

Checked Out over the Chessboard

ENF Encounters – Book X

Sonja Sable


Copyright © 2025 Sonja Sable

The moral right of the author has been asserted

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This publication is intended for a mature audience only


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Checked Out over the Chessboard

Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Checked Out over the Chessboard

Andrea felt adrift as she surveyed the tournament hall, a sea of unfamiliar faces that seemed to know exactly where they belonged.

Players clustered in small groups, conversing in hushed tones about openings and endgames, their laughter occasionally punctuating the steady hum of conversation. Andrea hugged her arms across her chest, her fingers fidgeting with the soft material of her grey dress. She'd chosen it carefully—wanting to look nice but not draw attention—but now she wondered if it was a bit too formfitting for such a setting, a bit too low cut, a bit too short. It wasn't that everyone around her was dressed super-professionally, but the few other women present did all look a bit more… conservative.

The notice board at the front remained blank, the tournament director still organising the pairings. Andrea wandered aimlessly between the rows of tables, each set with a chess board, pieces arranged in perfect formation, timers waiting to be pressed. Her heart fluttered against her ribs like a trapped bird.

Online, she could hide behind a username, play in her pyjamas, disappear if things went badly. Here, there would be a real person across the table watching her every move, judging her hesitations, perhaps even noticing if her hands trembled as she moved a piece.

God, what am I even doing here? she thought to herself, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. She'd spent countless hours poring over the most recommended books, staying up late to watch live streams from tournaments around the world, falling asleep to podcasts where “adult improvers” discussed their “chess journeys”… but that was all from the safety of her bedroom, a private endeavour spurned by pure enjoyment. This was suddenly so different. This was real.

A group of men nearby erupted in laughter over some chess joke she hadn't caught. They all seemed to know each other, their camaraderie obvious in their relaxed postures and easy smiles. Andrea felt a pang of loneliness. She'd told no one from university she was coming here, hadn’t even told them of her interest in the game—what would they think of her secret obsession?

She checked her watch—still forty minutes until the first round began. The knot in her stomach tightened.

Andrea found an empty chair near the wall and sank into it, crossing her legs at the ankle. Her dress rode up slightly, and she tugged it down, suddenly conscious of how it clung to her thighs. She watched as more players filed in, many seeming to be doing last-minute revision on their phones. Had she prepared enough? Was her opening repertoire too narrow? Would her opponents see through her strategies immediately?

"First-timer?"

Andrea startled at the soft voice. A woman perhaps ten years her senior smiled worn at her as she walked by.

"That obvious, is it?" Andrea replied, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks.

"I had that same deer-in-headlights look at my first tournament," the woman said kindly. "You'll be fine once the games begin."

As the woman moved away, Andrea found herself smiling. Perhaps she wasn't completely alone after all.

Her ratings online hovered between 1800 and 2000 depending on time control and app—respectable for an amateur, and enough to demonstrate that she could beat any non-enthusiast with ease, meaning she was already better than 99% of the population at large.

But what did any of that matter? For all her passion, she'd always hesitated at this threshold. Real chess. Over-the-board chess. The kind that actually counted. The kind where that other 1% showed their skill.

Andrea took a deep breath, smoothing her dress over her thighs. Three days. Three games. Each one a marathon rather than the sprints she was used to. The thought of sitting across from an opponent for hours was both terrifying and exhilarating. Online, she rarely committed to anything longer than blitz—six to ten minutes of frantic calculation before moving on to the next game. Even finding twenty uninterrupted minutes for a rapid game was a luxury between lectures, study groups, and her part-time job.

But here, time would stretch before her like an open road. No flatmates barging in, no notifications pinging, no professors expecting essays. It would be a chance to really get into the mind of whoever she would be sitting across from. And it would be her first taste of being on the receiving end of that same scrutiny. Just her, her opponent, and sixty-four squares of infinite possibility.

Here, there would be no distractions. That was the real reason she'd finally gathered the courage to sign up. To see how well she could do when given the time to think deeply, to calculate properly, freed from all distractions.

But just as that calming thought settled in her mind, a tall figure stepped close, and Andrea was very distracted.

She glanced up, then found herself unable to look away. His eyes were startlingly blue, like summer sky reflected in deep water. And they were locked on hers.

"Hi there, I'm Louis," he said, extending his hand.

Andrea's mouth went dry. He was the most beautiful man she'd ever seen. His dirty blonde hair fell in a casual sweep across his forehead, and his jawline could have been carved from marble. The tournament hall, with all its nervous energy and chess-obsessed occupants, seemed to fade away behind him.

"I'm… Andrea," she managed, taking his hand. His grip was warm and firm, sending an unexpected tingle up her arm. With it, a bashful self-consciousness washed over her, and she tugged at the hem of her dress with her free hand, though it hadn’t moved since the last time she’d fixed it.

"First tournament?" His voice carried a hint of amusement, but not mockery.

"Do I have it written across my forehead?" She felt a heat flushing her face again, as it had when that woman had similarly called her out. But it somehow felt very different this time.

Louis smiled, revealing perfect teeth. "You have that look of someone who's about to face a firing squad rather than play a board game."

"Chess is hardly just a board game," she countered, surprising herself with her boldness.

"Touché." His eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled. "Mind if I sit?"

Before she could answer, he'd taken the seat beside her. The scent of his cologne was a welcome reprieve from the stale air of the tournament hall. Andrea shifted in her chair, suddenly conscious of how close their knees were.

"So what's your rating?" he asked, leaning back with the easy confidence of someone who belonged.

"I don't have an official one yet. Online I'm around 1900."

Louis raised an eyebrow, clearly impressed. "Not bad at all for a beginner. You might surprise a few people today."

"What about you?" she asked.

"2100-ish. I don't play as much as I should." He glanced at his watch—slim, silver, understated but clearly expensive. “But tournaments like this help me stay sharp."

Andrea nodded, unsure what to say next. There was something about him—beyond his obvious good looks—that she couldn't quite place. A confidence that bordered on mystery, perhaps. His eyes seemed to hold secrets behind their piercing blue.

"You're quite different from the usual crowd," he said, his voice dropping slightly as he leaned in. "A welcome change, I must say."

Andrea felt a flutter in her stomach. "Different… how?"

His eyes travelled down briefly, taking in her figure before returning to meet her gaze. "Most people here look like they've dressed for a library study session. You…" he paused, "you look like you're going somewhere far more interesting afterward."

Andrea broke his eye contact and looked down at herself, feeling herself blush for the third time since entering the hall. She hadn't really considered that her fitted grey dress might stand out so much amongst the casual jeans and polo shirts of the other players. "I—I didn't realise there was a dress code," she stammered, fidgeting with her hemline again.

"There isn't," Louis replied, his smile warm and reassuring. "It's refreshing, actually. Chess could use more… elegance."

The compliment caught her off guard. Was he flirting with her? Andrea tucked her hair behind her ear, a nervous habit she'd never managed to break.

"I see right through your strategy though," he continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "It’ll be hard for your opponents to calculate variations when there's something far more captivating across the board."

Andrea's pulse quickened. He was definitely flirting now. She couldn't understand why he'd singled her out—there were plenty of other people to talk to, many of whom probably knew far more about chess than she did.

"I doubt that," she managed, her voice sounding small even to her own ears.

