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Prelude

The Countess was dancing on a podium on a stage in X-Ray.
She wore a gold lamé halter-neck top, a short charcoal-coloured
skirt and black over-knee boots. Her arms were above her head,
moving in time to the pounding techno beat. The cropped top
revealed her slender midriff. Tucked into the waistband of her
skirt was a six-inch square, fake fur leopard-print bag.
Lost in the pulse of the music and the atmosphere of the club,
she danced for two more tracks. As the vibe of the music slowed,
she decided it was time for a drink. After running her hands
through her hair and wiping the sweat from her forehead, she
sat on the edge of the podium and swung her feet onto the floor
of the stage. Her hand touched the bag to make sure it was
still lodged in her skirt. Then she pushed her way through the
gyrating bodies, down the steps and made her way around the
edge of the main dance floor.
On the way, she spotted her friend, Marie, and made a gesture
that she was going for a drink. Marie nodded. Still dancing,
she started moving towards the Countess. “You okay?” she
mouthed as she got closer.
The Countess nodded and shouted, “Fucking brilliant. Let’s
get a drink.”
The girls were regulars at X-ray and fully agreed with a recent
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Time Out article where it was listed as one of the top ten London
clubs in 1998.
They made a beeline into a gap at the long bar which ran along
the back of the club. The Countess took the leopard-print bag
out from her skirt and held it by the handles. She was standing
next to a man in a white T-shirt, easily ten years her junior.
“Cool bag,” he shouted. “I was watching you dancing. You’re
pretty wild.”
“Thanks. He’s my pussy,” said the Countess as she turned to
face him. “Would you like to stroke him?” She offered the bag
to the young man.
He put his right hand out towards the bag then hesitated.
“Go on,” said the Countess. “He doesn’t bite.”
“It’s a he?” said the man as he stroked the bag.
“Yes,” said the Countess. “He’s called Pussy Original. My
friend here bought him for me one Christmas.”
“I can’t believe you go around asking people to stroke your
pussy,” said the man, laughing.
The Countess shrugged. “Why not? As you say, he’s a cool
bag.”
***
Ten hours later, the Countess awoke. She was sprawled across
her bed, fully clothed. A chink of the midday sunshine shone
through a gap in the curtains, making a long diamond shape
on her wardrobe door. The outfits that she had tried on and
rejected the previous evening lay scattered around her bed.
“Bugger,” she said as she came to. Still half asleep, she took
off her boots and her clothes. She pulled back the quilt, got into
bed and grabbed her teddy bear who had been sitting on the
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other pillow. She snuggled with the bear and slept for another
two hours.
Next time she woke, feeling very dry in the mouth, she turned
over and groped around on her bedside table for a glass of water,
nearly knocking it over. Had it been full, it would have sloshed
everywhere. She lifted her head and drank what remained in
the glass. Then she sat up, got out of bed and staggered to the
bathroom.
She looked in the mirror, licked her finger and tried to wipe
away the previous night’s mascara that was smudged under her
eye. She took a breath inwards, stared at herself and slowly
shook her head.
***
Back in her bedroom, the leopard-print bag, Pussy Original,
had bounced up onto the bed to where the teddy bear lay. The
bear was a medium-sized brown bear with a dusky purplecoloured ribbon around his neck. He had recently come into
the Countess’s possession, having been a gift from one of her
colleagues in New York. She had been given him when she
finished her assignment at SC Radcliffe, one of the world’s
biggest investment banks. For this reason, she had called him
American Ted, though there was nothing particularly American
about him. He spoke and carried himself in exactly the same
way as the finest of English teddies.
“Looks like it was a rough night,” said American Ted.
“You can say that again,” said Pussy Original. “Boy, can she
drink. Probably stores it in those long legs of hers.”
The Countess once had Yellow Ted, who was very old and
battered. One day, he was swept away in the linen at a five-star
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hotel when she was on a business trip and was never seen again.
At the time, she figured it was a sign for her to grow up and find
a decent man with whom she could share her bed. However,
that plan had still not come to fruition, so when American Ted
came into her life, she was secretly overjoyed.
“Do you think she’ll ever settle down?” asked American Ted.
“I’m sure she’d love to,” said Pussy Original, “but it never
worked out with the MSL in New York, so she’s still clubbing,
drinking too much and chatting up the wrong men.”
“The MSL,” said American Ted. “Let’s see if I’ve got this
straight. He’s called Ed. The one she used to work with?”
“That’s him,” replied Pussy Original.
The MSL was an abbreviation that the Countess had concocted with Marie. At the time, both of them were suffering
unrequited love, and both used to jokingly refer to these men as
The Man I Love And Want To Marry. They rolled the two men up
into one imaginary character and named it in the third person,
The Man She Loves And Wants To Marry. That got shortened to
The Man She Loves, which got shortened to the MSL.
Marie eventually got to go out with her MSL, but he developed an aversion to spending any quality time with her, so she
dumped him. That left the Countess still pining for hers.
“But she doesn’t work there anymore,” said American Ted.
“That’s why I’m here. So, will she ever see him again?”
“Who knows,” said Pussy Original. “I think she was hoping
for a fairy-tale ending when she had her leaving drinks in New
York. You know, where she fell into his arms at the end of the
night, and it was all stars and roses. Didn’t happen though.”
“Oh, no wonder she’s hurting,” said American Ted. “She’s
cried a couple of times at night. I bet that’s why.”
“Yep, she’s hurting bad,” said Pussy Original. “That’s why it’s
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great to have you around. She needs a teddy. Her old one kept
her on the straight and narrow and frequently patched her up
and put her back together when she fell apart. We have to look
after the Countess. To the outside world, she is a beautiful,
fantastic and lively businesswoman. But we see what’s really
going on in her life, and it ain’t pretty.”
“Oh God!” said American Ted. “I’m going to have my work
cut out to look after this owner.”
“You said it, Ted!” replied Pussy Original.
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“Emergency drying procedure?” asked Pussy Original, who was
sitting on the wooden blanket box situated under the Countess’s
bedroom window.
“Yep,” said the Countess as she put a wet cream-coloured,
lightweight blouse on a coat hanger and hung it on the second
bar of the clothes horse.
She plugged in a fan heater, set it two feet away from the
structure and turned it on. Realising she needed to tilt the heater
upwards, she went over to her bedside cabinet and grabbed a
book to put underneath it.
American Ted was sitting on the bed. He touched the sleeve of
a navy blouse which the Countess had discarded on the unmade
bed. “Don’t you want to wear this one?”
“I can if necessary, but I love the cream one with my new suit,”
said the Countess. “I’m so annoyed for not noticing that spot
on the front.”
“But Madame, it’s nearly eight thirty. What time do you need
to be at your new job?” asked the bear.
“Bugger. It’s still not the right angle.” She walked around
her bed and took two more books. Then she bent down at the
heater and worked out the best combination of reading material
that would direct the heat to the optimal place. “It’s my first
6
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day, so they don’t want me there until ten. Trust me, this won’t
take long to dry. Thank goodness it’s sleeveless.”
