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Prologue
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Edward Chillington was a young man who had done rather well for himself early on in life. The garden maintenance business had developed quickly, allowing him to choose the projects he wanted to personally be involved in, leaving the more laborious jobs to the ten staff he employed. At thirty-three years of age, Edward owned a nice house in the countryside of Sussex, where he enjoyed the relaxing atmosphere after a hard day at work. There was no Mrs Chillington to share the fruits of his labour, largely because of his inability to strike up a conversation with an attractive woman without becoming a gibbering wreck due to shyness. He had tried numerous times through dating sites, but always came away feeling a fool.  Conversation had never been his strong point, and as he grew older the idea of seeking out a woman for a serious relationship just seemed too daunting, scary, and quite frankly, unnecessary. His relationships with plants were very different; he understood their needs and got pleasure from seeing them flourish and multiply. The soft landscaping business was growing from strength to strength, and his staff seemed to enjoy working under his patient and friendly guidance.

When he received a letter from his cousin Elizabeth inviting him to assist her with propagation and seeding, he was somewhat taken aback. His memory of her was of a stunning looking woman, similar in age and very attractive, unfortunately totally out of his league. The garden she now possessed had been the pride and joy of her late mother, and it seemed she needed his expertise to help things flourish. Edward decided the job sounded like a nice challenge. His acceptance was to prove productive and life-changing, but not at all what he had envisaged. The propagation Elizabeth required help with had nothing much to do with anything horticultural...she required a more intimate approach from him, one requiring dedication and commitment. Accepting her request, Edward was to find himself emersed in a totally life-changing experience, one where shyness and hesitation became things of the past.

Please be aware that this story contains material of a highly sexual and erotic nature and may thus be upsetting for some people.
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The moment he picked up the envelope from the floor in front of the door he knew this was something different from his usual mail. The envelope was pink in colour, and the handwriting on the front had an attractive swirl, suggesting care and time had been taken. Rather than tear the envelope in the usual manner, Edward carefully eased the flap open and removed the handwritten paper.

Dear Edward

It really has been too long since I set eyes on you, and I feel it time to make contact with my favourite cousin, who has probably forgotten what I even look like. Maybe, you never even noticed me at all. 

Having recently inherited my mother’s house in Copthorne, I am keen to bring the gardens back up to the standard they used to be in, partly because they are in need of some restoration, but also in memory of my mother’s love of her outdoor space. My desire to start a family in this lovely house is growing stronger as every day passes, and my dear mother remained adamant to her dying day that you, dear Edward, would be the one man who could make this home joyful and productive.

I have admired your determination in building that gardening empire and would love you to be part of the propagation here, ensuring the legacy continues to thrive. I know from photographic evidence on-line, that you are more than capable of producing the results I so desire, and I look forward to working intimately with you in the coming weeks.

I place myself in your hands Edward, something I should have done years ago had I been wiser.

Yours

Elizabeth Mathews x

He read the letter three times before placing it carefully on the table. It was true that he hadn’t seen Elizabeth since a family funeral some three years ago. He certainly hadn’t forgotten what she looked like though. Even with the dark attire worn at the sad occasion, she had stood out as a very beautiful woman. He especially remembered the pale and shapely legs, the long blonde hair, and those big blue eyes. He also remembered her husband, a man who struck Edward as controlling and short-tempered. 

After checking in with his various team-leaders regarding the work patterns for the week ahead, Edward decided to contact Elizabeth via the phone number at the top of the letter and see what could be arranged. It seemed a good time to do a little work out of his usual geographical area. The change of scene would do him good as things were starting to feel a bit too comfortable, the success sometimes taking away the excitement of struggle. 

She answered very promptly, her soft voice sounding a little out of breath.

“Oh Edward, it really is good of you to call me so soon, I really could do with your help as soon as possible”. She took a deep breath before continuing. “The garden really is quite neglected, so much seems untouched and unloved here right now. I think you will enjoy the challenge. I have to admit to feeling both weak and helpless without your strong hands guiding me.”

