
  
    [image: The Misfortunate Miss Farthington]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Maggie Dallen

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Maypole in Mayfair

          
        
          
	          A Wish Upon a Duke

          
        
          
	          A Wish Upon a Marquess

          
        
          
	          A Wish Upon an Earl (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bluestocking Battalion

          
        
          
	          Miss Minerva's Pirate Mishap

          
        
          
	          Miss Abigail's Beastly Beau

          
        
          
	          Miss Sally's Unsuitable Soldier

          
        
          
	          Miss Rebecca's Rebellious Viscount

          
        
          
	          Miss Hattie's Reluctant Hero

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Briarwood High

          
        
          
	          Out of His League

          
        
          
	          A Whole New League

          
        
          
	          The Perfect League

          
        
          
	          The Holiday Kiss

          
        
          
	          The Prom Kiss

          
        
          
	          The Candy Cane Kiss

          
        
          
	          The Cotton Candy Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Charmed By Chance

          
        
          
	          A Chance to Dance with the Duke

          
        
          
	          Charming the Elusive Earl

          
        
          
	          A Chance to Kiss the Marquess

          
        
          
	          Charming the Accidental Suitor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Crazy Crush

          
        
          
	          Tall, Dark, and Nerdy

          
        
          
	          Too Nerdy to Handle

          
        
          
	          The Man, The Myth, The Nerd

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dashing Lords

          
        
          
	          A Rake's Redemption

          
        
          
	          A Duke's Distraction

          
        
          
	          A Gentleman's Gamble

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fall in Love Like a Princess

          
        
          
	          A Shot With Prince Charming

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      First Loves

          
        
          
	          Just One Kiss

          
        
          
	          Only One Boy

          
        
          
	          One Little Lie

          
        
          
	          One Little Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      How to Catch a Crush

          
        
          
	          Striking Out with the Star Pitcher

          
        
          
	          Saved by the Crush's Brother

          
        
          
	          Playing Hooky with the Hottie

          
        
          
	          First Kiss with the Quarterback

          
        
          
	          Sleepover with the Enemy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      School of Charm

          
        
          
	          The Misadventures of Miss Adelaide: A Sweet Regency Romance

          
        
          
	          The Misunderstanding of Miss Louisa: A Sweet Regency Romance

          
        
          
	          The Miseducation of Miss Delilah: A Sweet Regency Romance

          
        
          
	          The Misgivings About Miss Prudence

          
        
          
	          The Mistletoe Mistake of Miss Grayson

          
        
          
	          The Mischievous Miss Charlotte

          
        
          
	          The Misguided Miss Mary

          
        
          
	          The Misplaced Miss Eloise

          
        
          
	          The Mysterious Miss Lydia

          
        
          
	          The Misfortunate Miss Farthington

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seasons of Love

          
        
          
	          A Snowflake Kiss for Lady Sophie

          
        
          
	          A Snowstorm Serenade for Lady Sarah

          
        
          
	          A Snowfall Sleigh Ride for Lady Serena

          
        
          
	          A Snowman Wish for Lady Samantha

          
        
          
	          The Earl's Winter Bride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Summer Love

          
        
          
	          Senior Week Crush

          
        
          
	          Senior Week Fling

          
        
          
	          Senior Week Kiss

          
        
          
	          Summer Love Boxset

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Lady's Luck

          
        
          
	          Crazy Crush Series

          
        
      

      
    
    


  
    
      THE MISFORTUNATE MISS FARTHINGTON

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

    

    
      
        MAGGIE DALLEN

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      If ever there was a time for Miss Theresa Farthington to make a run for it, this was it.

      She tilted her head back to stare up at the knocker, holding her hat in place before another gust of wind could topple it off of her tightly bound brown locks.

      Her mother hated it when her hair was untidy.

      She tilted her head to the side and studied the knocker. How odd to be a visitor in one’s own home. But this townhome had ceased to be her London residence the moment she’d agreed to be the headmistress for the School of Charm, a finishing school for those girls who needed a little something extra. Some understanding, typically, not to mention encouragement.

      With a pang of sadness, she lifted her hand to knock on the door.

      There was no going back now. Even if she ran, where would she go? Back to the empty drawing room at the finishing school?

      Theresa, Tessa to her closest friends, folded her hands in front of her waist as she waited, a wry smile tugging at her lips. Perhaps she’d done her job too well because as of last week when her last unmarried student, Lydia, had gone home to prepare for her upcoming wedding to Viscount Galena, she was without a single girl to educate or support or even encourage.

      All of her young ladies kept in touch, and Mary and Eloise often stopped by to visit, but they all had husbands to go home to at the end of the day.

      And so, when Tessa’s mother had reached out, informing Tessa that she and Tessa’s father, the Viscount Adlemore, were coming to London and opening their townhome early to host a small house party…Tessa had no excuse not to attend.

      Nerves and more than a little dread had her shifting from foot to foot as she knocked a second time.

      The door swung open almost instantly this time, and she found herself staring up at a very stern, very familiar old man. “Hello, Mr. Barnaby.”

      “My lady,” he said, nodding so low it might have been a sort of bow as he held the door open for her.

      “Are my parents at home?” she asked.

      “Your father is out, miss,” he said, taking her hat and coat. “But your mother is in the parlor with your aunt and your cousin, Lady Daphne.”

      “Wonderful.”

      She hadn’t seen her younger cousin in years, but she recalled a small, sweet, quiet girl with a penchant for mischief. Her smile suddenly felt a little more genuine. Perhaps she’d have a friend to keep her company during this dreaded house party.