She stood back and looked at the heater and the blouse.
Deciding that it was safe, she went to the bathroom and
showered. A few minutes later, she returned to the bedroom
wrapped in a towel and felt the blouse. “That’s coming along
nicely,” she said as she turned the hanger around so the other
side was closest to the heat.
Just after nine fifteen, she tottered up the steps from her
basement flat into the early September sunshine. The blouse
felt slightly damp under the armhole on the left-hand side where
the fabric was doubled over, but otherwise, it was dry enough.
She was about to walk to the tube station when she saw the
orange light of a taxi coming up the road.
“What the heck,” she said to herself as she held out her hand
to hail it. “It’s my first day. I’ll arrive in style.”
***
At five minutes to ten, the Countess entered the office of
Periculum Software Solutions, a consultancy in Mayfair that
dealt in risk systems for banks. Three weeks had passed since
she had completed her assignment at SC Radcliffe in New York.
She loved her new suit and felt that she could conquer the
world in the right tailoring. The fabric was a dark navy with a
faint white pinstripe running through it. The jacket was single
breasted and nipped in at just the right place. The skirt was
long, below the knee and very elegant. When the Countess
moved, one noticed that it had a clever front split, high enough
to show off a suggestive hint of her fabulously long and welltoned legs but not so high that it was indecent or unprofessional.
7
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Together with her hair, which had been recently cut into a very
precise bob, the Countess projected every inch the immaculate
and capable businesswoman. No one would have guessed her
unusual laundry habits of the previous hour.
She strode up to the reception desk. “Hello. It’s my first day
here. Aidan Kennedy said to ask for him.”
“Ah yes,” said the receptionist. “Aidan is expecting you. I’ll
just give him a buzz. Take a seat over there please, and he’ll be
out soon.”
The Countess perched on the edge of the low-slung leather
couch. She took hold of the skirt material that was to the right
of the split and pulled it across her left knee. Then she put
her handbag flat on her lap to ensure that she wasn’t flashing
anything.
She watched as a lady in high heels clipped her way across the
marble floor of the reception area. The lady smiled at her as she
punched in a security code for the glass door that separated the
reception area from the main offices. The Countess returned
the smile.
Thirty seconds later, Aidan Kennedy, one of the company’s
directors, appeared. She saw him press the door-release button
on the other side of the glass. He wore a dark blue suit with a
pink open-necked shirt and looked more like he belonged in
the creative department of an advertising agency than being a
director of a software consultancy.
“Good morning,” he said with a smile. “Come on through.”
He held the door open and beckoned her in.
The Countess got up. As she reached the door, Aidan shook
her hand. “Great to meet you again.”
“Likewise,” said the Countess. “It’s good to be here.”
Once she was through the door, she paused and waited for
8
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him.
He motioned her to walk ahead. “Go straight ahead to my
office. It’s the glass box just down there.”
The Countess followed his direction and made her way
through the open office. The lady from earlier was nowhere to
be seen, but she did catch the gaze of one of the male twentysomething consultants who was sitting with other workers, all
huddled over their laptops.
As the office gangway widened out, Aidan caught up with
her. “It’s really great to have you here. We have so much new
business and stuff in the pipeline.”
They went into his office. Aidan sat behind his desk, and the
Countess took the chair in front. Despite all the modern glass
fixtures of the office, she liked the fact that the arched stone
window surrounds of the original building were still intact.
“Right, let’s get down to the nitty-gritty,” he said. “We’ve got
Deutsche Landesbank in Frankfurt that would be ideal for you.
Some of our work there has got a bit out of hand and we need
someone to get in there and sort it out. You’ve come along at
just the right time. I also need you to keep an eye on what’s
going on in one of our London banks. Their systems are so
antiquated, they are barely part of this century, let alone ready
to cope with the new millennium.”
“Okay, the pressure is on for them then,” said the Countess.
“They say they are ready for the Euro,” said Aidan, “but I’m
not sure if that means they’ve just hired a lot of monkeys with
two sets of abacuses.”
The Countess laughed. “It’s amazing sometimes how businesses manage to function when their systems are so old.”
“Very true, but at least it keeps us in a job when they are forced
to change them.” Aidan leaned back in his chair and ran his
9
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hand through the front of his hair. “It seems hard to believe
that all those European currencies are going to disappear in
three years’ time.”
The Countess observed a few grey hairs at his temple and the
beginning of a receding hairline. “I know,” she replied. “It will
feel weird to not have Deutsche Marks or French francs when
travelling in Europe.”
“It will be a lot more convenient just to have one currency to
deal with,” he said, “but I can’t help wondering whether a single
central bank and one set of interest rates will work for all those
countries.”
“Yes, I’ve wondered about that too,” said the Countess. “I
guess we’ll know in a few years. Then we can see whether we
should join too.”
“Yes, that will be the big question.” Aidan sat forward again.
“Anyway, back to today’s issues. At Deutsche Landesbank, we’ve
got a project manager out there, but they’re floundering a bit, so
the client’s getting twitchy. I think that if you give our manager
a steer and sweet talk the client, then hopefully it will all smooth
over very quickly.”
“Sure,” said the Countess. “When would you need me to go
there?”
“Let’s see, what day is it today?” said Aidan. “Wednesday. I
think it would be a bit mean of me to send you out there this
week, so why don’t you go early next week for a couple of days?
Give them a shout today on the phone. They’ll get you up to
speed and let you have access to all the documentation and stuff.
I’ve got a laptop waiting for you out there somewhere. Our IT
guys assure me it is all fixed up and ready to go.”
“Okay, no problem,” said the Countess. “If you can give me
the number for your travel agent, then I can fix that up straight
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away.”
“Fantastic,” said Aidan. “That’s what I like to hear. It’s going
to be so good having you around.”
They discussed a couple of other possibilities for the Countess, including a bid that was currently in progress for a bank in
Vienna. As their meeting drew to a close, Aidan said, “One
last thing. Please forgive me, but I’m such a nosy parker.
I understand from one of my fellow directors that you’re a
countess. Is this true?”
“Yes,” said the Countess. “The title was passed down to me
when my father died.”
“Ah right – sorry to hear about your father,” said Aidan.
“Thanks. It was a while ago now,” replied the Countess.
“Still, it must have been tough for you. Um, so, er… we’ve
never had blue blood in the firm before. Do we have to address
you in any formal way?”
“No,” laughed the Countess. “Please don’t feel obliged. I don’t
use my title like that. I prefer to just get on with my life and live
and work.”
Actually, in saying this, the Countess wasn’t being strictly
honest. For starters, she loved being a countess, and once she
was comfortable and better acquainted with a work situation,
she usually ended up larking around with her title. As for being
addressed correctly, whilst it was true that she did not insist on
this at work or with her friends, her beloved accessories back
at Kennington Mansions always called her Madame. Why she
had ended up with a French salutation, no one quite knew, but
the Countess liked it so much that American Ted and Pussy
Original used it consistently.