Louis chuckled, the sound rich and warm. "You underestimate yourself, Andrea."

The way he said her name sent a shiver down her spine.

Andrea glanced down at herself again, suddenly ill at ease. The dress did cling to her curves more than she'd realised in her bedroom mirror that morning. "It isn’t… inappropriate, is it?" she asked, mortified at the thought of making a faux pas before her first game had even begun.

"Not at all," Louis assured her, his eyes twinkling. "Just a bit of an unusual choice. His gaze was appreciative but not leering, somehow making her feel both exposed and admired at once.

Andrea felt her cheeks burning now. She should have been offended that he’d even mention her choice of clothing, but instead she simply found herself oddly flattered. There was something about his attention that made her feel… special. Desirable in a way that was new to her.

"The pairings are up," Louis said suddenly, nodding toward the notice board where a small crowd had gathered.

Andrea's heart jumped, a more familiar chess-based anxiety momentarily displacing her awareness of Louis's presence. "I should go check," she said, standing.

Louis stood too, towering over her even in her modest heels. "Let me save you the trouble. What's your last name?"

"Mercer," she replied.

He strode confidently toward the board, weaving through the crowd with ease. Andrea watched him go, admiring the broad set of his shoulders under his crisp button-down shirt. There was something almost predatory in his movements, graceful and purposeful.

When he returned, a slow smile spread across his face. "Well, Andrea Mercer," he said, "it seems fate has a sense of humour."

"What do you mean?"

"You're playing white on board six. Against Louis Devereaux." He extended his hand again. "Looks like we'll be getting to know each other quite well over the next few hours."

Andrea's stomach dropped. Of all the people in the tournament, she'd been paired with him? The beautiful man who'd just been subtly flirting with her? Who'd commented on her dress? Who'd made her blush more in five minutes than she had in the past month?

She took his offered hand, hoping he couldn't feel her pulse racing through her fingertips. "I guess we will," she replied, trying to sound confident despite the butterflies swarming in her stomach.

As they walked toward their assigned table, Andrea couldn't help wondering if his earlier comments had been strategic—a psychological ploy to throw her off her game. But when he pulled out her chair for her, his fingers briefly brushing against her bare shoulder, she decided she didn't care. Win or lose, she already knew this was going to be the most interesting chess game of her life.

She laughed nervously as they sat across from each other, waiting for the chief arbiter to tell them to begin. "I'm going to lose horribly, aren't I?" she whispered.

"Maybe." His gaze lingered on her face. "But I promise to make it an interesting defeat."

Andrea's mind raced. How was she supposed to concentrate on chess when her opponent looked like… that? When his every glance made her skin warm? So much for avoiding distractions!

Louis leaned forward, his own voice dropping to a whisper now too. "Tell you what—when this is over, whatever the outcome, how about we grab coffee and analyse our game?"

Andrea held his gaze, her heart thumping in her chest—not with pre-game nerves, not with the anxiety of wanting to prove herself, not for any intellectual reason. No, what she was feeling right now was far more primal than that. Her body was responding to the body opposite her. The body that would be opposite her for hour to come.

"I'd like that,” she said.

And then the arbiter told the assembled players to start their clocks.

∞∞∞

Andrea's fingers trembled slightly as she reached for her king’s pawn. She'd visualised this a thousand times, taking the leap from screen to board, the variations were the same in two dimensions or three. But she'd never visualised making her first move while a pair of piercing blue eyes seemed to stare into her soul.

The familiar pattern of moves unfolded: e4, e5, Nf3, Nc6. The Ruy Lopez. It was nothing fancy, and because of that her preparation was solid. She'd studied this opening extensively. As she developed her pieces, she found a comforting rhythm in the familiar sequence. Bishop to b5, pinning the knight. A6, pushing her bishop back. Retreat willingly. Castle kingside.

Twenty minutes into the game, after about ten moves, Andrea found herself in unfamiliar territory. She'd reached the end of her preparation, but the position remained balanced. Equal material, good development, kings safely castled. She hadn't fallen into any traps. She was holding her own against a player rated 200 points higher.

Andrea allowed herself a small internal celebration. This wasn't as terrifying as she'd feared. She could actually play chess over the board, against a real opponent, without falling apart.

But chess wasn't the only game being played across this board.

Then she caught it—Louis's gaze dropping from her face as she leaned forward to consider her next move. He wasn't looking at the board. He was looking at her chest.

The neckline of her dress, modest enough when standing, conspired against her each time she bent over the board. Andrea straightened immediately, her pulse suddenly ringing in her ears. Had anyone else noticed? She glanced around, but their board had no spectators, and the other players were predictably absorbed in their own games.

She moved a knight with slightly less grace than she’d intended, pressed her clock, then crossed her arms over her chest, leaning back in her chair.

Louis raised an eyebrow, a slight smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He knew she'd caught him looking.

And he wasn't embarrassed in the slightest.

He studied the board for some minutes. But when Andrea uncrossed her arms to reach for her water bottle, his eyes rose, flashing only briefly high enough to make eye contact before dipping again to her cleavage.

Like when he’d commented on her dress earlier, Andrea knew—objectively—that she should have been offended. She could have called an arbiter, complained about his behaviour. But instead, she felt a confusing swirl of emotions—embarrassment, yes, but also something else too. A small, secret thrill at being admired so openly by someone so attractive.

It was her turn again. The position required careful consideration. Against her better judgment, Andrea forced herself to lean forward, to study the board properly. As she did, she felt a flush creeping up her neck. She was giving him exactly the view he wanted. She wished desperately for a cardigan, a scarf, anything to cover herself.

She allowed herself one glance up at him. He was stroking his chin as he continued to stare at her, his eyes knowing. She wanted to say something—to chastise him or flirt with him, she wasn’t sure… but this was a serious tournament and the rules bound her to silence at the board.

She eventually made her move, a solid defensive repositioning of her queen. As the game progressed, time seeming to stretch, Andrea found herself in a strange psychological battle—not just chess, but a tug-of-war between her burning embarrassment and a growing, unexpected pleasure at his attention.

When she captured one of his pawns, a small victory, Louis nodded appreciatively, but his eyes were on her lips, not the board.

Andrea found herself wondering if his strategic compliments and wandering gaze were deliberate—a psychological ploy to distract her from the game. If so, it was working. Her thoughts kept straying from calculation to self-consciousness, from piece coordination to the way her dress felt suddenly too tight, too revealing.

Yet paradoxically, she found herself leaning in further, not hiding. There was something intoxicating about being desired, even in this inappropriate setting. Something that made her heart race in a way that had nothing at all to do with the game.

Louis moved his bishop with elegant precision, putting her in check.

Andrea startled, having missed the threat entirely. She'd been too busy wondering if he had noticed the flush spreading across her chest, if he could somehow sense the confusing heat pooling low in her belly.

She forced her attention back to the board, to the immediate danger to her king. This was ridiculous. She was here to play chess, not to get flustered by a handsome opponent with boundary issues.

She looked him in the eye with what she hoped was an expression of defiance on her face. But the man who looked back at here merely smiled wryly, self-satisfied.

As she moved her king out of check, Andrea realised she was playing two games simultaneously now—one on the board and one beneath it. And while she might be holding her own in the chess, in this other, unspoken contest, Louis clearly had the advantage.

