

Seven Lines Crossed

Hush & Tell, Book 1

ZIRKEL DER LUST




Seven Lines Crossed

Hush & Tell, Book 1

© 2026 Zirkel der Lust

All rights reserved.

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

This book contains sexually explicit content and is intended for adult readers 18 and older only.




CONTENTS


	CHAPTER ONE

	CHAPTER TWO

	CHAPTER THREE

	CHAPTER FOUR

	CHAPTER FIVE

	CHAPTER SIX

	CHAPTER SEVEN






	Contents

	Start of Content






CHAPTER ONE

“Megan, are you okay?”

She hated that question. Especially when she was trying to pretend everything was fine. At twenty-two, Megan hated a lot of things, but what she despised most right then was her ex-boyfriend, who, after two years together, had dumped her for an older woman. Just thinking about it still turned her stomach, so she pushed the thought away, wiped a stubborn tear from her cheek, and headed for the bathroom.

She looked at herself in the mirror and forced a smile. She had no reason to feel insecure. Her body was toned and well-proportioned, her skin smooth and glowing. Her curves, subtle but defined, looked perfect in her uniform of red shorts and a white T-shirt, no bra needed. She studied her reflection with renewed determination and muttered:

“He’s definitely an idiot.”

She went back to the front counter of the bowling alley, where the lanes were still empty. Tuesday nights in summer were a ghost town, so she dropped into her chair with a magazine. It wasn’t long before she heard footsteps approaching.

“Wow, real party in here!” teased Dana, her boss, a thirty-four-year-old woman who radiated self-confidence.

Megan forced a smile.

“Yeah, incredible…”

Dana studied her closely and knew something was wrong. She didn’t say anything at first, but finally she asked the question Megan had been dreading.

“Megan, are you okay?”

She tried a rehearsed answer, but her emotions betrayed her. Her lips trembled, and suddenly she was crying. Between sobs, she barely managed to stammer that Tyler had left her. She hung her head, feeling the weight of her own sadness.

Dana didn’t hesitate for a second. She moved behind her and wrapped her arms around Megan’s shoulders in a warm hug. Her lips brushed Megan’s cheek in a comforting gesture as she whispered soft, soothing words. Megan sank into the warmth of her touch. Then, out of nowhere, she felt something unexpected: her own hand stroking Dana’s arms, almost without meaning to.

The touch was light, barely a brush of her thumb over Dana’s skin. She didn’t mean anything by it, but Dana reacted. She didn’t pull away; instead, she held her tighter. Then, carefully, she kissed Megan’s forehead and whispered:

“Give me a minute. Stay right here.”

She walked away, went to the entrance, and locked the door. She dimmed the lights a little before coming back. Megan watched her, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn’t protest when Dana stood behind her again, folding her into her arms, crossing her hands over Megan’s chest.

“Now, where were we?” Dana murmured, the hint of a smile in her voice.

Megan laughed, feeling the heat of the body behind her. Her fingers slowly traced Dana’s forearms, gliding in a caress that was no longer innocent at all. When her boss’s lips grazed her neck, a shaky sigh escaped her.

“I want this…” she said in a barely audible murmur. “I want you to keep going.”

Dana didn’t need to hear anything else. Her hands slipped under Megan’s T-shirt, gently skimming her stomach before moving up to her breasts. Megan closed her eyes and gave in to the sensation. Dana’s touch was firm and delicate at the same time, as if she knew exactly how to explore every inch of her skin.

Their lips met in a slow, deep kiss. A moan escaped Megan when Dana turned her chair around and looked her in the eye. The spark between them was undeniable. Her boss slid a hand down with practiced skill, over her stomach to the waistband of her shorts. Their eyes met in one last moment of hesitation, and when Megan gave her a small nod, Dana kept going.

Her fingers worked their way in with precision, sliding through the wetness waiting for her. Megan arched her back with a ragged gasp. It was nothing like her ex-boyfriend’s clumsy hands. Dana guided her with experience, with caresses that grew more intense by the second.

Megan let herself go, her body surrendering to pleasure while Dana explored every corner of her desire. Her fingers slid inside her, slowly at first, then more firmly, sending shivers through every fiber of her being. The air filled with whispers and broken breaths.

Dana pulled back for a moment, sank to her knees in front of her, and in one swift move, took off her shorts. Megan trembled when she felt the warmth of Dana’s lips traveling over her skin. She closed her eyes and let out a strangled cry when Dana’s tongue worked her relentlessly. She had never felt anything like it.

She gripped the armrests of the chair as the pleasure built inside her. Dana savored her eagerly, working her tongue harder when she sensed Megan was on the edge. Her fingers found their way back inside her, searching for the exact spot that would push her over.

The climax hit like an uncontrollable wave. Megan arched, trembling, her body caught in the sweet torture of absolute pleasure. A muffled cry and ragged sighs filled the air as she gave herself over to the intensity of the moment.

Dana rose, kissed her softly on the lips, and smiled at her.