“And your colleagues? The other employees here. Does it
matter if they know who you are?” asked Aidan.
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“No. I’m just here to get on with the job. The fact that I’m
a countess usually comes out in conversation as I get to know
people. It’s no problem for me.”
“Right. That’s good,” said Aidan.
The reality was that the whole company knew that the new
recruit was a countess because he had let the cat out of the bag
at a recent company drinks evening. Since then, everyone had
been dying to meet her.
***
That evening, Marie waited for the Countess at their favourite
cocktail bar, tucked around the back of New Bond Street.
“Gosh, it’s busy in here for midweek,” said the Countess as
she squeezed in on the red velvet seating between Marie and
the people at the next table. “Sorry I’m late. I thought I’d better
look keen on my first day. I got caught by one of the bosses on
my way out, so I had to engage in intelligent conversation with
him.”
“That’s okay,” said Marie. “How did it go?”
“Good,” replied the Countess. “I’m about to get dispatched to
Frankfurt to sort out one of their messy clients. I’ve been there
before. It’s not the sexiest place on earth, but as long as they
put me in a decent hotel, then I guess I can grin and bear it.”
Marie smiled. The Countess did a lot of business travel
and much preferred it when her clients paid for business-class
flights and a nice hotel.
“I’m sure they will,” she replied. “They’re based in Mayfair,
so hopefully, they don’t do things on the cheap. Anyway, what
are you drinking?”
“Don’t know. G & T? Jack and Coke? Or shall we have a glass
12
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of champers to celebrate my new job?”
“Champagne,” said Marie. “I was hoping you were going to
suggest that.”
The Countess had known Marie for a few years now. They
had once shared a house together when they were both new to
living in London. Initially, Marie had been wary of the Countess
because she obviously came from a well-heeled background.
It was only a few months on that the Countess revealed to
her that she had left home for a while aged seventeen and
had still managed to get through her ‘A’ levels. The Countess
subsequently refused family money from her father and went
on to gain a first-class degree in Business and Mathematics. As
her prejudices dropped away, Marie became firm friends with
the Countess.
“How are you?” said the Countess.
“Pretty good,” replied Marie. “It was fairly low stress today.
One of my horrible weekly meetings was cancelled, so I had a
much better afternoon than I’d anticipated.”
“Is that the meeting with that silly man who shouts and rants
a lot?” asked the Countess.
“Huh-hmm,” said Marie, nodding her head.
“I hate people like that,” said the Countess. “The bottom
line is that they’re incompetent and cover this by shouting and
screaming. It makes them so bloody difficult to work with.”
“Oh yes,” said Marie. “He ruins my day at least once a week. I
hate him. Let’s order that champagne.”
They managed to flag down one of the waiters who crouched
down next to them so he could hear their order over the hubbub
of other people’s conversations and the slow bass beat of the
chillout background music.
When the drinks arrived, the Countess took a sip of hers and
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said, “Ahh, that’s better. Now the world is a better place. I just
love this stuff!”
“Me too,” said Marie. After a couple more sips she set her
glass down and then asked the Countess, “Have you heard from
the MSL recently?”
“I got an email from him last week,” said the Countess. “He
said that my leaving party was so wild, it was still being talked
about and will be for years to come!”
“That’s pretty impressive. It’s a shame though that he didn’t
make it wilder by actually having the courage to make a move
on you!” said Marie.
“Yeah – he really kept his distance from me that night. It’s
quite ironic that he writes about what an outrageous party it
was. I’ve been thinking about him a lot. I just can’t get him out
of my head. It’s so annoying. But maybe this new job will help.
Today was the first day that he has disappeared from my mind
for a couple of hours. I’ve really enjoyed being free of him.”
“That’s good,” said Marie. “I think you’ve done the right thing
by taking this opportunity. You’ll get over him eventually. If
he didn’t have the guts to make a move on you at your leaving
drinks, then you’re better off without him.”
“I know,” said the Countess. “But it feels so hard. I really
thought that something was going to happen once we weren’t
working with each other. He is The Man I Love And Want
To Marry. Making a fresh start back here probably was the
right thing to do, given that it was going nowhere – but I’ve
geographically taken myself away from him. Perhaps I should
have hung out there just a little longer.”
“No,” said Marie. “You were starting to get really unhappy,
and it was making you crazy. One day, you’ll meet someone
else. Someone better than him, who won’t be afraid to love a
14
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countess.”
“I hope so,” said the Countess. “It is good to be back at
Kennington Mansions though. I love my house, and I’ve been
away from it too much in the last year or so.”
“Aren’t you going to end up in Frankfurt all the time?”
“Hopefully not,” replied the Countess. “I’m going to be
managing it rather than doing all the work, so with a bit of
luck I can pick my own schedule. When I’ve seen others in this
role, they seem to fly in and be on-site for a couple of days a
week and then do the rest from the office.”
“That sounds good,” said Marie. “Working in Mayfair is going
to be a real treat.”
“Yes. I loved walking up from Piccadilly this morning.
Berkeley Square is so wonderfully civilised.”
“Did you hear any nightingales?”
“No,” giggled the Countess. “But I’ll listen out for them
tomorrow!”
***
After that initial meeting on her first day, the Countess regularly
communicated with Aidan by phone and email, but she did not
see him again in person until three weeks later. She had begun
to spend two days a week in Frankfurt and was working there
late one night. All of the Periculum workers had left for the
day, except for Aidan, who had made the trip over to check
how things were going. The two of them had been reviewing
progress on the whole project and the Countess had been going
through everything she had achieved since starting there.
“Blimey, it’s just gone eight,” said Aidan. “Time we were out
of here. Let’s go and find a drink somewhere.”
15

TALES OF THE COUNTESS - SAMPLE

“That sounds good,” said the Countess as she unplugged her
laptop, placed it in her desk drawer and locked it away. “It’s
been a long day.”
“Follow me,” said Aidan. “I know this great place that’s trendy,
does fabulous cocktails and is not full of people from this bank.
Let’s go!”
They went into the main shopping area but then turned off
down a side avenue. The Countess had never been this way as
she was only familiar with the walk from her hotel to the office.
She liked that the buildings had changed from the faceless glass
towers of the finance industry to a boulevard with shops and
restaurants. There was also something about European cities
that smelled different to London.
Fifteen minutes later, they were still walking. Her new-found
love of Frankfurt was waning as her shoes were starting to hurt.
“Are we nearly there yet?” she asked.
“Keep with me,” said Aidan. “I can tell you are a lady of great
taste, and you won’t be disappointed with where we are going.”
Better not be, thought the Countess to herself.
They took a couple more turns and then came into a small
street that was full of restaurants and bars. It had a bohemian
feel about it; somewhere where the city’s cool people could
hang out. Aidan stopped outside one of the establishments.
“This is my favourite,” he said. “Though they’re all good on this
street. We can try another one later if you don’t like it here.”
