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Alice stared into the distance. The tide was out, and the gentle ebb and flow of waves was only just audible from where she sat on a towel by the pier. She hadn’t planned to come to Blackpool this weekend, but Julian was here for a conference so the trip was a free ride and a free hotel, and she’d had nothing better to do.

Plus, as the weather forecast had promised, the sun was shining. The air smelled of ice cream and suntan lotion, and to her right donkeys plodded up and down with kids gripping onto the saddle handles as if they were on white-knuckle rides. It was an idyllic scene with couples and happy families all around.

She sighed. So why wasn’t she flooded with happy hormones? Her boyfriend, Julian, was handsome and considerate, romantic at times. She was at the beach, one of her favourite places, and her body confidence was at an all time high after shifting a stone and being a slave to the cross-trainer.

Stretching her legs out, she examined her toenails. She’d had a manicure and pedicure a few days ago, the first one ever, and she liked the scarlet varnish she’d chosen. It was vampish, seductive, sexy, and matched her new bikini—a two-piece was another first.

Something in her heart tugged. After so much effort to look good she wished Julian was with her now, on the beach, to appreciate her new figure. It was all for him. After three years together she didn’t want their relationship to get stale. Fall into the trap of being comfortable and letting the weight pile on; become more unfit as the months drifted by. He was a catch. A doctor. ‘An eligible bachelor’ her mother had called him when they’d first started dating.

A ball skittered over her legs—the blow-up type that could be snatched by the wind and ushered into the distance in a nanosecond. Two small boys raced after it, kicking up sand with their heels. One called “Sorry, miss,” over his shoulder.

Alice brushed the sand from her shins and watched them dart between other beach goers, full of excited whoops as they went. Had Julian ever been young and carefree like that? He was always so serious, his mind full of research and drugs, proposals and funding, even at the weekend. She loved him, very much, and would have given up the fancy new handbag he’d bought her to see him like that—building sandcastles, messing about with a ball, playing in the waves. Not a care in the world except the next kick, splash or ice cream.

Lately he’d had a constant frown line between his eyes. She was sure it was permanently etched there like a small crevice. Oh, she knew he had pressure piled on him—funding was never easy to secure and he believed passionately in the life-saving research he was involved in—but still... all work and no play was making Julian a dull boy.

She sat up straight, and swallowed down a bite of bile.

Dull.

Julian was dull?

That couldn’t be true. He was serious, yes. He had a serious job, doing something not many people could do. His mind was occupied with important things, not like hers; she just worked as a secretary at a marketing company. He was trying to figure out how to change the world for the better. Pioneering, brave, committed, intelligent, they were words to describe Julian, not dull.

So why did everything feel so colourless? The azure sky above her didn’t shine, and the golden sand was muted. Maybe it was she who’d become dull. One of the fifty shades of grey and not in a good sense.

Reaching for a bottle of water, she took a long drink. Although the dullness in her life wasn’t nice to admit to, now it had been acknowledged she had the sense of a weight lifting from her, a fog clearing. Alice had no desire to be dull or live a dull life. She wanted rainbows and butterflies, unicorns and fairies. Well, maybe she didn’t have to have the unicorns and fairies, but she wanted a life brimming with passion, laughter, and adventure. When she was an old lady she wanted to look back with no regrets and oodles of memories.

Feeling fractious and unsettled, she dumped the water bottle back in her bag and stood. She flicked out her towel, sending sand skittering into the air, then rolled it up. After adjusting her floppy sun hat and ramming her feet into flip flops, she made her way towards the pier.

Would Julian be a regret? He was married to his job she joked with her friends when birthdays, Christmas and Valentine’s Day came around each year and an engagement ring was conspicuous by its absence. Joking aside, she was beginning to wonder if it would ever happen.

She stomped through the deep sand, aware of a patch of perspiration forming in her cleavage. Maybe he was simply too busy to take a trip to the jewellers. She’d taken on the job of purchasing his parent’s birthday and Christmas presents for him, and booking holidays.