“This doesn’t have to end here. We could go to my place.”

Megan, still breathing hard, gave her a playful smile. She got up from the chair, grabbed her shorts, and, before walking toward the door, turned around and said with confidence:

“I’ve never felt better.”




CHAPTER TWO

Ryan shut off his alarm with a groan. He wasn’t ready to face the day, or the light filtering through the blinds, but with a full workday ahead of him, he couldn’t afford the luxury of staying in bed.

He’d moved to Charleston six weeks earlier to start a new job. He didn’t know anyone in the city, but he’d wanted a change of scenery after spending his whole life in Chicago. The muggy coastal heat still threw him off, but he enjoyed the slower pace and being close to the ocean. At twenty-nine, he figured it was now or never for a change like that.

He started the coffee maker and let the smell fill the kitchen while he headed to the bathroom. Just as he turned on the shower, the doorbell rang.

He frowned, puzzled by a visitor at that hour. He quickly pulled on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and went to answer the door.

On the other side, a woman in her early forties, with shoulder-length brown hair and striking green eyes, was smiling at him warmly. She wore a light dress that clung to her body, hinting at curves that were impossible to miss. But what caught his eye were her nipples pressing against the fabric. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and Ryan noticed right away.

“Hi, I’m Kristen. I live three houses up,” she said with a smile. “My dog got out, and he usually ends up around here. Have you seen him in your yard?”

It took Ryan a couple of seconds to react.

“Hi, Kristen. Nice to meet you. I’m Ryan. I haven’t seen a dog, but I haven’t even looked in the backyard this morning. If you want, you can come in and take a look.”

“Thanks, that would be great,” she replied sweetly.

She stepped past him into the house, and Ryan couldn’t help noticing her hips. The dress hugged her body deliciously.

“Sorry I didn’t come by sooner to introduce myself,” Kristen said as she looked out at the yard. “It’s been a crazy few weeks, with my oldest heading back to college and my youngest starting her senior year of high school.”

Ryan could barely focus on the conversation. Her dress, the way her chest rose and fell as she breathed… Everything about her kept him distracted.

“No problem,” he answered, trying to sound casual. “I’ve been busy too, with work and getting used to the move.”

Kristen left him her number before saying goodbye, and as she walked back to her house, he watched her go, imagining everything he’d do to her if things were different.

Later that day, as Ryan was settling onto the couch with a cold beer, the doorbell rang again. He got up, his heart beating a little faster than usual. He looked out the window and saw Kristen standing at the door, now in a summer dress that left her legs bare.

“Hey, neighbor,” she said with a smile as he opened the door. “I still haven’t found Duke, but I wanted to make up for taking so long to welcome you. I brought you an apple pie.”

“Wow, thanks, Kristen. I love pie. Come on in, please.”

She walked in without hesitation, and he offered her a beer.

“My husband’s working late, and my daughter’s at volleyball practice. So I’ve got a little free time,” she said, settling onto the couch and crossing one leg over the other.

Her dress rode up a little higher, revealing the softness of her thighs. Ryan swallowed hard and opened the beers.

As they talked, Kristen began sliding the cold bottle across her chest, rolling it absentmindedly from side to side. Ryan noticed, and his mind went on high alert.

“You know… it gave me a little boost this morning when I realized you were checking me out,” Kristen confessed with a mischievous smile. “I haven’t felt wanted in a long time, and… well, it was flattering.”

Ryan felt a shiver run down his spine.

“I’m not going to lie, Kristen. It was hard to hide how much I liked looking at you.”

She bit her lower lip and set her beer down on the coffee table. She leaned toward him slightly.

“Let me see it,” she whispered as her hand slid over his pants.

Ryan didn’t wait any longer. He kissed her with pent-up hunger, and she answered with the same intensity, stroking his cock through the fabric. Her tongue met his in a deep, wet dance.

Kristen straddled his thighs and pulled her dress off in one move, baring her golden skin and a lingerie set that barely covered the essentials.

“This is what you wanted to see, isn’t it?” she whispered as she guided Ryan’s hands to her breasts.

He cupped them with both hands, caressing them and pinching her nipples between his fingers before taking one into his mouth and sucking it hungrily. Kristen moaned, arching her back to offer herself up even more.

Ryan slowly worked his way down her body, trailing wet kisses over her stomach until he reached her neatly trimmed mound. He paused for a second, looking at her, enjoying the sight of her pussy, slightly parted and wet.

“Yeah… I do love pie,” he whispered with a smile before burying his tongue between her folds.

Kristen let out a ragged gasp as he explored her with his mouth, covering every inch slowly and precisely. His tongue traced circles over her clit before dipping lower again, savoring every taste of her.

Her hands clutched his hair, pressing him against her, begging for more.

“Don’t stop… don’t stop…” Kristen pleaded, her voice breaking with pleasure.

Ryan brought her to the brink of orgasm, feeling her body tense before she exploded in a series of spasms that left her breathless.

But














