing me to sweep her up with my rook. It all depended, really, on my tits distracting Ted more than Jake's fingers were distracting me.

It didn't go quite as expected — Ted refused to be drawn into my blundering trap — but I was able to ambush his bishop and let out a little laugh as I plucked the piece from the board and help it to my lips. Ted smiled, clearly not too distressed by this turn of events, and began unbuckling his belt.

That's when Lance stepped up.

Lance had been watching the game with his elbows on his knees, cock standing up from his crotch as if it was just as interested in what was happening on the board. When Jake started undoing his jeans, Lance sprang into action, taking his place behind Ted much as Jake was behind me, helping Jake pull the denim past his hips. He knelt behind Ted, lips against the small of his back, and pulled his jeans past his ankles. Ted made no effort to dissuade Lance from this unrequested assistance; indeed, he welcomed it, reaching a hand behind himself to rest it on Lance's short black hair.

Almost immediately, Ted dispatched the knight that had captured his bishop, and he leered at me as he took the piece. Lance's hands roamed freely over Ted's belly and danced across the front of his boxers, drawing his cock into play as I had been unable to attract his queen. Ted closed his eyes and sighed while Lance reached nimble fingers through the flap in front of his shorts, disappearing inside.

Jake, meanwhile, had fallen to his knees behind me and was pulling my panties down. I gave my ass a wiggle as the flimsy fabric brushed over my skin, and then I felt Jake's hot, wet breath as he brought his mouth to my cheek. He kissed his way across my ass as he pulled my panties past my knees, and suddenly his nose was delving into the depths between the globes and his tongue was flicking out to explore my warmth. I groaned when his tongue found the cleft of my cunt, and his fingers drifted over my tuft of ginger hair to tease my lips apart.

Through a haze of arousal, I watched Lance pull Ted's hard cock through the fly of his boxers. The head glistened with a smear of pearly pre-cum, and the shaft quivered under Lance's fingers. When Lance moved around Ted and pulled the stiff penis into his mouth, Ted let out a groan that was matched by my own, triggered by Jake's fingers finding my clit while his mouth opened me from behind, hot and wet. Jake made hungry, grunting noises as he devoured me, and I bent double, stretching my arms across the table and almost knocking the pieces from the board.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, moving my feet apart to give Jake's tongue more access to my quivering cunt, "whose move is it?"

"Yours," Ted croaked. I peeked through the hair that was falling into my eyes to see his head thrown back, eyes to the ceiling, with his hands resting on Lance's head. His hips were moving back and forth as he gently fucked Lance's face; I could hear the wet, slurping sounds of Lance's tongue sliding up and down Ted's shaft.

"Well, fuck," I said, my hand flopping around near the board. I think I moved a pawn, and I think it was even a legal move, but I have no idea whether it comported with any sort of strategy. Ted, for his part, paid no attention to the board; his hips moved faster while Lance dug his fingers into his ass.

I felt a gentle tap against my cheek, and turned my head to find myself face to weeping eye with Frank's cock. I turned my eyes up to see Frank standing by the table, hips thrust forward and hand gripping the base of his shaft, balls in his palm, a hopeful smile on his face. His boldness was admirable, and I rewarded it by reaching out with my tongue to circle the velvety ridge and taste his salty musk. Frank leaned closer, and I sucked the head between my lips as the first quivering wave of climax raced through me.

Ted grunted and stepped backward, releasing Lance's head. He tugged his shorts down and kicked them free, and stood with his cock in his fist. I was struck at how apt Ted's CheckMeChess handle was: Ted was indeed big, in every way. He was tall, he was broad, he had legs like tree trunks and arms like telephone poles. And his cock ... oh god his cock. In my line of work, I see a lot of buff guys in the nude, guys who spend every minute they're not on set working out at the gym, and to a one they're torsos always overshadow their pricks, which can't help but be eclipsed by the pecs and abs they've spent a lifetime cultivating. Not so with Ted: that hunk of flesh, glistening wet with Lance's spit and throbbing within his firm grip, was more than proportional to his overall size.

"I want to fuck you," I heard Ted growl, and for a second a feeling almost like fear shot through me. You want to fuck me with that? I thought, staring at the thick, slick pole.

But then I realized he wasn't talking to me — he was talking to Lance, who had fallen back on his heels, gasping for breath. Ted bent down and took Lance by the shoulders, bringing him to his feet, and then pushed him roughly toward the table as though Lance weighed nothing at all. Lance landed beside me with a thud, rattling the chessboard, his prick pointing skyward, while Ted loomed over him, fingers probing between Lance's legs.