The worst part was, she wasn't entirely sure she wanted to win that second game. Something about his attention, inappropriate as it was, awakened a part of her she rarely acknowledged—a part that enjoyed being seen, being wanted.

As Louis considered his next move, Andrea’s mind wandered. She found herself wondering about that coffee he'd promised. She wondered what might happen as they analysed this game together, still separated by sixty-four squares… but not strict tournament rules.

She wondered, and the wondering itself felt dangerous, thrilling, like stepping to the edge of a precipice and looking down.

Louis made his move, pressed the clock, but Andrea didn't notice. She remained adrift in her reverie. But then a sharp clatter jolted her back to reality.

One of her captured pawns had fallen, knocked from the edge of the board where Louis had been collecting his prizes. It skittered about on the floor before disappearing beneath their table.

Andrea's eyes shot up to meet Louis's. She expected to find embarrassment there, perhaps an apologetic smile or a sheepish grimace. Instead, his expression remained perfectly composed—too composed. His lips curled into a subtle smile that sent a warning signal straight to her core.

His chair scraped loudly against the floor as he pushed back from the table. The sound seemed to echo through the tournament hall, drawing a few irritated glances from nearby players.

In that split second, Andrea knew. She knew exactly what he was about to do. And worse, she knew exactly what he was about to see.

Louis slipped from his chair with fluid grace, dropping to a crouch and disappearing beneath the table.

Time seemed to freeze. Andrea sat paralysed, her heart hammering against her ribs. Her legs were uncrossed, splayed slightly from the relaxed position she'd settled into whilst concentrating. She hadn’t adjusted her dress since she’d become lost in both the game on the board and the other silent game taking place between the two of them. She knew from experience that it must have ridden up. Quite how far, she couldn’t tell—not without looking down, and she couldn't bear to look.

Her mind's eye shifted horrifyingly to his perspective. From below, he would see her exposed thighs, the fabric of her dress stretched taut across them. Higher—if she were lucky—the shadow between her legs. But she knew better than to count on luck. The hall was too well lit. Her dress was too short. And her underwear… too bright.

Heat flooded her face. She had to move. Every instinct screamed at her to close her legs, to cross her ankles, to deny him this view she hadn't meant to offer. But… something kept her frozen in place.

Moving now would acknowledge what was happening. It would be admitting that she knew what he was doing, seeing, thinking. Somehow, that felt like conceding defeat in their unspoken game—the one now being played beneath the chessboard.

He was taking his time. Far too long to simply retrieve a fallen pawn.

Andrea's fingers gripped the edge of her chair. She was beyond embarrassment now, hovering in some strange space between mortification and… something else. Something that made her breath catch and her skin prickle with heat.

This man had been forward from the moment they met. His glances, his comments about her dress, the way his eyes had repeatedly dipped to her cleavage throughout their game. She repeated that now familiar refrain. I should be outraged by this. I should call for an arbiter.

Instead, she remained still. More than still—to her own shock, she felt her knees part another centimetre. A deliberate movement, small but unmistakable.

What the hell am I doing? The thought flashed through her mind, but it was drowned by the thundering of her pulse in her ears.

Finally, Louis emerged from beneath the table, pawn in hand. His eyes met hers as he rose, and the naked desire she saw there sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. His pupils were dilated, his breathing slightly faster than it had been before.

Andrea swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. She felt an answering heat low in her belly, a tightening sensation that was at once familiar and entirely new in its intensity.

For a different reason now, she squeezed her thighs together tightly.

He carefully placed the pawn back with the other captured pieces and settled into his chair. His fingers lingered on the chess piece a moment too long, a gesture that suddenly seemed obscenely intimate.

Andrea stared at the board, seeing nothing but blurred shapes. Her body hummed with a strange energy. She couldn't remember the threats that needed avoiding, couldn't recall what strategy she'd been pursuing. All she could think about was the fact that this stranger had just looked between her legs—and that she had let him.

Her hand trembled slightly as she reached for a bishop. She had no idea if it was the right move. Chess seemed suddenly trivial compared to the more pressing game being played between them.

Louis watched her hand, not the piece, his eyes tracking the slight shake of her fingers. He smiled at her in such a way as to silently ask a question: "Nervous?"

Andrea met his gaze, surprised at the steadiness with which she managed to hold it.

His smile deepened, revealing a dimple in his right cheek she hadn't noticed before.

She moved her bishop, capturing one of his pawns. The move felt reckless, unplanned—like her response. She crossed her legs now, not out of modesty but as a deliberate tease. Louis's eyes flickered down, noting the movement, and his smile turned knowing.

The tournament hall continued its quiet hum around them, players locked in their own mental battles, oblivious to the charged exchange happening at board six. To anyone passing by, they were just two more competitors, focused on their game.

But beneath the surface of proper tournament etiquette, beneath the wooden pieces and checkered board, something electric had sparked to life. With every move, every glance, every subtle shift in position, Andrea felt it growing stronger.

They played on, their chess moves becoming a language of their own, loaded with meaning beyond the strategy of the game. When Louis captured her queen, his fingers lingered on the piece before setting it aside. When Andrea cornered his king with a surprising combination, his eyes darkened with something like admiration.

She was losing over the board—his experience and rating advantage were telling—but in that other game, the one played with glances and subtle movements, Andrea felt like she might be winning after all.

Andrea studied the board. Her position wasn't good, but neither was it lost. Louis's queen loomed dangerously, threatening her kingside. She needed to neutralise that threat. Her fingers hovered over her bishop, the smooth wooden piece cool against her fingertips. A plan formed in her mind—not just for the chess position, but for their other, unspoken game.

She picked up her bishop, letting her fingers caress its curved head before sliding it deliberately across the board. The movement was slow, precise, her fingertip tracing the top of the piece as she set it down. It was a decent move, not brilliant, but adequate. The real move was happening beneath the table.

Andrea uncrossed her legs, then recrossed them slowly, allowing her foot to swing in a deliberate arc. Her calf brushed against Louis's trouser leg, the contact sending a jolt of electricity up her spine. She pressed her clock and looked up at him through her lashes.

For the first time, Louis's composure faltered. His eyes widened slightly, and his throat worked as he swallowed. The confident smirk that had played on his lips throughout their game wavered. He shifted in his seat, his gaze darting between her face, the board, and somewhere below the table where their legs had touched.

Louis reached for his queen without his usual careful consideration. Andrea bit her lip to hide her smile. He was rushing now, distracted. His fingers trembled slightly as he moved the powerful piece forward, capturing a pawn and pressing his clock with a sharp click.

The trap had been sprung.

Andrea felt a surge of exhilaration as she saw it play out—he'd missed her counter-attack completely. She moved without hesitation, sliding her knight into position. Check. And, more importantly, a royal fork—attacking both king queen and queen simultaneously.

Louis blinked, staring at the board in disbelief. His queen, the most powerful piece, could not be saved. He could move his king out of check, but his queen would fall to her knight—and not for a rook or bishop, but for the mere pawn she'd advanced earlier as bait and he’d unthinkingly taken.

He looked up at her, genuine surprise in those piercing blue eyes. Andrea held his gaze, allowing herself a small, victorious smile. The tables had turned. Now she was the one in control, both on the board and in… whatever else this was that was going on between them.

