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Every summer, my parents rent a house on a private beach in Malibu. I look forward to these summer trips all year long. When I was younger, I looked forward to these trips because I loved the ocean. Gabriel Hunter was why I looked forward to these trips now. 

Gabriel owned the property and the house we rented each year. I think my crush started when I was fifteen, but Gabriel never acknowledged my obvious and awkward flirting attempts. Last year, his attitude toward me changed. I turned eighteen a few months before we returned to Malibu. He returned my flirting and I would catch his eyes on me a little longer than proper, but he still never crossed the line. This year, I will make my move and put all my cards on the table.

“What are your plans for the summer?” My mom asked as we drove up toward my future.

“I hope Mr. Hunter will give me more surfing lessons. I learned so much from him last year.” I smiled.

Gabriel owned several beach front properties throughout Malibu. Part of his rental options were excursion packages. Surfing lessons, scuba diving, parasailing, etc. 

Gabriel was tall, probably six and a half feet. He was muscular, with olive skin, thick black hair with a bit of gray, a beard that I would love to ride and dark eyes that looked as if they could see into my soul.

“I’m not sure you should push yourself on him. Gabriel has a lot on his plate during the summers.” My dad said.

“Maybe his son can give you lessons. I’m sure he is just as good as his father.” My mother suggested.

I sighed at the thought of Gabriel’s son. Jacob was two years older than me, and we may have seen him half a dozen times during all the years we have been staying on his father’s property. He normally stayed with his mother.

I got the impression he blamed Gabriel for the divorce. Several years ago, I eavesdropped on my parents and learned it was Gabriel’s wife who cheated. “I doubt he’ll even be around. He never is.”

“He’s working for his dad this summer.” My mom said with too much excitement in her voice. 

The rest of the ride to the house was quiet. Throughout the rest of the ride to the house, my focus remained on my plan to seduce Mr. Hunter. I know he felt something last year, too. But he would never make the first move. That’s fine. I had no problem seducing Gabriel and destroying any lines he might not want to cross.

Pulling into the driveway, I see him waiting. My heartbeat picks up just from the first sight of him. He’s even more gorgeous than I remember. He looks more muscular, and his hair is grayer. I jumped out of the car, ran over to Gabriel, and wrapped my arms around him.

“Hello to you too,” Gabriel chuckles and wraps his arms around me. He allows me to cling to him for a minute before he gently removes me from his body and steps toward my parents. He hugs my mom and shakes my dad’s hand.

“The place looks great.” My dad comments, looking around the property.

“Thank you. Jacob and I added a few more amenities to the houses along this beach. I’ll give you a tour once you are settled.” Gabriel comments as he helps my dad take our bags from the small SUV rental.

Once he left us to get settled in, I quickly unpacked. I glanced out the window and saw some of the recent additions. He was a pergola with plenty of seating around the fire pit. 

“I’m going for a walk,” I call out to my parents. I walk past Gabriel’s house. He’s outside cutting wood, shirtless. I watched, mesmerized by his movements, how his muscles bunch and release with each swing of his axe. The sweat trickled down his back. I move behind the Pink Pampas Grass at the edge of his property and watch like a pervert.

My body aches the more I watch, and I can feel my pussy becoming wet. I look over my shoulder, satisfied that I’m hidden from view. I slip my hand down my shorts and slide my finger along my slit. Unable to stop the moan that slips from my mouth. I stroke along my swollen lips, dipping inside my needy pussy.

Pleasure quickly courses through my body as I fuck myself, spying on Gabriel. I imagine Gabriel’s cock fucking me, and I know I’m about to explode. “Fuck.” I breathed, and the intense pleasure crashed through my body. I grip the sharp foliage’s branches to steady myself as I come down from my orgasm.

When I’m able to breathe again, I look up at Gabriel. He is looking over his shoulder, his eyes on the bushes. Did he see me? I stand as still as possible until he turns back to his work. As discreetly as possible, without making any noise, I straighten my shorts and step back from the bush.
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“Hi, Mr. Hunter,” I say with a friendly wave, my smile stretching across my face. I can feel my cheeks growing warm as his deep voice reaches my ears. His voice always has a hypnotizing effect on me.

Setting the ax aside, he reaches into his back pocket and retrieves a bandana. With a swift motion, he wipes the glistening sweat from his brow. As he strides towards me, I can’t help but feel a flutter in my chest, a mix of anticipation and nervousness.

“Did you need something?” he asks, his voice still resonating within me, a soothing melody that melts me like butter.

I bite my bottom lip, feeling the anticipation build as I desperately want to lick the sweat glistening on his hard chest. “I was just out walking and saw you,” my voice betraying my desire. “I thought I’d stop and say hello.”

He nods, his gaze slowly traveling down the length of my body. I can practically feel his gray eyes lingering on my chest for a moment before he speaks. “Hello,” he chuckles.

“I also wanted to ask for a favor, Mr. Hunter,” I continued, my voice laced with a hint of nervousness.

“I thought we decided last year for you to call me Gabriel,” he chuckles.

“Gabriel,” I purr, my voice taking on a sultry tone that surprises even me. I swear I hear him groan in response, but I can’t be certain.

“What did you want to talk to me about?” he asks, his voice filled with curiosity.

“I wanted to take private surfing lessons,” I confess, my heart racing in my chest.

“Private lessons?” he smirks, his eyes glinting mischievously. “I’m not sure I’ll have time for private lessons; perhaps Jacob could —”

“No,” I cut him off quickly and probably a bit too loudly because he laughed. “I really would like to learn from you. You had more patience with me last year than Jacob did.”

Gabriel tilts his head and studies me before responding. His thumb rubs along my bottom lip. “What do you really want?”

“Lessons,” I breathe.

“Just lessons?”

“What else could I want?” I asked innocently.

Gabriel stepped back, and I immediately missed his heat against my body. “Come back tonight after dinner. You can help me prepare the boards for your first lesson.” 

“Really?” I flung myself at him, wrapping my arms around his neck, and kissed his cheek over and over.
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