I popped Frank's cock out of my mouth and gasped, "In my bag — there's lube in my bag!"

While I took Frank's cock back between my lips, Ted pulled my bag out from under the chair and rifled through it. He emerged with a bottle in his hand and a grin on his face, and began slathering both his pole and Lance's ass with the thick goop that poured out when he tipped it.

I heard a gasping sound behind me and looked over my shoulder toward the door. Celia, the cute little barista, stood with her back against the door, staring at the scene laid out before her. She had a shocked smile on her face and her hands down the front of her pants. When I caught her eye, she blushed, and then doubled down on the vigorous rub she was giving herself.

Eliot was standing next to Frank, his long, narrow cock twitching between his fingers. A smear of cum around the ridge gave away the fact that he had already let fly with a blast of jizz; my eyes followed a stream that trickled down his belly, cooling as it fell. He moved his cock toward me, and I took it in my hand, sliding the slick spend between my fingers as I stroked.

Jake pulled his face away from my ass, but before I could protest the cool breeze that blew across my wetness, he had replaced his tongue with his cock. He held my hips and thrust into me, pushing me up onto the table. I groaned around Frank's cock as Jake filled me, his thick cock pushing past the point of resistance. He found a firm, steady rhythm, pounding me so the table rocked beneath me.

Lance's ass and balls shone with the lube Ted had generously smeared all over him, and Ted's cock dripped with slickness. I watched in astonishment as Ted probed at Lance's puckered hole, gradually opening him with his fingertips, and then prodded the entrance with the wide head of his cock. He pushed against Lance, firm and steady, under the velvety head cleared Lance's sphincter, and Lance moaned beside me. Lance's cock pointed at the ceiling and quivered as Ted pushed on, sinking deeper inside Lance's ass. Ted took Lance's cock in his fist, which was shiny with lube, and stroked the shaft as he fucked Lance with increasing vigor.

Frank let out a warning grunt, mumbling, "Oh fuck, Ginger, I'm gonna ..." before erupting in my mouth with a flood of spunk. I swallowed hungrily, licking at the rivulets that escaped my lips, and then Frank staggered backwards, cock still dripping with spit and cum.

I heard the slap of Jake's palm against my ass before I felt it, and then the pleasant burning sting spread across my skin. He slapped again, and again, in time with his thrusts; I could picture the red glow he was raising on my skin, and wondered if it would still be visible when I took the stage that night. If not, it might be worth getting Camille to give me a few spankings before the show — I thought that a healthy scarlet bloom across my ass would like nice on stage. My cunt gripped Jake's cock, squeezing around his shaft as another climax shook me.

Lance was moaning, his fist stroking his shaft as Ted pummeled him. I propped myself on my elbows so I could lick Lance's balls, my chin grazing Ted's groin as he thrust against Lance. Eliot stroked his shaft beside me, and I leaned over to give his cock a lick as well.

Jake's thrusts grew harder, and his palm pressed between my shoulder blades, holding me against the table. I tried to push my hips back against him to meet his thrusts, but with my feet coming off the floor with the power of Jake's pummeling, I wasn't able to get any leverage. All I could do was lie with my tits against the table, nipping with my teeth at Lance's thigh and Eliot's cock, while Jake hammered me. My clit throbbed as a wave of climax shook me again.

Lance suddenly let out a roar and arched his back, and I turned my head to see him send an arc of cum flying high into the air. It splashed down on his chest in a thick puddle while his hand continued to milk every drop it could force up his shaft. Ted pulled his cock free with an audible pop and held Lance's balls in his fist as he let his own stream loose, the spunk clinging to the hair on Lance's belly.

"Oh fuck," I heard behind me, and I turned my head to see Jake's face flushed and sweaty as he thrust against me. He closed his eyes and stepped back, resting his cock between my ass cheeks and emptying himself against my back while he moaned.

I let myself drop onto the table, shivering in the afterglow of the waves that had crashed through me. Eliot was seated again, with Celia on his lap facing me, one leg free of her jeans as she straddled Eliot's lap. They were both moaning softly, eyes closed, and I smiled at the beautiful sight.

Ted leaned down to kiss my lips. His tongue poked and prodded, finding some of Frank's jizz that lingered on my teeth, and I reached out weakly to graze his cheek with my fingertips.

"It's still your move, Big T," I said, nodding with my head at the board beside me. Most of the pieces had toppled over, a few having clattered to the ground with the force of the fucking, but somehow the black king still stood amidst the wreckage, Ozymandias of a carnal catastrophe.

"I resign, GeneJ_69," Ted said, running a finger down my spine and spreading Jake's still-hot jizz across my skin. "I know when I've met my match."
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