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  For Dad. And his shed.
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  ‘Mr Grey?’




  ‘I keep telling you, Olivia, call me Colin. Mr Grey sounds so formal. Now, what is it?’




  ‘There’s someone down here in the lobby, Mr Grey. She says she needs to see you. She says it’s urgent.’




  I bite my lip, pensively. She? It must be a woman.




  ‘What’s her name? Does she have an appointment?’




  ‘No, Mr Grey, and she won’t tell me her name, but she’s very insistent. She says she knows you.’




  I gaze out of the twentieth-floor window at the vast, sprawling metropolis from behind my vast, sprawling desk and frown. Who could it be?




  ‘Very well,’ I reply eventually, ‘Send her up.’




  ‘Yes, Mr Grey.’




  I lay the receiver back on its cradle. As I await my mysterious visitor, my steel grey eyes roll around my vast, sprawling office, entirely white from floor to ceiling apart from a mosaic of

  small monochrome photographs hanging on the opposite wall – my Fifty Sheds of Grey. One of the pictures catches my attention and my manly lips curve upwards into a wistful smile . . .
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  I can still feel my knuckles rapping lightly on the heavy oak door of Mellors Manor. There was no reply. I noticed a thick red rope hanging limply from the lintel. I gave it

  a nervous tug. The door flung open instantly and my eyes were met for the very first time by the shapely, mature figure of Lady Christina Mellors. She was a good fifteen years older than me but

  even at my tender age I felt something stir. I coughed and, in a timid voice, enquired as to whether there might be any work she needed doing in the grounds of the manor. Her eyes widened and she

  informed me that her gardener had left for the summer – on gardening leave, apparently – and that with Lord Mellors also away, hunting rare tribes in the Amazon, her garden was in

  desperate need of a jolly good seeing to. Before I had time to reply, she grabbed my arm and led me to the garden shed. A shed that would change my life for ever . . .
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  My heart raced to see her lush, overgrown lawn – such a rare and wondrous sight. Nowadays the tendency is for just a small strip or no lawn at all.
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  I emptied the small water butt for the fifteenth time that day and collapsed, exhausted, into my shed. I like big butts and I cannot lie.
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