Louis moved his king out of check with a resigned sigh. Andrea captured his queen without ceremony, setting the piece aside with the same lingering touch he'd used when taking her queen earlier.

The endgame was a formality. With her material advantage and his shaken confidence, she converted with clinical precision. Each move brought her closer to victory, each exchange favouring her position.

After just five more moves, Louis shook his head and extended his hand across the board..

"I resign," he said.

Andrea placed her palm against his, savouring the warmth of his skin against hers. His grip was firm, his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Well played," he murmured, holding her hand a moment longer than necessary. "Very well played indeed."

"Thank you," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. The tournament hall around them seemed to fade away, the ambient noise of the ongoing games receding into the background.

When he finally released her hand, Andrea felt a strange sense of loss. She began resetting the pieces, the familiar ritual helping to ground her as her heart continued to race.

"I believe I owe you a coffee," Louis said, his voice low and intimate. "While we analyse… positions.”

That final word hung between them, loaded with meaning that they both knew had nothing to do with chess.

"Yes," Andrea replied, surprising herself with her boldness. "I think that would be… instructive."

Andrea's fingers tingled as she signed her name on the score sheet, the reality of her victory still sinking in. She'd beaten a player rated 200 points higher than her estimated strength, and in her first tournament no less. But that wasn't the most exhilarating part of the past three hours.

Louis signed his sheet with a flourish, his eyes never leaving her face. "Congratulations again," he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear. "You're full of surprises."

Heat bloomed across her cheeks as she remembered exactly what had transpired between them—the loaded glances, her deliberate uncrossing of legs, the moment his composure had finally cracked. She'd won more than just a chess game.

They handed their completed sheets to a passing arbiter, a balding man who barely glanced at them before countersigning them and moving on to the next table. The tournament hall had emptied considerably, many games having already finished, players drifting away to analyse their victories or lick their wounds.

"So…" Louis said as they gathered their belongings.

Andrea tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "So?"

"There's a decent café just around the corner," he offered, slinging his jacket over his shoulder. Then his voice dropped slightly. "But my flat is only a few minutes further. I've got a proper board set up. Might be more… comfortable."

Andrea's pulse quickened. She should probably say no. She barely knew this guy. Going to his flat would be… reckless.

"That sounds perfect," she heard herself say.

∞∞∞

Outside, the late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the pavement. They walked side by side, close but not touching, the electricity between them almost palpable.

"That knight manoeuvre was inspired," Louis commented, breaking the silence. "I completely missed the threat."

Andrea smiled. "You were distracted."

"Yes," he admitted, his eyes darkening as they met hers. "You’re quite… distracting."

They continued their chess discussion as they walked, analysing key positions, suggesting alternatives—but beneath the technical language lay another conversation entirely. Each mention of "aggressive play" or "exposed position" carried a double meaning that made Andrea's skin tingle.

Louis complimented her “tidy opening”. Andrea accused him of “pushing too hard, too fast”. They both knew what they were doing, and they both laughed childishly each time.

Andrea felt her cheeks flush again. "I guess I allowed you to take advantage for a bit… but I got what I wanted in the end."

"Indeed you did." His hand brushed against hers as they stopped, the brief contact sending a shiver up her arm. "Here we are."

They stopped before a handsome Victorian conversion. Andrea gazed up at the building, her heart hammering against her ribs. This was her last chance to back out, to suggest the café instead, to keep things public and safe and proper.

Louis unlocked the front door and held it open for her. "Third floor," he said.

Andrea stepped inside, the heavy door closing behind them with a soft click that sounded strangely final. The stairwell was dimly lit, intimate. Each step up seemed to heighten the tension between them.

On the third-floor landing, Louis unlocked another door and ushered her into his flat. It was spacious and tastefully furnished—minimalist but not stark, with large windows that filled the space with golden evening light.

And there, as promised, was a beautiful wooden chess set on a table by the window, pieces arranged in their starting positions, waiting.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Louis asked, shrugging off his jacket and draping it over a chair. "Wine? Water? Coffee as promised?"

Andrea set her bag down, suddenly aware of how alone they were. "Wine would be nice," she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

As Louis disappeared into what she presumed was the kitchen, Andrea moved to the chess set, running her fingers over the smooth wooden pieces. They were hand-carved, expensive—the kind of set serious players invested in.

"Beautiful, aren't they?" Louis's voice came from directly behind her, making her start. He'd returned silently, two glasses of red wine in hand. "A gift from my dad when I won my first tournament."

"They're exquisite," she said, accepting the glass he offered. Their fingers brushed during the exchange, and Andrea felt that now-familiar jolt of electricity.

"Shall we sit?" he suggested, gesturing to the two chairs positioned on either side of the chess table.

Andrea nodded, taking her seat across from him, just as they'd been positioned hours earlier in the tournament hall. But everything else was different now. No arbiters watching. No other players nearby. No rules demanding silence.

Louis raised his glass in a toast. "To new opponents," he said, his eyes holding hers, "and unexpected victories."

Andrea clinked her glass against his. "And to whatever comes next," she added, feeling oddly daring.

Louis's smile deepened as he took a sip of his wine. "Indeed. I'm very interested to see what comes next." He set his glass down and reached for a pawn. "You know," he said, “we sort of got all the analysis out of the way on the walk back…”

“It wasn’t that complex a game,” she agreed. “Ruy Lopez, you trapped my queen for a rook, I held on, forked, regained material advantage, and converted.”

"That being so…" Louis said, rolling the white queen between his fingers, pausing as if he hadn't made up his mind yet whether to suggest something. "How about we just play another game."

Andrea's lips parted to say yes, but he jumped in before she could speak.

"And how about we make this one interesting?" His eyes glinted in the warm evening light filtering through his windows.

"Interesting how?" Andrea asked, her throat suddenly dry despite the wine she'd just sipped.

Louis leaned forward, setting the queen back on the board with deliberate precision. "How about a game of strip chess?"

Andrea nearly choked on her second sip of wine. Heat rushed to her face for the umpteenth time that day. Her first instinct was to laugh it off, to assume he was joking. But the intensity in his eyes told her he was entirely serious.

"Strip chess?" she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Too forward?" he asked, though his confident smile suggested he already knew the answer.

Andrea's mind raced. She should refuse. This was madness. They'd only just met. Yet something kept her from immediately rejecting the idea. She had just beaten him, after all. This could be her chance to see him—all of him—and she couldn't deny she wanted to. The thought sent a thrill through her body that settled low in her belly.

Besides, he'd already gotten a peek at her underneath the table. It would only be fair to level the playing field.

"How would that work, exactly?" she heard herself ask, not yet willing to commit, not yet willing to refuse.

Louis's smile widened, clearly pleased she hadn't shot down the suggestion outright. "Simple rules. One item of clothing removed for each piece captured." He gestured at her feet. "Shoes count as one item. Socks count as one item." His eyes travelled up her body, lingering on her dress. "And nothing happens for pawns."

Andrea took another sip of wine, using the moment to gather her thoughts. The same concerns she’d had before agreeing to come her echoed through her mind again. This is reckless. You barely know him.

But she thought also of his gaze on her at the tournament, the electricity that had passed between them when their legs touched beneath the table. She thought of how he'd looked at her when she'd beaten him, not with resentment but with something like admiration.

"I should probably refuse," she said slowly, watching his expression carefully.