The Countess was impressed. The interior was light and
modern but not stark. Down one side, in booths, were tables
that formed the restaurant section. People sat at the other tables
drinking and chatting. At the far end was a long bar which
looked as though it contained every possible liquor under the
sun. The crowd was mixed and thirty-something. Some wore
16
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suits, but most were casually dressed.
“Looks good,” said the Countess. “They do food too, but let’s
have a drink first.”
“Ah, we are in luck. Two empty stools at the bar just for
us,” said Aidan and strode forward to claim them. “They do
rather fine martinis,” he added as he passed cocktail menu to
the Countess.
“Is that what you’re having?” asked the Countess.
“Yes. It’s a wonderful drink for winding down from the
pressures of the day,” said Aidan.
“I’ll have the same then,” said the Countess.
Aidan attracted the attention of the barman and ordered their
drinks.
While they were being prepared, the Countess asked, “How
did you find this place? I’ve never been here with the others.”
“I worked over here quite a few years ago,” Aidan said. “This
street has always been a good place to come. I like it because,
on the whole, it’s not full of business people. I don’t tell anyone
about it at work. I like to come here to get away from all of
that.”
“But you brought me here,” said the Countess.
“You’re different,” replied Aidan. “I like you. There’s something fascinating about you.”
“You don’t like the others?” asked the Countess.
“You know what I mean,” said Aidan. “Of course they’re okay,
and everybody works well together, but you know how it is.
There are people you work with and there are people you like to
spend your free time with. Most of the time, the two don’t cross
over that much. But you’re not like the normal run-of-the-mill
office person.”
“Thanks,” said the Countess. “I’ve never been normal or run
17
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of the mill, and I certainly don’t intend to start now.”
“Let’s drink to that,” said Aidan. He passed her one of the
martinis, “No normal people here, please! Now. Down the
hatch.”
He took a large gulp of his martini. The Countess just sipped
hers. It was a perfect gin martini – strong enough to cut
diamonds and bring a hint of a tear to your eye but with just
enough of a pleasing tang as an aftertaste.
Aidan took another gulp, leaving only a small quantity left in
the glass. The Countess had never seen anyone knock back a
martini in this way. “I hope this is okay for you,” he said. “It’s
quite nerve-racking, deciding where to take a countess, you
know!”
The Countess laughed. “This is great. Fabulous martini.
There’s no need to be nervous. I won’t have you beheaded
or anything like that.”
“Phew,” said Aidan. “Can I ask you something? I’m really
fascinated by this title thing.”
“Sure,” said the Countess. “Anything you like.”
“Okay,” said Aidan. “Tell me if I have got this right. Your dad
was the Earl of Kennington?”
“Yes,” said the Countess.
“So, do you come from a long line of landed gentry?”
“No,” replied the Countess. “My father was a self-made man.
He was made a peer for his services to business and to charity.”
“What did he do?” asked Aidan.
“Frozam – frozen foods. My dad set that up,” said the
Countess. “It started with one shop in Northampton, and then
he opened them everywhere.”
“I remember that. Didn’t they make a point of taking on
younger people who were unemployed?” asked Aidan.
18
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“Yes,” said the Countess. “Especially during the recession
in the early 1980s. That’s the main reason why Dad got the
peerage. And the Earldom of Kennington was created.”
“But those shops have gone now,” said Aidan.
“Yes,” said the Countess. “After he died the other directors
sold out to one of the big supermarkets. The branding disappeared, but the factories are still there making frozen pizzas
and stuff like that.”
“Wow. How fascinating. So, can you sit in the House of
Lords?”
“Yes, but not for much longer,” replied the Countess. “I think
Tony Blair is well on the way to axing the hereditary peers.
Going ahead, there will only be a few seats and you’ll probably
have to get elected by the other peers.”
“Would you like to be one of those?” asked Aidan.
“I’m not that bothered at the moment,” said the Countess. “It
might be quite good when I am older, but given that the average
age of the Lords seems to be a hundred and two, I think I’ll wait
a while.”
Aidan smiled. “Yes, I imagine that it’s quite a fusty old
place.” Aidan paused and looked at her curiously. “But there’s
something else I’ve been trying to figure out.”
“Go on. Just ask me,” said the Countess.
“So, if your dad made all of that money, why do you work?”
The Countess smiled. She had heard this question so many
times. People around her in the workplace could never fathom
why she bothered to work so hard and was so driven by her
career when she had no financial need to.
“Because I want to,” she replied.
“Yes, but why?” asked Aidan.
“Basically, I made a decision many years ago that I would
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pay my own way in the world and not just live off the family,”
replied the Countess.
“That sounds very noble,” said Aidan.
“It wasn’t at the time,” said the Countess. “It was all a bit of
a mess, and I wanted to spite my father. He was really upset
about something I did, and he told me that I was on my own
and that he would never support me.”
“Ouch,” said Aidan.
“It didn’t take long before he crawled back to me and tried to
patch things up, but I just thought, ‘Fuck him! I’ll do it my own
way anyway.’”
“Impressive,” said Aidan. “I guess a lot of young women in
that position would have let Daddy install them in a nice flat
in Chelsea and become a nanny or take a cookery course or
something like that.”
“Exactly,” said the Countess. “And that just wasn’t for me. I
wanted to make more of myself. So, even though I was back in
favour and he was willing to chuck money at me, I refused it all.
I left college, took up residence in a bedsit in a shared house in
Finchley and got a job as a trainee accountant.”
“And what was his reaction to that?” Aidan asked.
“Ironically, I think he was quite proud of me,” replied the
Countess. “My mum hated it though because I didn’t earn much
money to start with, and I was living in this horrible shithole.
She worried that I was losing my old friends and connections,
but, as you say, the girls from my school were all doing cookery
courses in Chelsea, and I no longer had much in common with
them anyway. I didn’t have much time either because I had to
study so much.”
“Accountancy is hard,” said Aidan. “I thought about doing it,
but I couldn’t stand the thought of all those exams.”
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“It was hard,” said the Countess. “And distinctly unsexy too
but totally worth it. As soon as I qualified, I got the hell out, got
myself a real job in the City and started making decent money.
I’m proud to say that I bought my lovely house in Kennington
with my own money. Money that I had made. It’s definitely
more satisfying that way.”
“So, you actually live in Kennington,” said Aidan. “Do you
have to because you’re the countess there?”
“No, that’s just coincidence,” said the Countess. “Actually, I
was reluctant to because of all the associations with Dad. But
property is such good value there, and it’s really central, so four
years ago I bought a house there. I call it Kennington Mansions.
It’s a big Victorian townhouse divided into two flats, so I live
in one and rent out the other.”
“I love those old townhouses. They are so big and have so
much character,” said Aidan.
“They do,” said the Countess. “Even though I took the lower
flat for myself it’s still a good size and split over two floors.”
“Does that mean you get to go upstairs to bed, like in a proper
house?” asked Aidan.