Edward thought for a moment. It was so nice to be wanted like this. “Shall I bring a team with me Elizabeth? We could give it a good tidy up in a day.”

“No Edward.” Elizabeth’s tone was insistent. “I need you here alone, probably for a while to be honest. It really very is important to me. A mother needs care and attention, things like this cannot be rushed. My mother said that you would be the one for the job, Edward...for this important task there is a need for passion and commitment.”

She sounded so sincere. Edward bit his lip. He would have to make sure his management team were clear about the tasks ahead before he left, but he knew they could cope without him for a while. They would probably enjoy being left without him breathing down their necks for a while. It was nice to do something for a relative, one who cared about making memories of family. “I can come over later today if you want. How long do you envisage I will be staying? Is there a hotel nearby?”

“Edward, I want you to stay here with me. I need you for as long as it takes.” Her voice was almost a purr. “Passion is needed in this work...it can’t be rushed.”

Edward felt a little concerned. “Is your husband OK with all this Elizabeth? Wouldn’t I be in the way?”

There was a silence on the other end of the phone. He heard her sigh. “Peter and I divorced six months ago Edward. I am glad to be free of him. I am alone now...I really need you. Please, just get here.” She abruptly ended the call.

Edward stood looking at his phone. This was all so out of the blue. He really knew so little about his cousin. He knew she was beautiful to look at...he knew she was two years older than him...he knew she was asking him for help. It would be a change of scene, possibly a challenge. He decided to pack some gear together and prepare for the one hour journey to Copthorne in West Sussex.
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The journey had been pleasant enough. The van had been a little noisy due to the tools he had hastily loaded up, unsure of what was actually required for the job. His cousin had been somewhat vague in what assistance she actually needed from him. Her talk of wanting to start a family was a little confusing, seeing as she had been recently divorced, but Edward assumed there must be another man already on the scene. He wouldn’t be surprised, such a beautiful woman. He thought of those lovely legs he had admired at the funeral. He remembered that bizarre situation where everybody looked so solemn and respectful, his eyes betraying him as they repeatedly found those legs in the crowd. He had been fascinated by her high heeled shoes which had sometimes slipped off her foot as she sat on a bench, the glimpses of her foot, so tantalisingly pink. She was certainly a catch for some lucky man. As he continued along the tree-lined roads Edward wondered what Elizabeth looked like in a slinky nightie. Would he get a chance to see more of her body while he was staying there? He pushed the thoughts away; he was merely helping a relative sort out her garden.

As he came to a halt on the shingle driveway Edward was immediately impressed by the size of the property. The Edwardian windows made the place look so airy and light. A large house, but not imposing, the pink walls making it look homely and inviting.

As he got out of the van, the front door opened and Edward had no trouble in recognising his cousin. She stood in the doorway and greeted him with a bright smile. He immediately noticed the green summer dress which seemed to fit the contours of her body perfectly. His eyes moved quickly, he wanted to study her without appearing interested. The sleeveless halter neck did little to hide her breasts, the shortness of the garment emphasising her shapely bare legs.

“Welcome to my home Edward” She beckoned him. “Come on in and have a rest after your journey.” She turned and disappeared back into the house.

Edward followed. The  dress was open backed, so much flesh on display that he felt shocked. He knew she was an attractive woman, but Edward was overcome by the stunning beauty of his cousin, and he feared his conversation skills would be extremely limited to the point of him coming across as stupid. He breathed deeply as he made his way toward the door.

I am here for my horticultural skills. I don’t have to be good at small talk...just be pleasant Edward. You are here to help this woman...just stay calm and try to make small talk.

He found himself in a large hallway, the floor was covered in stone tiles, a few pieces of heavy oak furniture placed around the walls. He looked about him, admiring the simple decoration which showed taste without
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