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The neon anchor hanging above The Rusty Anchor buzzed and flickered against the gathering dusk, its red and blue glow washing over the weathered clapboard exterior. The sign had survived decades of salt air, storms, and countless seasons of tourists and fishermen passing through. Beyond it stretched a narrow waterfront street lined with old brick storefronts, bait shops, and seafood shacks, all facing the broad river that wound its way toward the sea.

The small town wasn't on most travel itineraries.

That was exactly why Brian and Beverly had stopped there.

They had spent the afternoon wandering coastal roads with no particular destination in mind, taking turns choosing random turns whenever a road looked interesting. The GPS had been ignored hours ago. Instead, they had followed handwritten signs advertising fresh lobster, scenic overlooks, and local breweries until they eventually rolled into the sleepy little harbour town.

The evening air was thick with humidity, carrying the scent of saltwater, diesel fuel from fishing boats, and something delicious frying nearby.

Beverly gazed out the passenger-side window as they drove past the marina. "I like this place already."

Brian slowed the SUV as a pair of fishermen crossed the road carrying coolers. "We haven't even gotten out of the car."

"Exactly. No souvenir shops. No chain restaurants. No tour buses."

"You have remarkably specific standards."

"I know what I like."

Brian smiled. After eleven years of marriage, he certainly knew what she liked. She liked places with character. Places that looked imperfect. Places where locals outnumbered visitors.

As they passed a row of boats rocking gently against wooden docks, it was clear this town qualified. A few blocks later they spotted a small motel overlooking the river.

The building was two stories tall, painted white with blue trim. Flower boxes hung beneath the windows, overflowing with bright summer blooms. A wooden sign near the entrance read: Harbour View Suites

The vacancy light was glowing.

Beverly pointed. "That looks promising."

Brian pulled into the gravel parking lot. "I was hoping you'd say that. I don't think I want to drive another mile."

After six hours of wandering back roads, neither of them felt particularly motivated to continue searching.

A police cruiser drove past the lot.

Beverly looked up.

The cop driving was a blond man with sunglasses. He waved a hand and kept driving.

“You're drooling.”

“No I'm not.” Beverly laughed.

“Yes, you were.”

“Well, he was cute.”

“Remember me?” he asked. “Your husband?”

Beverly laughed. “Of course I remember you.” She glanced after the cruiser again, but it was gone.

The motel lobby was small but welcoming. A ceiling fan turned lazily overhead. The scent of coffee lingered in the air. Local photographs decorated the walls—sunsets over the river, fishing boats at dawn, festival crowds gathered along the waterfront.

Behind the reception desk sat a young woman in her early twenties with auburn hair pulled into a ponytail. She looked up from a magazine and smiled. "Afternoon."

"Hi," Beverly said. "Any chance you've got a room available?"

The young woman laughed. "Actually, you're lucky."

"Uh-oh."

"We only have a couple left."

Brian exchanged a glance with Beverly. "Busy weekend?"

The receptionist grinned. "Very busy." She began typing into her computer. "You folks here for Riverfest?"

Brian looked puzzled. "Riverfest?"

The young woman immediately recognized tourists. "Oh wow, you really did just wander in here."

Beverly laughed. "Are we that obvious?"

"A little." The receptionist leaned forward excitedly. "It's Riverfest weekend."

"And what exactly is Riverfest?" Brian asked.

The expression on her face suggested he'd just admitted he had never heard of Christmas. "Only the biggest event of the year."

Brian laughed. "Well, now we know."

For the next minute she enthusiastically explained. There would be live music. Food vendors. A boat parade. Artisan markets. Street performers. Fireworks. Fishing competitions. A charity river race. Apparently half the surrounding county would be arriving by morning.

"No wonder the rooms are filling up," Beverly said.

"Exactly." The young woman clicked a few keys. "I do have one suite available."

Brian raised an eyebrow. "A suite?"

"River-facing."

Now Beverly's interest was fully captured. "River-facing?"

The receptionist nodded proudly. "Best room in the building."

Brian smiled. "We'll take it."

"Smart decision."

A few minutes later they were carrying their bags upstairs.

The suite turned out to be surprisingly spacious. A comfortable sitting area. A small kitchenette. A separate bedroom. Most importantly, a balcony overlooking the water. The view stretched across the marina and beyond to the broad river itself. Several fishing boats bobbed gently against their moorings. The late-afternoon sun painted everything gold.

Beverly stepped onto the balcony. "Oh, this is perfect."

Brian set down their bags and joined her. The breeze coming off the river felt wonderful after the humid drive. "So," he said, resting his arms on the railing, "Riverfest."

"Apparently."

"We accidentally planned a vacation around the biggest event in town."