"Probably," he agreed, his voice low and intimate. "But you're not going to, are you?"

Andrea bit her lower lip, considering. The logical part of her brain screamed at her to make her excuses and leave. But another part—a part she rarely acknowledged—whispered that this might be exactly what she needed. An adventure. A risk. Something entirely for herself.

And if she won again… she'd get to see how beautiful the rest of him was. The thought sent another wave of heat through her body.

"Okay," she said finally, setting down her wine glass with a decisive click. "I'm game."

Louis's eyes darkened with desire, and Andrea felt an answering pull in her core. She'd said yes. There was no turning back now.

"Ladies first," he said, gesturing to the white pieces on her side of the board.

As they sat, as if the rules really mattered, Louis clarified, “I’ve got a shirt and pants to your dress, but I’m assuming you’ve got two pieces underneath to my one. So with shoes and socks, that makes five chances each.”

“Sounds fair to me,” Andrea said, suddenly picturing the consequences of a capture all the more vividly.

She reached for her king's pawn, her fingers trembling slightly. She moved it forward two squares, initiating the game.

Louis responded immediately, mirroring her move. The familiar pattern began again, but this time with much higher stakes. Every capture would expose more than just a weakness in position.

"I should warn you," Louis said as they developed their pieces, "I might have been holding back a little in our tournament game."

Andrea raised an eyebrow. "Are you trying to intimidate me?"

"Just managing expectations." His smile was wolfish now. "I wouldn't want you to be too shocked when I get you… right where I want you."

Andrea’s body responded to his teasing. She could already feel her nipples tightening beneath her dress, making her grateful for the dimming light as the sun set outside. She focused on the board, determined not to let his words affect her concentration.

But when Louis captured her knight fifteen moves into the game, the reality of what she'd agreed to hit her full force.

"First blood," he said softly, removing the piece from the board and setting it aside. His eyes locked with hers, expectant.

Andrea's mouth went dry. This was it. The moment of truth. She could still back out, laugh it off, suggest they play for drinks instead.

Instead, she reached down and slipped off her heels, placing them neatly to the side. "Your move," she said, surprised at how steady her voice sounded.

The game continued, tension building with each move. Andrea played cautiously, defensively, unwilling to risk another capture. But chess was a game of sacrifice, and eventually, she had to give ground.

When Louis took her bishop ten moves later, she removed her ankle socks without hesitation.

Louis's gaze dropped to her bare feet, then back to her face. Something like approval flickered in his eyes before he returned his attention to the board.

"You're going easy on me," she accused, noticing how he'd missed a more aggressive continuation that would have forced another capture.

"I'm savouring the game," he countered. "No need to rush such… delicate matters."

Andrea felt a flush creep up her neck. The way he looked at her made her feel both vulnerable and powerful at once. She studied the board, looking for weaknesses in his position.

There—an overworked knight. She captured the pawn it was defending, and Louis retook, removing a defender of his bishop in doing so. She pounced.

Louis's smile didn't falter as he untied his shoes and removed them. "Well played."

Andrea concentrated on the board, determined to win this next exchange. She moved her bishop to threaten his rook, setting up what she hoped would be a decisive attack. But Louis saw through her plan, countering with an attack of his own she hadn't anticipated. Before she could adjust her strategy, his queen slid across the board, capturing her remaining bishop.

"Check," he said, his voice a low purr as he placed her captured piece beside the board. "And I believe that's another item."

Andrea's stomach dropped. She'd lost track of the stakes in her focus on the game. With her shoes and socks already gone, she was left with only her dress and what lay beneath. Her pulse quickened as she realised what this meant. She would have to choose.

The thought of removing her dress made her face burn. Sitting across from him in just her underwear was unthinkable. But the alternative…

"I believe I have options," she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

Louis leaned back, swirling the wine in his glass. "Indeed you do. Choose wisely."

Andrea took a deep breath. "I think I'll keep my dress on, if you don't mind."

She reached behind her, feeling for the clasp of her bra beneath her dress. Her fingers trembled slightly as she unhooked it. The release of pressure against her breasts felt immediately noticeable, and she wondered if he could tell what she was doing.

Of course he could. His eyes never left her as she carefully slipped one arm out of its strap, then the other, keeping the fabric of her dress between his gaze and her skin. The sensation of the soft material directly against her now-freed breasts sent a shiver through her.

With both arms free, Andrea reached up, grasped the strap, and slowly pulled her bra out through the top of her dress. The white lace emerged like a magician's handkerchief, revealing itself inch by inch.

Louis watched every movement with undisguised appreciation, his eyes darkening as she dangled the bra from her fingertips. Andrea felt a strange power in his attention, even as embarrassment heated her cheeks.

She hung the bra on the back of her chair where he could still see it, a trophy he had rightfully claimed. The air in the apartment suddenly felt cooler against her skin, or perhaps it was just her heightened awareness of her body.

Louis studied her for a moment, then smiled. "Cold?" he asked, his gaze dropping deliberately to her chest.

Andrea followed his eyes downward and felt mortification wash over her. The thin fabric of her dress did nothing to conceal her hardened nipples, which now pressed visibly against the material. She crossed her arms instinctively, heat rushing to her face.

"I'm fine," she managed, though her voice came out higher than she'd intended.

"You certainly are," he replied, his voice warm with admiration. "Your move, I believe."

Andrea uncrossed her arms slowly, forcing herself to continue the game despite her embarrassment. She was painfully aware of how her breasts shifted beneath her dress with each movement, unconfined and far more noticeable than before. Every time she leaned forward to move a piece, she felt exposed, vulnerable—and yet, strangely exhilarated.

She captured his knight in her next move, a small victory that helped restore her confidence. Louis removed his socks without ceremony.

A few minutes later, still distracted by his eyes on her chest, Andrea made an illegal move.

"You're still in check," Louis reminded her, nodding toward the board.

She looked down, startled to realise she'd forgotten to address the threat to her king. She moved it to safety, but in her distraction, she left her queen exposed.

Louis pounced immediately. "I believe this is mine now," he said, lifting her queen from the board with careful fingers. He set it beside her captured bishop, a growing collection of her pieces—and by extension, her dignity.

Andrea stared at her captured queen, the reality of what would come next settling over her like a physical weight. Two items left—her dress and her underwear.

Again she felt she had to hide behind her dress. If she could turn this game around, she might be able to avoid him really seeing her at all. But her position on the board was deteriorating rapidly, and Louis's eyes gleamed with the certainty of impending victory.

"Your move," he prompted, talking about her clothes rather than the chess. His voice was gentle despite the predatory intensity of his gaze.

Removing her underwear now wasn't the most dignified thing she could imagine. Nonetheless, she stood up. Her heart pounded so loudly she was certain he could hear it across the table. She turned sideways, not wanting to present either her ass or chest to him as she bent down.

She lifted her dress at each side, reaching up under it whilst simultaneously trying not to show too much. The material bunched around her waist as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She felt his eyes on her like a physical touch, burning through the thin barrier of her dress.

He was staring through her now, clearly picturing what was just beneath that thin material.

"You enjoying the show?" she asked, surprising herself with her boldness.

"Very much," he said, his voice deeper than before. "By all means, take your time."

She was embarrassed and turned on by his words in equal measure. She slowly shimmied her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. The cool air kissed her newly exposed skin, sending goosebumps racing across her thighs.