“I do,” said the Countess. “The living room and kitchen are
in the basement and then my bedrooms are on what would be
the ground floor. It’s a really good layout.”
“It sounds like you’ve been very smart,” said Aidan. “What
does your mum think of your life now?”
“She’s much happier now I’m living somewhere decent. And
she’s proud of what I do workwise. But having said that, I think
she is still waiting for the day that I give all this up, get married
and start producing babies.”
“Would you give it all up and have babies?” he asked.
“I don’t know. I don’t think you ever know exactly what
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you would do until that moment arrives. It would have to be
with the right person,” the Countess replied. “Unfortunately, I
haven’t had much luck in that department.”
“Don’t panic. You’ll find your Prince Charming one day,” said
Aidan. “I’m sure there’s no shortage of volunteers to team up
with you at our place.” He knew this to be true, as practically
every man at Periculum had been talking about the Countess.
They were attracted by her spirit, the length of her legs and,
surprisingly, by the handbag she carried.
The Countess had bought a new handbag at the airport when
she made her first trip to Frankfurt. She noticed it at the back of
the duty-free shop, hidden away behind the designer sunglasses
and Hermes scarfs. It was an old-fashioned style with just a
carrying handle and no shoulder strap, creamy white in colour
and had crocodile-style indentations in the patent leather.
The Countess was immediately drawn to it. As she examined
the bag, she joked with a lady who was standing next to her
about its quaint nature.
“It’s a bit Maggie Thatcher, isn’t it?” said the lady.
“Yes, I guess it does resemble her, and the Queen Mother
too,” said the Countess. “I think it is fabulous though. I’m very
tempted.”
The lady obviously did not want to follow the style set by the
former leader of the Conservative Party and walked away to
browse at other things, but the Countess was transfixed by the
design and the unusually pale colour of the bag and decided to
buy it. She considered that the colour would be very versatile, as
it could be used with any colour of outfit, and the style, though
very traditional, would be fitting for her new job. She bought
the bag and named it, obviously, the Queen Mum bag.
The Queen Mum bag seemed to have an unusual effect on
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men. Many of them in the Countess’s work environment, both
at Periculum and in Frankfurt, commented on it. Surprisingly,
it was the quieter, conservative ones – not the more sartorially
aware, such as Aidan – who spoke about it. Aidan couldn’t
work out why the bag had such an effect on these men. The
only thing he could think of was that in some strange way, it
must have reminded them of their mothers; either that or it
elicited some strange Margaret Thatcher fantasy in them!
***
One martini became three, and then Aidan suggested champagne. Of course, the Countess needed no persuasion on this
one, despite the fact that she felt hungry. Once they were settled
with their bottle of Veuve Clicquot, the Countess decided that
it was time to probe for the details of Aidan’s life.
“What about you?” she asked. “Are you married?”
Aidan laughed. “No, darling. I’ll never be married. It’s not
legal for people like me, and I can’t see it changing any time
soon.”
“I thought so,” said the Countess. “But I just wanted to check.
Is there a special man in your life?”
“No. Not at the moment. I’m footloose and fancy-free. I was
in a grand relationship for five years, but it finished a year ago.”
“And how does that feel now?”
“Terrific,” said Aidan. “He’s gone and is well out of my way,
at last. And I got to keep the flat in Notting Hill, so it all turned
out very well.”
“That’s not bad,” said the Countess. “At least you have
something to show for your heartbreak. What about work?
How long have you been at Periculum?”
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“A couple of years now,” replied Aidan. “I was one of the first
team of people who set up the London office. It’s been fun. I
like the company, and I just love working in Mayfair. It’s one
hell of a classy place to do business.”
“Isn’t it?” replied the Countess. “I like that too. It’s a very
different feel from the City. It has a relaxed opulence about it
that the City doesn’t. The City has to be go-go-go in order to
make all the money, whereas in Mayfair, the money is just there
– and people are just playing with it – because they can!”
As the champagne continued to flow, the conversation
between the Countess and Aidan rapidly descended from its
reasonably polite, getting-to-know-you level to something of
a naughtier nature. With dinner long since forgotten, the
pair were soon bragging about various sexual exploits and
recounting stories of past partners and outrageous events in
their lives.
“I have a fancy title too, you know,” said Aidan.
“Oh yes, what’s that then?” said the Countess as she took a
sip of her drink.
“I’m the High Priestess of all Cunts,” he replied.
On hearing this the Countess sprayed her champagne across
the bar and then almost choked as she tried to swallow what
was left in her mouth, whilst laughing at the same time.
“The High Priestess of all Cunts?!” she said as she coughed
and spluttered and had to accept a wallop on the back of her
shoulders from Aidan. “Fuck me! Where did you get a title like
that?”
“It was after a drunken night like this one,” said Aidan. “You
know that feeling when you’ve had far too much booze the
night before and your skin feels as if it has dirt, grease and a
general filth oozing out it? I was so bad that I had to pull a
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sickie from work. I was croaking away to one of my equally
hung-over friends, and I just came out with it. I said to him,
‘You know, I feel like a cunt. In fact, I feel like the high priestess
of all the cunts in the world.’ And that was it. My new name
was born, and most of my friends now call me High Priestess.”
“I love it,” said the Countess. “Can I call you High Priestess?”
“Of course you can, dear. Though you’d better not scream
the C-word at the top of your voice across the office.”
“No, don’t worry, I won’t. That word upsets some people,
doesn’t it? I find it fascinating. People either say it or they don’t.
And the people who don’t get so offended by it.”
“I love the C-word,” Aidan said. “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!”
***
Around midnight, they realised that they had not eaten, so they
ordered food. However, they were so drunk by then that it was
wasted on them. Sometime after two o’clock, they staggered
back to the hotel and decided to have one final drink in the
bar. Of course, this became two drinks, so they did not retire
to their rooms until almost four.
The next morning, the Countess awoke just after eight o’clock
with a raging hangover. “Shit! Shit! Shit!” she said to herself
as she looked at the time. She would usually be arriving at the
office by this time. Her hung-over state meant that progress
in getting ready for work was slow, so she did not arrive at the
office of Deutsche Landesbank until nearly ten. On her way
from the lift to her office, she bumped into Aidan, who was
looking equally worse for wear.
“You made it in then,” he said.
“Of course,” she replied. “I’ve never missed a day of work due
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to alcohol consumption. How are you?”
“Well, I’m here, in body at least. I’m not sure about mind or
spirit though!”
The Countess laughed, “Are you having a High Priestess
moment?”
“Partially,” said Aidan. “You?”
“Same,” said the Countess. “I can’t wait to get that plane home
tonight though. What flight are you on?”
“The four o’clock,” he replied.
“Me too,” said the Countess. “Thank God the later one was
full when I booked it. This way, we only have to last until just
after lunch, then we can get the hell out and find somewhere to
quietly die.”
“Nonsense, my dear. I expect you to be fully recovered by
then and ready for hair of the dog in the British Airways lounge.”