"We're very talented."

Brian laughed.

Down below, they could already see signs of preparation. Workers were erecting vendor tents near the waterfront. Strings of colourful lights stretched between poles. Temporary stages had been assembled along the riverwalk. The entire town seemed to be preparing for something.

"I'm glad we stopped."

"Me too."

Beverly leaned comfortably against his shoulder. The harbour was peaceful. The town felt welcoming. And after years of carefully planned vacations, there was something exciting about arriving somewhere completely by chance.

A few minutes later she straightened. "Hungry?"

"Starving."

"Let's go find dinner."

Brian nodded. “Lets get cleaned up.”

Beverly grabbed his hand pulled him towards the bathroom.

Brian took a few steps, then pulled his hand free. He reached up, his fingers tracing the buttons of his polo, popping them open one by one, his gaze locked with Beverly's in the mirror. She watched, her lips curving into a smile, as he shrugged off the shirt, letting it fall to the floor. His hands then moved to his belt, unbuckling it with a slow, deliberate motion. Beverly's breath hitched as he slid the belt from its loops, the leather whispering against his cotton shorts. He tossed it onto the growing pile of clothes, his eyes never leaving hers. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his plaid boxers, pushing them down over his hips, revealing the toned muscles of his legs.

Beverly, her eyes gleaming with anticipation, reached for the hem of her blouse. She pulled it up and over her head, her dark hair tumbling down around her shoulders. She shimmied out of her shorts, kicking them aside, her movements mirroring Brian's, slow and teasing. She stood before him, clad only in her underwear, her body a landscape of curves and softness.

Brian stepped closer to Beverly. He reached out, his fingers tracing the strap of her bra, his touch feather-light.

She shivered, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. Then, with a smile, she turned away from him, presenting her back. She looked at him over her shoulder, her eyes inviting. "Unhook me?" she asked, her voice a soft plea.

Brian obliged, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra.

She shrugged it off, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, turning to face him once more, her body now bare.

Brian let his boxers drop, standing before her as naked as she was. Their bodies, pressed together, were a testament to their shared desire, their hunger for each other palpable.

Brian took Beverly's hand, leading her towards the shower. The steam from the hot water had already begun to fog up the mirror, creating a hazy, intimate atmosphere. He pulled back the curtain, revealing the spray of water, and gestured for Beverly to step inside.

She did, her eyes never leaving his, and he followed, the hot water cascading over their bodies. Beverly reached for the soap, her hands lathering it up, creating a frothy, fragrant suds. She turned to Brian, her eyes sparkling with mischief, and began to soap him up.

She started at his chest, her hands gliding over his muscles, tracing the lines of his abs. She looked up at him, her lips curving into a smile, as she moved lower, her hands now at his hips. Brian's breath hitched as she reached for his cock, her soapy hands wrapping around him. He groaned, his head falling back, as she began to stroke him, her touch gentle yet firm.

Brian, in turn, reached for Beverly's breasts, his hands cupping them, his thumbs brushing against her nipples. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed, as he began to rub her, his touch tender yet insistent. The water from the shower poured over them, washing away the suds, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling.

Beverly, her voice breathy, whispered, "No time before dinner." But her hands continued their ministrations, her strokes now faster, more urgent.

Brian grunted, his body tensing, as he came, his release pulsing through him.

Beverly stroked him through it, her touch gentle, her eyes filled with love.

They finished rinsing, the water washing away the remnants of their passion. Brian reached for the shampoo, squirting some into his hand, and began to wash Beverly's hair. She leaned into his touch, her eyes closed, a soft smile playing on her lips. They took their time, their touches tender, their kisses soft, their bodies still pressed together, even as the water began to cool.

Brian stood before the mirror, his reflection revealing a man in his prime. His chest, a canvas of toned muscles honed from years of dedication, bore the remnants of Beverly's playful soaping. A smirk tugged at the corners of his mouth as he recalled her laughter, echoing in the small bathroom like a symphony.

Beverly emerged from the shower, a vision of curves and laughter. Her skin, still damp, glistened under the harsh fluorescent light. She caught Brian's gaze in the mirror, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "See something you like?" she teased, her voice a sultry purr.

Brian chuckled, turning to face her, his towel wrapped securely around his waist. "Always," he replied, his voice a low rumble.

Their hunger, a gnawing beast in the pit of their stomachs, put a swift end to their playful banter. They towel-dried themselves, their movements hurried yet intimate, a dance choreographed by years of familiarity. Beverly's dress, a vibrant splash of color against the motel room's drab walls, slid over her curves like a second skin. Brian, donning a crisp button-up shirt and black jeans, his belt cinched
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