Then she decided to try to regain the upper hand. Holding the scrap of lace between her fingers, she extended them toward him.

"I believe you might recognise these," she said wryly.

Louis took them from her fingers, the brief contact sending electricity up her arm. He examined them with a small smile playing at his lips.

"Ah yes," he said, "I may have accidentally caught a glimpse earlier."

"Accidentally," she repeated, settling back into her chair and crossing her legs tightly. "Sure. It did take you an awfully long time to find that pawn."

He took her up on the joke, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "They're ever so small," he said, running the delicate material between his fingers before setting them beside her captured pieces. “Pawns, I mean.” His eyes dropped to her lap. “Let’s just hope I don’t knock another. I’m ever so clumsy.”

Andrea felt a fresh wave of heat flood her cheeks. She was now sitting across from this infuriatingly gorgeous man, wearing only her dress, nothing underneath. The soft fabric brushed against her sensitised nipples with every breath, and the absence of underwear made her acutely aware of the wooden chair beneath her.

Andrea returned her attention to the board, determined to at least make him work for his final victory. She moved her knight into an attacking position, threatening his bishop.

But Louis didn't take the bait. With a subtle smile, he moved his bishop to safety, and in doing so opened up his rook to an equal exchange. She could take his piece, but he would immediately recapture hers. Andrea frowned, studying the position. This wasn't a mistake. He was deliberately giving her an opportunity. He wasn’t playing against her now, he was playing with her. Toying with her might have been more accurate.

"You're letting me have this," she said, looking up from the board to meet his eyes.

"Perhaps." His smile deepened. "Would you rather I didn't?"

Andrea shook her head slowly. "No, I'll take it." She captured his rook almost reluctantly, setting it beside the board with deliberate care. "But we both know what happens next. It’s amazing how much better you’ve gotten since earlier."

"You wouldn't have agreed to my terms if you were sure you couldn't win," Louis said, leaning back in his chair. His fingers moved to the top button of his shirt. "A game needs stakes to be interesting."

Andrea watched, transfixed, as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt. Each revealed inch of skin made her breath catch. The dim evening light filtering through the window cast shadows across his toned chest and stomach as the fabric parted. He was even more perfect than she had imagined—lean and defined, with a light dusting of hair that narrowed to a tantalising trail disappearing beneath his waistband.

She couldn't look away. The chess game, her embarrassment, her vulnerability—all faded into the background as she drank in the sight of him.

"See something you like?" Louis asked, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine.

Andrea blinked, suddenly aware of how openly she'd been staring. Heat rushed to her face. "I—"

Before she could finish, Louis reached forward and recaptured her rook. The move she'd known was coming, the move she'd set up herself, yet there was a finality to it that made her stomach drop.

"My turn to stare," he said, his eyes darkening with anticipation.

Andrea's pulse raced wildly—she could feel it in her ears, her throat, between her legs. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry.

Her body seemed disconnected from her mind as she slowly stood, her fingers finding the zipper at the back of her dress. Everything in her screamed to stop, to sit back down, to laugh it off—but she couldn't. Her body didn’t want to. She didn't want to.

The zipper made a soft hissing sound as she lowered it. The dress loosened around her, cool air kissing her bare back. She paused, the fabric still clinging to her shoulders, suddenly needing to know.

"Is this why you spoke to me this morning?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Is this what you were hoping for?"

Louis's expression softened. "No," he admitted. "I spoke to you because you looked alone." His eyes held hers, unexpectedly sincere. "This… this is more than I could ever have hoped for."

Something about his honesty made her decision for her. Andrea shrugged her shoulders, letting the dress fall. It tickled her skin as it slipped down her body, pooling around her feet in a soft grey puddle.

She stood before him completely naked in the dim light. Her skin burned under his gaze, her breathing shallow, her core humming with a need she'd never felt so intensely before. She allowed him to see her—all of her—for this brief, electric moment.

Then reality crashed over her like a cold wave. What was she doing? Standing naked in a stranger's apartment, exposed and vulnerable. Her senses kicked in, and embarrassment flooded through her. She sat quickly, crossing her legs and folding her arms over her chest.

"I guess that's it," she said, trying to keep her voice steady. "No further to go. You win."

Louis's eyes never left her face. "Oh, I've definitely won," he agreed, his voice thick with desire. "But that doesn't mean there's no further to go." He gestured toward the board. "You still have two pieces I can capture."

Andrea frowned, confused. "What happens then?" she asked.

His smile was slow, deliberate, promising. "I guess we'll just have to find out," he said.

Andrea glanced at the board, at her remaining rook and knight. She'd never been more aware of her body, of every point where the cool air kissed her bare skin. Her nipples hardened further under her crossed arms, and she pressed her thighs together against the growing ache between them.

The game continued, but Andrea was barely present on the board anymore. Her mind couldn't focus on the pieces, the strategies, the calculations. How could it, when she sat completely naked across from a man she'd met only hours ago? Her arms remained tightly crossed over her chest, her legs pressed firmly together beneath the table. These meagre barriers were all that stood between her and complete exposure.

She'd never felt so vulnerable in her life, and yet, bizarrely, she'd never felt so powerful either. The way Louis looked at her—with naked hunger barely contained behind those piercing blue eyes—made her feel like she possessed something infinitely precious.

Andrea glanced at the board, trying to remember what strategy she'd been pursuing. But it was hopeless. Chess theory had abandoned her completely, replaced now by an acute awareness of every inch of her bare skin.

"You're beautiful," Louis said suddenly, his eyes traveling over what he could see of her above the table. "Truly beautiful."

Heat bloomed across her chest and face. "I'm not sure that's appropriate tournament etiquette," she managed, attempting humour to mask her embarrassment.

"We're rather beyond tournament etiquette, wouldn't you say?" His smile was slow, confident. "Besides, I'm simply stating the facts."

Andrea bit her lip, trying to ignore the warm glow his words ignited within her. She reached for her knight, moving it without any real plan. The cool touch of the wooden piece against her fingers felt oddly grounding in such a surreal situation.

Louis responded immediately, his bishop sliding across the board to capture her remaining rook.

"Oh," Andrea said softly, watching as he removed her piece from play. She had only her knight left now, and her king, of course. The game was effectively over. "What now?"

Louis leaned back in his chair, studying her with those impossible eyes. "How about a forfeit?"

"A forfeit?" she repeated, her pulse quickening. "What kind of forfeit?"

His smile turned knowing. "Earlier today, at the tournament… you stroked my leg under the table with yours."

Andrea's eyes widened. "I—"

"You were trying to distract me," he continued, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. "I know you were."

She opened her mouth to deny it, but no words came.

"Would you like to distract me again?" he asked, his eyes never leaving hers.

"That's—" Andrea began, appalled at the suggestion. But the word died in her throat as a rush of heat flooded her body. Her pulse hammered in her ears, and something inside her shifted, like a switch being flipped.

Before she could overthink it, Andrea uncrossed her legs and slowly extended one toward him beneath the table. Her bare foot found his clothed calf, and she stroked it gently, feeling the firm muscle beneath the fabric.

"How's that?" she asked, surprised by the huskiness in her own voice.

Louis's eyes darkened. "I'm pretty sure you can be more distracting than that."