“I’ll do my best,” said the Countess, “but right now, I urgently
need the coffee machine or I’m going to collapse.”
***
That night, back at Kennington Mansions, the Countess was
feeling overjoyed at having found a playmate at her new job.
“His friends call him High Priestess,” she told American Ted.
“Or the High Priestess of all Cunts, to give him his full title. Isn’t
that fabulous?”
American Ted didn’t know what to say. He’d heard about this
appalling name from the Queen Mum bag, who was severely
unimpressed at the whole escapade between the Countess and
Aidan.
“It’s not very becoming of a countess,” the Queen Mum bag
had said to American Ted when they were back at Kennington
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Mansions. “I’m not sure that I can live here if she’s going to
carry on like that. It is a shame, as she is such a capable woman
at work. I’m very impressed with her professionally, but I really
can’t accompany someone who uses such foul language.”
American Ted sympathised with the Queen Mum bag. She
was obviously not that kind of bag, but on the other hand, now
that she had been purchased by the Countess, she really had no
say in the matter. Ever the diplomat, American Ted responded
to the bag by saying that he would try and have a word with the
Countess about the matter. As her teddy, he did have a duty to
advise her if he considered she was acting inappropriately, but
this was not going to be an easy task. The teddy bear training
that he had received prior to being sold had been geared at
comforting children and steering them back to their parent’s
wishes if they had been naughty. It certainly did not cover how
to deal with a strong-minded, capable countess who had a liking
for offensive language.
Now that the Countess was putting him on the spot, he had
no choice but to speak out.
“It certainly sounds like a fun name, Madame, but to be honest,
I wouldn’t call it fabulous.”
“I think it’s great,” said the Countess. “The High Priestess of
all Cunts. It does have a certain ring to it.”
“Yes, Madame, that’s for sure – it does have a ring to it. But
I can’t help thinking that it’s not quite the ring that is suitable
for a Countess,” said American Ted.
“Why not?” asked the Countess.
“Madame, it’s quite a vulgar word, and a lady such as yourself
really ought not to be using it,” he replied.
“You’ve been talking to the Queen Mum bag, haven’t you?”
said the Countess.
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“Yes, Madame, I have. She is very worried about this
development and can’t bear the use of that word,” said American
Ted.
“I thought she had a bee in her bonnet about something. She
was very curt with me earlier today,” replied the Countess.
“Okay, where is she? I’m going downstairs to get her.”
The Countess went down to the kitchen where she had left
the Queen Mum bag on the table. “Come with me,” she said to
the bag. “We need to have a chat.”
The Countess took the bag back upstairs and sat on her bed.
She rested the Queen Mum bag on one knee and American Ted
in the other.
“I need to nip this in the bud right now,” she said. “Queen
Mum bag, you’re not happy about Aidan and something we
said last night, are you?”
“No, Madame, I’m not,” said the bag. “It is a terrible, vulgar
word, and a young lady such as yourself should not be using it.”
“Don’t worry,” said the Countess. “I’m hardly going to scream
it out loud in the middle of the office. But you need to know
this. I’ve built my career on being able to drink with the right
people, and I am not about to stop now. That was a really good
night with Aidan last night. Now, I have an ally in my new
workplace. That’s really important.”
“But, Madame,” said the Queen Mum bag.
“Please let me finish,” said the Countess. “Having him in my
back pocket is going to make work a lot easier. I want to do
well at this company. I want to have control of the projects that
I work on. Being mates with him is going to help that. And,
most importantly, he’s a really good guy, and I think we can be
genuine friends.”
“I understand that, Madame. I can see that you are very
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capable at work. I just…”
The Countess interrupted her, “You just want me to act like a
lady.”
“Yes, Madame,” said the Queen Mum bag.
“Well, I am a lady,” said the Countess, “but I’m a modern lady,
and we do things differently. I hope you can understand that.”
“I do, Madame,” said the Queen Mum bag.
“Ted?” asked the Countess.
“Yes, yes, I do, Madame,” said American Ted. “You’re the boss,
and you know what you are doing.”
“Thank you.” The Countess smiled. “Right, let’s get ready for
bed. I had hardly any sleep last night, and I’m exhausted. I have
to be back on form again for work tomorrow.”
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“You cannot go out on the town with the SC Radcliffe lot,” said
Marie.
It was a Friday night, and the Countess had just returned from
two days in Frankfurt. The project at the Deutsche Landesbank
was stalling and the Countess could see that part of the problem
was in the way they communicated with their North America
division. She had suggested that their key players went to the
New York office to exchange ideas and information and build
better personal links with the staff there.
When making this proposal she had not intended that she
would be part of this delegation, but the client had insisted
that she was the best person to facilitate the whole assembly.
Aidan had also decided that he would go, as he was keen to
meet the senior management in New York. They were due to
fly out on Tuesday evening and then have meetings until Friday
lunchtime.
“But it would be weird going and not seeing them,” said the
Countess.
“Have you heard anything from the MSL recently?” asked
Marie.
“No,” replied the Countess.
“Then don’t meet up with him,” said Marie. “You need to
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leave it.”
“But it would be really good to see all those guys and go out
on the town on the Friday night like we always used to. I could
fly back Saturday.”
“But if you do that,” said Marie, “you’ll get drunk, do something daft and be crying over the MSL again. Please don’t do
that to yourself.”
“But it’s so much fun there,” said the Countess. “I bet Aidan
knows some cool places to go. He’s pretty wild underneath his
immaculately suited exterior.”
“Aidan can look after himself,” said Marie. “He’ll only be
interested in gay stuff, and he can do that on his own.”
“What about shopping? I won’t get time to do any,” said the
Countess.
“If you go out on the Friday night, you’ll be too hung-over
anyway. Just this once, come straight home.”
“I suppose you’re right,” said the Countess. “I wish I didn’t
have to go. It’s too soon.”
“Apart from this trip, how are you enjoying your new job?”
asked Marie.
“It’s a good company,” said the Countess. “There is so much
business at the moment because everyone is under pressure to
upgrade their systems. I’ve discovered that I’ve become a bit
of an expert in banking risk. Some of the other consultants
really have no idea about it. They know about implementing
software and being a consultant in general, but they don’t know
anything about the subject matter. It makes me feel kind of
smart when I have to explain all the financial products and do
all the calculations for them.
“You are very smart,” said Marie.
“Ah, thanks, so are you,” said the Countess. “The new thing
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for me is the consultancy side. I’ve never had to juggle clients
before, and also, I have to remember that they are the client, and
I have to be polite with them – even when they talk complete
bullshit, which happened earlier today. I’m having to develop
my diplomacy skills.”
“I guess you can’t be rude to them,” said Marie. “Whenever
we have consultants in, we always give them such a hard time.
I’ve never really thought about it from their point of view.”
“Ah, well now you know that we consultants are human too,”
said the Countess, teasingly. “Try being nice to them next time.”
“Okay,” said Marie, smiling. “Do you fancy another cocktail?”
“I’d quite like a glass of bubbly,” said the Countess.