Finally off the sand, she paused at an ice cream van. The long swirl of white sweetness atop a cone and speared by a chocolate flake was irresistible given her mood, and she stood in the queue of three to treat herself.

Besides, a little of what she fancied would do her good. Then perhaps later, when Julian had finished at the conference and they headed out for dinner, her mood would be less bleak.

When it was her turn, she handed over the money, already salivating at the thought of the ice cream melting on her tongue. There was a small commotion to her right; two small dogs had crossed their leads around their owners and there were gasps and giggles as they tried to untangle.

Smiling, she wandered off, licking the sweet treat as she went. She hoped it wouldn’t spoil her dinner. Julian had mentioned something, as he’d dashed out of the hotel room that morning, about finding an Indian restaurant.

Curry wasn’t her favourite—it used to be, but now she knew the horrific calorie content of the dishes she enjoyed she tried to avoid it. But at least she’d have just his company tonight. Last night, at the hotel restaurant, they’d had a drug rep with them. He’d had wonky teeth, a shiny balding head and been full of his own importance. His conversation had drained her, and she wondered if it had drained Julian, too. It had certainly put a dampener on any thoughts of sex before they went to sleep, despite the lavish top floor room and the decadent four-poster bed.

She tugged the flake from the ice cream and poked it into her mouth. After sucking, she pulled it out slowly and indulgently, savouring the chocolate as it swirled over her tongue and the flavour spread. She fluttered her eyelids and sighed.

“You enjoying that, love?”

“Got one here you can suck if you’re in the mood.”

A group of four men were walking past. Each had on the same t-shirt embellished with the words Barry’s Epic Stag Do. They were all grinning at her. One put his finger in his mouth and pulled it out slowly as he groaned and clutched his groin.

Alice hurried on, a flush travelling over her cheeks. Really? So immature. 

They dissolved into laughter as Alice turned the corner to her hotel. She tutted but then stopped. God, when had she turned into such a prude? It was only a bit of fun, and she had been asking for it, sucking on a flake as though it were a cock as she wandered along the street in her bikini.

A giggle burst up from her chest. She pressed her hand to her sternum, surprised at herself. And then it hit her. When had she last sucked a real cock? Julian’s cock? Pausing, she looked up at The Grand Hotel with its long windows, two turrets and russet stonework. She couldn’t remember. Certainly not this year. And when had he last...

Crunching into the cone, her belly tightened, and it had nothing to do with the cool ice cream now filling it. A sense of sadness swirled within her and one word screamed into her brain...dull.

It wasn’t Julian who was dull, or her, it was their relationship. More to the point it was their sex life.

And that just wouldn’t do.

Here she was in the prime of her life, feeling physically great, certainly not a prude, and sex wasn’t just not in the cards—the cards weren’t even on the damn table.

She dropped the last of her cone into a bin, knowing a seagull would likely grab it sharpish, and pulled on her sundress. There was a parade of shops just down the street, and she had an idea.

Julian would have to forget about going for an Indian meal; she had other plans.
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Half an hour later, Alice was back at the hotel. She had two bags with her: one full of tasty nibbles from Marks and Spencer and another with a couple of items from a souvenir shop.

Julian might have wanted spicy food for his evening meal, but he’d be getting spice of a different variety. Alice had reached her limit. Her tolerance for being dull was all used up. Boring was no longer on the menu. Her mother had always told her, if you have a problem, don’t complain about it, fix it.

And that was what she was going to do.

She filled the bath, tipping in the entire contents of not one but two of the little bottles of bubbles the hotel had provided. It smelled expensive and citrusy and soon the bubbles reached the top of the tub. Stripping naked, she wandered around the room, her feet sinking in the plush carpet, and feeling confident their room was totally private as it was so high. After putting music on, an old Adele album that always made her feel good, she poured a glass of wine from the mini bar.

Sinking into the bath, the bubbles caressing her skin, she started to form her plan. Julian was expected back in an hour but he’d be late as usual. There always seemed to be one last thing to do. Another meeting, phone call, or set of data to record. But that was okay. She accepted this
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