The challenge in his voice sent a thrill through her. Andrea inched her foot higher, finding his thigh now. The material of his trousers was smooth against her sole, warming quickly to her touch. His expression shifted subtly—eyes growing heavier, lips parting slightly—and the sight of his pleasure spurred her on.

What's come over me? she wondered fleetingly. But she knew the answer. Something had awakened in her today, something she'd kept dormant for too long. And she liked it.

With newfound boldness, Andrea pressed her foot higher still, until she felt it—that unmistakable hardness. He was aroused. For her.

The knowledge sent a jolt of pure desire straight to her core. She was doing this to him, making him hard with just the touch of her foot. Maybe he had already been hard just at the sight of her. The power of it was intoxicating.

She began to work him gently through the fabric, stroking and teasing as best she could. She'd never done anything like this before—never been so forward, so brazen. But today had been a day of firsts in so many ways.

Without stopping her movements beneath the table, Andrea reached for her knight, moving it as she squeezed him with her toes. "Come on then," she said, her voice breathier than she'd intended, "unless you're too distracted."

Louis's eyes flashed with something primal as he made his next move, a reckless advance that left his bishop exposed. Had he blundered? Or had he sacrificed the piece intentionally? Andrea didn't care anymore. The chess game had become secondary to the far more interesting game playing out beneath the table.

Her foot continued its exploration, pressing more firmly against his erection, feeling it twitch and grow beneath her touch. The feedback loop of arousal was overwhelming—his response to her touch making her own desire spiral higher.

"Rules are rules," Louis said suddenly, standing up.

Andrea quickly withdrew her foot, watching with wide eyes as he unbuckled his belt. The soft metallic clink sent a shiver down her spine. He pulled down his trousers slowly, deliberately, never breaking eye contact.

And there it was—the full effect of her efforts, straining impressively against his black briefs. Andrea's mouth went dry at the sight. She had the sudden, overwhelming urge to reach out, to touch him with her hand instead of her foot. But somehow, the game they'd established felt more tantalising, more deliciously forbidden.

Louis sat back down, his eyes dark with desire. Without hesitation, Andrea extended her foot again, finding him immediately. With his trousers gone, she could feel the heat of him now, radiating through the thin fabric of his underwear. The sensation was intoxicating.

"God," he breathed, his voice strained. "You're incredible."

Andrea felt a surge of confidence unlike anything she'd experienced before. She pressed her toes more firmly against him, exploring his length, learning what made his breath catch.

"It’s your move," she reminded him, savouring the way his composure was crumbling before her eyes.

Louis reached for a piece, his hand visibly unsteady. Andrea increased the pressure of her foot, watching with fascination as he struggled to concentrate.

"You're making this very… hard," he murmured, his eyes half-closed with pleasure.

"That's rather the point, isn't it?" She smiled, enjoying this new power she'd discovered. Her own arousal was building with every stroke, every twitch, every subtle sound he made.

He managed to move a piece—his queen, advancing dangerously close to her king. "Check," he said, his voice rough.

Andrea glanced at the board, momentarily distracted from her ministrations. She moved her king to safety without much thought, then returned her full attention to what was happening beneath the table.

Her foot found a rhythm now, stroking up and down his length. The thin barrier of his underwear seemed to enhance rather than diminish the sensation for both of them. She could feel every ridge, every pulse, every throb.

"Andrea," Louis whispered, her name sounding like a prayer on his lips. "You have no idea what you're doing to me."

But she did know. She could see it in the flush spreading across his bare chest, the tension in his shoulders, the way his hands gripped the edge of the table. And she could feel it against her foot—hot, hard, insistent.

Louis moved another piece without looking at the board, his eyes fixed on her face. "I think I'm going to lose this game," he said, his voice strained.

"I think we're both winning," Andrea replied, pressing her toes against the tip of his erection, feeling a small damp spot forming on his underwear.

The knowledge that she was making him leak with just her foot sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. She shifted in her chair, acutely aware of her own wetness, the ache between her thighs that demanded attention.

Louis suddenly reached beneath the table, his warm hand encircling her ankle. Andrea gasped at the contact, her foot stilling against him.

"Too much?" he asked, his thumb tracing circles on her skin.

She shook her head, unable to form words. His touch sent electricity up her leg, intensifying the throbbing at her centre.

Andrea glanced at the board, a flash of clarity cutting through her desire-fogged mind. His last move had been careless—his bishop now completely unprotected. She could take it. She could claim his final piece of clothing.

Without hesitation, she moved her knight, capturing his bishop with a decisive click.

"Good move," he said between heavy breaths.

Louis released her ankle and, rather than standing as she had before, simply lifted his hips. He slid his underwear down his legs in one fluid motion.

Andrea's foot came to rest against hot, bare flesh beneath the table. The sensation was electric—velvet skin over rigid hardness. She could feel his pulse against her toes, the twitch of his response to her touch.

"No fair," she protested, her voice breathy. "You didn't stand. I didn't get to see."

Louis's eyes glinted mischievously in the dim light. "Try knocking a pawn," he teased. "It worked wonders for me earlier."

Heat bloomed across Andrea's cheeks. Despite everything—despite the fact that she was currently stroking his naked cock with her foot—the memory of him stealing a look up her dress still sent a thrill of embarrassment through her. But he was right. It was her opportunity now.

And she took it.

With deliberate slowness, Andrea unfolded her arms, revealing her bare breasts to him for the first time since she'd briefly stood before him uncovered. The cool air pebbled her nipples further, and she felt rather than saw his immediate response—his cock twitched against her foot, growing impossibly harder.

She made a meaningless move on the board, then reached out with calculated clumsiness, batting at a pawn with her fingertips. It toppled, rolling across the board before dropping to the floor with a soft clatter.

"Oops," she said, eyes wide with feigned innocence. "How clumsy of me."

Before he could respond, Andrea slid from her chair and ducked beneath the table. The wooden floor was cold against her hands and knees as she crawled forward. She was naked, on all fours, in this near-stranger's apartment. Between his legs. And there it was.

She saw it for the first time, obscured by neither fabric nor the table. She stared, taking it all in. It was magnificent. Thick and long and hard and just for her. A drop of moisture glistened at the tip, catching the low light.

Andrea padded forward. The world had narrowed to just this moment, just this space beneath the table, just this man and his desire for her.

"I think I've found it," she whispered up to him, so close her breath must have ghosted across his heated skin.

"Then grab it," he said, his voice strained with need.

"Gladly," she replied.

Andrea wrapped her hand around him, feeling the velvet of his skin slide over the steel of his hardness. He was hot to the touch, pulsing with life. She began to stroke, learning the length of him, the weight of him in her palm.

Louis's legs tensed. The table scraped against the floor as he braced his hands against it. She heard his breath catch, a soft groan escaping his lips.

Beneath the table, Andrea was in her own world. Just her and his cock. She leaned forward, drawn by an irresistible urge to taste him. Her tongue traced the underside from base to tip, exploring the ridge beneath, tasting the salt of his skin.

His thighs trembled on either side of her. Emboldened, she took first one ball into her mouth, then the other, rolling each gently with her tongue. She felt him getting harder—impossibly harder—as she sucked and continued to stroke.

Then, with a deep breath, she took him fully into her mouth. The weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth, the scent of him filling her nostrils—it was overwhelming in the best possible way. She began to move, finding a rhythm that made his breathing ragged above her.