“Yes, lovely. Shall we get a bottle?” said Marie.
“Now who’s trying to lead me astray! Go on, twist my arm,”
said the Countess.
“We can celebrate the fact that you’re now a fabulous and
very expert senior consultant,” said Marie.
“Good idea,” said the Countess. “I’ll get it. My treat.” She
reached down to the floor and picked up the Queen Mum bag.
“Is this the new bag?” asked Marie.
“Uh-huh,” said the Countess as she took out her wallet. Then
she held the bag up by its handle in front of Marie. “Do you like
it?”
“Very unusual,” said Marie. “It looks like something my
granny might carry.”
“Then she must be a very chic and sophisticated granny,” said
the Countess. “I was going to name it after Mrs Thatcher but
in the end decided she was more like the Queen Mother.”
***
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The next day, the Countess surfaced at around midday. Feeling
hung-over, she went downstairs and opened the fridge door
in search of something for breakfast. Inside were two bottles
of Veuve Clicquot champagne, a butter dish and some cheese.
Behind the bottles, she found what she was looking for – a pack
of bacon that she had opened the previous weekend.
She took it out, sniffed and examined it. “Thank goodness
I bought smoked,” she said to herself and put the remaining
rashers under the grill.
She took the butter and the milk that was in the door and
closed the fridge. She made a cup of earl grey tea, buttered
two slices of bread then sat down at the kitchen table while she
waited for the bacon to cook.
“Did you enjoy yourself last night, Madame?” asked American
Ted. He liked to sit and chat with her on a Saturday morning.
“Yes, we had a brilliant time. I met Marie and we ended up
having two bottles of champagne,” replied the Countess.
“Gosh – that sounds like rather a lot,” said American Ted.
“How’s your head?”
“I’m hoping that it will feel better when I’ve had brekkie,” said
the Countess. “It was nice to just relax together and let our hair
down a bit.”
“Did you meet any nice men?” asked American Ted. “Marie
could do with meeting someone as well.”
“Well we did get chatted up quite a bit,” said the Countess.
“And I vaguely remember snogging some bloke as we were
leaving.”
“That was most unladylike,” came a voice from under the
table. It was the Queen Mum bag.
“Oh, that’s where I left you,” said the Countess. She picked
the bag up and put it on the table. Despite today’s lecture on
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morality, it was always a relief to confirm that she had managed
to bring her handbag safely home after a drunken night out. “I
don’t think I was that bad. Sleeping with him might have been
unladylike, but having a snog is pretty harmless.”
“A lady would not have been as drunk,” said the Queen Mum
bag.
The Countess stood up to check her bacon. “Well, that’s pretty
rich coming from someone who is named after a grand old lady
who spends a good part of her life sipping gin and Dubonnet.”
“I’m sure that the dear old Queen Mother would never be
seen as drunk in public as you and Marie were last night. And
she seemed such a sensible girl when you met up earlier in the
evening.”
The Countess shrugged. “I don’t care – it was Friday night.
A girl has to have a bit of fun in her life.”
“Yes, you do need to have fun, Madame,” said American
Ted, “but we always like it when you get home safely without
experiencing any mishaps along the way.”
“Very diplomatically put, Ted,” said the Countess, picking
him up and giving him a kiss on his head. “Is this bloody bacon
ready yet? I’m starving.”
***
The night before her departure for New York, the Countess
packed her things at Kennington Mansions. Even though she
would have loved to have stayed the weekend to go shopping
and hang out with her SC Radcliffe friends, she carried through
on her promise to Marie and had booked her flight home for
the Friday evening.
Given that she did not have a night of clubbing planned, there
34

THE ARRIVAL OF PUSSY DELUXE

wasn’t any need to take Pussy Original, but it felt mean to leave
him behind when he had accompanied her on so many trips in
the past.
She also decided to take American Ted. “Are you feeling all
right about the trip, Madame?” he asked her.
“Mostly,” said the Countess. “I’ve spoken to many of the North
American staff from the Deutsche Landesbank on the phone,
and it is always good to put faces to names. It just feels weird
going there and not meeting up with the MSL.”
“I think you should trust Marie’s advice,” said American Ted.
“She knows you well. If he hasn’t shown enough interest up to
this point, then it’s probably best to leave it.”
“I know,” said the Countess. “But going all that way and not
seeing him just feels like a wasted opportunity. What if this
were the moment?”
***
The trip got off to a very good start. The Countess liked the
staff at the Deutsche Landesbank’s New York office, and they,
in turn, had a lot of respect for her skills and knowledge. As
is usual in implementation projects, they felt that they were
having a computer system imposed on them from head office
and that the German section of the bank did not understand
the type of business they were doing in North America. The
Countess was easily able to demonstrate the various modules
of the software developed by Periculum and show them how it
could be tailored for their needs.
As the Countess was packing up her laptop, Aidan came up
to her.
“Well done,” he said. “You’ve had this lot eating out of your
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hand.”
“Thanks,” said the Countess. “I’m pleased it went well.”
“They’re not your only fans,” said Aidan. “I spoke to Bill
Shankey over at SC Radcliffe this afternoon. He was singing
your praises too.”
“Really?” said the Countess. “I didn’t know that you knew
him.”
“Yes, I worked with him yonks ago,” replied Aidan. “Did you
have much to do with him when you were there?”
“I didn’t work directly with him. He was the project sponsor
of the work I was doing, but he wasn’t involved day to day,”
replied the Countess.
“Well, you must have made quite an impression on him
because he spoke very highly of you,” said Aidan. “Anyway,
he’s going to round up some of his chaps and meet us for drinks
in the bar of The Warwick Hotel tomorrow at six thirty.”
“Me as well?” asked the Countess.
“Yes, naturally. You’ll know more people than me there,” said
Aidan. “Why, did you have something else planned?”
“Oh no, nothing like that,” said the Countess. “It’s just er…
you just caught me on the hop that’s all. Did Bill say who was
coming?”
“No, but you’ll probably know some of them,” said Aidan. “He
said that they missed you there. It will be useful meeting with
them because their project is coming to an end, so we can find
out what some of their consultants will go on to next.”
“Um, yes,” said the Countess. “It’s a shame he didn’t say who
was coming. It would have been nice to, you know, prepare.”
“I love how diligent you are,” said Aidan. “Don’t worry, let’s
just go with the flow and see how the evening pans out.”
“Indeed,” said the Countess raising her eyebrows. She took a
36

THE ARRIVAL OF PUSSY DELUXE

long intake of breath through her nose and then blew the air
out through her lips. “Let’s see how it pans out.”
***
That evening, throughout dinner with the staff from Deutsche
Landesbank, all the Countess could think about was whether
the MSL would be attending the following evening. It took
all that she could muster to keep smiling and saying the right
things to the right people.
At the end of the meal, Aidan was deciding whether to go on
for drinks.
“Do you mind if I bail here?” said the Countess. “I think the
jet lag might be catching up with me. If I don’t sleep soon, I’ll
be fit for nothing tomorrow.”