"Andrea," he gasped, one hand leaving the table to tangle in her hair. "God, you're incredible."

She hummed around him, the vibration making him buck slightly. His fingers tightened in her hair, not pulling, just holding, connecting them as she worked him with her mouth and hand in tandem.

The chess game was forgotten. The tournament, the day's events, the fact that they were practically strangers—none of it mattered anymore. There was only this moment, this connection, this hunger that had been building between them since their eyes first met across that hall.

Andrea noticed his muscles tense beneath her touch. His breathing quickened, his chest rising and falling in ragged bursts. She felt powerful, desired, wanted. She doubled her efforts, taking him deeper, wanting to feel him come undone because of her.

Louis began to lift his hips, thrusting gently into her willing mouth. His fingers tightened in her hair as his movements grew more urgent. She could taste more of him now, salty and masculine, as his control began to slip.

Suddenly, his hand pressed against her head, stilling her movements. His cock pulsed against her tongue, but he wasn't letting himself finish.

"Not yet," he said, his voice strained.

Andrea looked up for the first time since she'd crawled beneath the table. Their eyes met—hers questioning, his burning with barely restrained desire. She remained still, her lips stretched around him, waiting.

"Andrea," he said, his voice softer now. "I want to play this out to mate."

She couldn't help but smile around his girth. Even in this moment, with her naked between his legs and his cock in her mouth, he was making chess puns. It was oddly endearing. For a fleeting second, she considered responding with something about being “skewered” or “forked”, but she thought better of it.

Instead, she slowly released him from her mouth, watching as her saliva dripped down his length. She placed her hands on his thighs, feeling the strong muscles beneath her palms as she began to crawl upward.

Louis pushed his chair back, giving her room to emerge from beneath the table. She kept her body pressed against his as she rose between his legs, her breasts brushing against his thighs, then his hard length. She dragged her tongue across his chest, tasting salt and skin, feeling his heart hammering beneath her lips.

Then she was face to face with him, their breath mingling in the small space between them. Before she could move, Louis pressed forward, capturing her mouth with his. The kiss was passionate, messy, urgent—an entire day’s desire compressed into seconds. His tongue swept into her mouth, the heat of him still lingering on her lips.

His strong arms wrapped around her, one hand stroking up her bare back while the other dipped lower, cupping and squeezing her ass. The sensation of his hands on her skin sent shivers racing through her body.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. "Do you want this?" he asked, his voice husky with need but serious in its question.

Andrea nodded enthusiastically, not trusting her voice, and kissed him again. Their lips moved together with increasing urgency, tongues dancing, teeth occasionally clashing in their eagerness.

Louis's hands moved to her ass, and in one fluid motion, he lifted her. Andrea gasped against his mouth as he placed her on his lap, her legs straddling his thighs. His cock pressed hot and hard against her stomach, a reminder of how much he wanted her.

She ground herself against him, seeking friction where she needed it most. The ache between her thighs had become unbearable, a desperate, pulsing need that demanded satisfaction. She rose up on her tiptoes, using his shoulders for leverage, positioning herself above him.

Her lips found his ear. "Fuck me," she whispered, surprised by her own coarseness but too far gone to care.

His hands closed firmly on her hips, guiding her downward. She felt the blunt head of his cock, still slick with her spit, teasing at her entrance. Unable to help herself, she rocked against it, sliding back and forth, coating him again with a new wetness.

Louis's fingers tightened on her hips, lowering her further. Andrea felt the pressure build as he began to part her, enter her, stretch her, fill her. She let out a soft gasp as he sank deeper, inch by delicious inch.

Time seemed to slow as he filled her completely, until she was once again seated fully in his lap, his cock now buried to the hilt inside her. Andrea's head fell back, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. She had never felt so full, so complete, so utterly possessed.

"God, you feel amazing," Louis breathed, his forehead pressed against her collarbone. His hands moved to cup her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples as she adjusted to the feel of him inside her.

Andrea began to move, rising slightly before sinking back down. The friction was exquisite, sending sparks of pleasure racing through her body. Louis met her movements, thrusting upward as she came down, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping with each stroke.

His mouth found her breast, tongue swirling around her nipple before drawing it between his lips. The dual sensation—his cock filling her, his mouth on her sensitive flesh—pushed her rapidly toward the edge.

"Louis," she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she rode him faster, chasing her release.

His hands returned to her hips, guiding her movements, angling her just right so that he hit that perfect spot inside her with every thrust. The wooden chair creaked beneath them, their bodies slick with sweat as they moved together with increasing urgency.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice tight with restraint. "Let go, Andrea. I want to feel you come around me."

His words pushed her closer to the precipice. She could feel it building, that familiar tension coiling tighter and tighter low in her belly. Louis sensed her approaching climax and slipped one hand between them, his thumb finding her clit with unerring precision, circling with the ideal pressure.

The first pass sent a jolt through her body. The second had her trembling on the edge. The third pushed her over.

Andrea cried out as pleasure crashed over her in waves, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around him. Louis continued to move, drawing out her orgasm until she collapsed against his chest, boneless and gasping.

But he wasn't finished. With her still shuddering in the aftermath, he stood, lifting her with him, his cock still buried deep inside her. Andrea wrapped her legs around his waist instinctively as he carried her across the room.

Her back met cool wall, and Louis pinned her there, his hips driving into her with renewed purpose. The change in angle had him hitting places that made her see stars, reigniting her pleasure when she thought she had nothing left to give.

"I pictured this as soon as I saw you," he confessed between thrusts, his voice raw with emotion. "Sitting there in that grey dress, looking so nervous and so fucking beautiful."

Andrea couldn't respond, couldn't form words as he took her against the wall, each thrust pushing her higher, building toward another peak she hadn't thought possible. Her nails dug into his shoulders, leaving half-moon imprints in his skin as she held on.

Louis's movements grew more erratic, his breathing harsh against her neck. "Andrea," he groaned, "I'm close."

"Yes," she managed, more a breath than a word. "Please."

His pace increased, driving into her with an intensity that bordered on desperation. Andrea felt herself climbing again, impossibly, toward another release. When it hit her, it was even more powerful than the first, a supernova of sensation that had her crying out his name.

Her climax triggered his own. Louis thrust once more, deep and hard, before stilling inside her. She felt him pulse, felt the warmth of his release as he buried his face in her neck, groaning her name like a prayer.

They stayed like that, connected, breathing hard, for what felt like an eternity. Andrea's legs trembled around his waist, her body still occasionally shuddering with aftershocks. Louis pressed gentle kisses to her neck, her jaw, her lips as they both came down from their shared high.

Eventually, he carried her to his bedroom, laying her gently on the soft sheets. They curled together, limbs entwined, as their breathing slowed and their heartbeats returned to normal. Andrea felt more content than she could ever remember.

"So," Louis said after a while, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back, "who actually won that second game?"

Andrea laughed, the sound muffled against his chest. She raised herself on one elbow to look at him, taking in his tousled hair, his satisfied smile, the warmth in those piercing blue eyes that had so completely captured her attention hours ago.

"I’m pretty sure," she said, leaning down to kiss him softly, "we both did."

Louis smiled against her lips, pulling her closer as the night deepened around them.
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