“Of course,” he replied. “Though I’m surprised at you. I
thought this was your town.”
“It is,” said the Countess. “But if you want me to be productive
and polite to the client tomorrow, you’re going to have to let
me go now.”
The Countess walked back to her hotel. She enjoyed being
free of everyone and having some time to herself. She turned
the corner of Fifty-Fourth Street and headed down Lexington
Avenue. However, instead of going straight back to the hotel,
she decided to take a small detour as she was only a couple of
blocks away from the apartment hotel she had stayed in when
she worked at SC Radcliffe.
She loved the way that New York mixed apartment blocks
among office buildings with nail bars and tiny coffee shops
sandwiched in between. She stopped at a convenience store on
the corner of Second Avenue and bought a bottle of water and
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some fruit before continuing on to her hotel.
Once inside her room, she sat on the bed.
“How’s it all going?” asked American Ted.
“It was going great,” said the Countess. “Until Aidan told me
that we are going to meet up with people from SC Radcliffe
after work tomorrow.”
“SC Radcliffe?” said Pussy Original. He bounced from the
bedside cabinet across the bed to the Countess. “Is the MSL
coming?”
“I don’t know,” said the Countess. “He might be. It is people
from Bill Shankey’s team.”
She picked up Pussy Original. “It’s a shame I can’t take you
with me. I’m sure they would love to see you again. You were
quite a star on our nights out. But I don’t think it would be a
good idea this time.”
“That’s okay, Madame,” said Pussy Original. “I’m sure they
will love the Queen Mum bag, even though they can’t stroke
her, like me.”
“Maybe it is not so bad seeing the MSL,” said American Ted.
“At least you can see how you feel about him now.”
“Well, I was starting to get over him,” said the Countess. “Now,
I just don’t know. He might not come though. That’s the worst
part, not knowing.”
“I wonder if he knows you’ll be at the drinks,” said Pussy
Original.
“Oh yes, I hadn’t thought of that,” said the Countess. “Now,
that could be interesting. Would he come because he hoped
that I would be there, or would he not come because he wanted
to avoid me?”
“You could always phone him tomorrow and find out,” said
Pussy Original.
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“I could, but if Bill hasn’t invited him, then it would be
awkward. And then it will seem like I’m desperate to see him,”
said the Countess.
“But you are, right?” asked Pussy Original.
“I don’t know,” said the Countess. “I had got used to the idea
of not seeing him this trip, but now, everything has changed. I
feel I can’t win either way.”
“Then leave it to fate,” said American Ted. “If he’s there, he’s
there. And if he’s not, he’s not.”
“Easier said than done,” said the Countess. “How am I
supposed to sleep tonight and function tomorrow? I wish I
didn’t feel this way.”
***
It took a while for the Countess to fall asleep. All she could think
about was whether she would see the MSL the next evening.
Aidan greeted her the next morning at breakfast. “So how
was your beauty sleep? Are you all ready and refreshed to face
another day?”
“Yes. That’s one way of putting it,” she replied. “Where did
you go after dinner? Was it a late one?”
“That depends on your definition of late,” said Aidan.
“Hmm. Two o’clock?” she asked.
“Just after,” replied Aidan.
“That’s not too bad,” said the Countess. “It could have been
worse. How are you feeling? Is it a High Priestess morning?”
“No, actually I’m okay, not too bad. I drank a lot of water
throughout the meal, and this breakfast is giving me some muchneeded ballast. I can’t be out late tonight though. This old queen
needs some beauty sleep too. If the SC Radcliffe lot want to
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rave until the early hours, you’ll have to lead the charge.”
“Okay, sure,” said the Countess. “I’ll see what I can do.”
Thankfully, she didn’t have a further opportunity to worry
about the drinks that evening as her meetings were very hectic.
There was some friction between the European and North
American staff members at the bank, and she spent all day
facilitating tense debates. The formal meetings finished at five
fifteen, but she stayed behind, chatting with two of the directors
from the New York office.
At six o’clock, Aidan interrupted her conversation. “Excuse
me, gentlemen, but I’m afraid we’ll have to continue this
discussion tomorrow. I need my chief of staff here to go to
another meeting.”
The Countess rounded off the discussion, and the gentlemen
left the room. “Thanks for rescuing me,” she said. “That was
getting a bit much.”
“I noticed,” said Aidan. “I bet you could murder a drink now.”
“Yes,” replied the Countess. “A cool G&T with a nice wedge
of lemon in it. That will be just the ticket. Have you talked to
Bill today? Do you know who’s coming from SC Radcliffe?”
“No. He emailed me to confirm and said he’ll bring a few of
his people with him,” replied Aidan. “Have you been in contact
with any of your crew there?”
“No,” replied the Countess. “I was going to phone them, but
I’ve been too busy here. I suppose we’ll just have to get down
there and see who shows up.”
The Countess and Aidan walked the couple of blocks down
Sixth Avenue from the Deutsche Landesbank’s offices to FiftyFourth Street. Even though it was October, the weather was
still mild, and the Countess carried her Burberry raincoat.
“I love this bar,” she said as they went into Randolph’s at The
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Warwick Hotel. “It’s still got that old-money New York feel
about it.”
“I know what you mean,” said Aidan. “I don’t think those old
wooden panels have ever been redecorated. It’s good for having
conversations too. As much as I love the nightlife of this town,
it’s really hard to schmooze people when you have to shout to
be heard. Why don’t you grab that area down there, and I’ll sort
you out a well-earned drink.”
The Countess went and sat in one of the dark brown leather
tub chairs at a table in the far corner of the bar. From there, she
could see the length of the bar and would immediately know
when the SC Radcliffe group arrived. Trying to calm herself,
she took a couple of breaths and blew them out slowly. Then
she decided to pull the neighbouring table a little closer, so it
adjoined the one she was at. She laid her coat across another
two chairs.
She sat forward in her seat, her legs crossed and with her
top leg bouncing on her knee. She bit her lip as she repeatedly
looked around the bar. Would the MSL show up tonight?
***
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Enjoyed this sample?

I bet you’re really keen to find out if the MSL showed up and
how it went? Did the Countess finish the evening elated or
disappointed?
You can purchase Tales of the Countess at the links below or
where you normally buy books:
Amazon UK
Amazon US
Apple UK
Apple US
Waterstones
Barnes & Noble
Kobo
Google Play
If you buy the paperback you can go straight to page 41 and
pick up the story, or go to location 520 on your Kindle. Or turn
to the beginning of The Arrival of Pussy Deluxe chapter and just
flip forward a few pages.
Happy reading!
“I absolutely loved Tales of the Countess. I couldn’t put it down &
might even have got a tad emotional towards the end. It’s different,
quirky, excellently written & perfect for the times we’re in.”
“Hilarious, heart-warming, charming and just a little bit kooky,
Tales of the Countess is the ultimate romantic escape that will have
you looking at your handbag in a whole new light.”
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