      “And my brother?” she asked.

      “Lord Kendrick will not be joining us, miss. It seems he had other business to attend to.”

      “I see.” Lucky chap. She’d wager her entire allowance that her brother’s ‘other business’ was hunting in the country with his friends.

      He was an outdoorsman through and through, and dreaded trips to the city. Though she couldn’t blame him, it still rankled that no one ever tried to force him to do something he didn’t want to do. He was older than her by three years but her parents only occasionally chided him to think about marriage, while Tessa had been hounded on the topic the moment she came of age.

      Tessa followed the sound of chattering voices to the parlor, where her mother sat on a settee, holding court with her sister and niece. “Ah, there you are. We were beginning to wonder if you’d ever arrive.”

      “You told me to come this morning,” she said as she kissed her mother’s cheek. “It is still the morning.”

      “Yes, yes, no need to be so defensive.”

      Tessa bit her tongue to keep from retorting. Not one full minute inside her family’s London home, and she was already on the verge of snapping.

      “Aunt Beatrice,” she said, smiling warmly at her aunt, who bore a striking resemblance to her mother. Her cousin rose and crossed the room toward her with a smile.

      “Why, Daphne,” Tessa said, embracing her cousin. “You’ve grown into such a fine young lady.”

      Daphne held her tight. “I’m so glad you’ve arrived, Cousin.” In a whisper, she added, “But for your sake, I’m sorry.”

      “Sorry for what?” she asked.

      Before Daphne could respond, her mother cut in with a hurried speech about all the events she had planned for this week that left Tessa’s head spinning. But it was her mother’s final statement that had her belly sinking. “And then there will be the ball, of course, and I have it on good authority that the Earl of Yardley will be there.” She looked pointedly at Tessa. “And he is very eager to find a wife.”

      “That’s one reason I’m sorry for you,” Daphne said under her breath.

      Tessa just barely held back a laugh at Daphne’s dry tone, hidden so well by her sweet expression.

      “They’ve been talking this past hour about your prospects,” Daphne added. “I hate to inform you that your plight is even more dire than mine.”

      “But you haven’t even made your debut yet,” Tessa felt compelled to point out.

      “Doesn’t matter.” Daphne lifted a shoulder. “It seems my inability to make inane small talk with the gentlemen of our acquaintance has doomed me to spinsterhood before I’ve even begun.” Her lips quivered with the start of a smile. “At least, that is Mother’s fear.”

      “Oh dear,” Tessa said, joining in her cousin’s teasing tone. “How sad for us.”

      “Isn’t it though?”

      Her aunt’s voice cut through their conversation. “It’s high time you found yourself a good match, Tessa, after doing such an excellent job securing matches for those pitiable young ladies at your school.”

      “Oh, they were never pitiable and I didn’t have anything to do with—”

      “Past time, if you ask me,” her mother cut in with a far less cheerful tone. “I had no choice but to let you take that position after the dreadful scandal you caused calling off your engagement to Captain Lorimer, but the whispers have subsided now. And for good measure, I’ve invited the captain and his wife to be our guests this week.”

      Tessa brightened. “Truly? That’s wonderful news.”

      Her mother sighed. “You don’t have to act so very happy for them. It’s one thing to be a gracious loser, but we all know you looked like the veriest fool at the way those two carried on until you were forced to call off the engagement.”

      Tessa opened her mouth to protest—again. But her mother and aunt kept talking amongst themselves, and she’d already talked herself blue in the face trying to convince her mother that wasn’t at all what had happened. But her mother refused to believe that Tessa had been relieved to end the engagement. She’d liked Anthony. As a friend. But there was something sad about their engagement from the very start.

      She’d known as his friend that he’d been in love with the girl next door since he was a child. He’d given up any hope of marrying her when he’d heard about the plan for her to marry a duke.

      Truly, Tessa had considered herself lucky to be marrying a man she respected and admired, but some part of her had grieved the lack of romance. The lack of passionate love she’d always dreamt of.

      So, when his beautiful beloved arrived for their wedding and Tessa had seen the bond that was so very apparent between them, it wasn’t with sadness that she’d ended their engagement, but with relief. Watching them together and exchanging letters with them in the months since…it was as if an upside-down picture had been flipped right side up.

      Anthony was with his beloved Marian, Tessa had found her calling helping the girls at the school, and all was right with the world.

      Except for the fact that she didn’t have a husband, much to her mother’s chagrin.

      “I spoke to Miss Lydia’s mother the other day,” her aunt was saying. “By all accounts you worked miracles on all those girls.”

      “Oh, I definitely wouldn’t say—”

      “Which is why I am so glad you and Daphne will have time together during our stay,” her aunt continued uninterrupted.

      Daphne’s sigh was soft and nearly inaudible, but Tessa caught it. “This was the other reason I apologized,” she murmured. “I’m afraid you’re stuck trying to make me…what was it mother called it?”

      “We need to make her appealing, don’t you see,” her aunt said.

      “Appealing,” Daphne muttered the word like it was a curse. “That was it.”

      “She’s already appealing,” Tessa said stoutly.

      Her cousin gave a little snort of amusement.

      “There, hear that? That was not ladylike, Daphne,” Aunt Beatrice said.

      “Yes, Mother.”

      “And that’s not the worst of it,” Aunt Beatrice went on, as if Daphne had just caused some long litany of offenses while standing there quietly. “The girl never speaks.”

      “I do too,” Daphne started.

      “And when she does it’s entirely wrong.”

      “Wrong how?” Tessa’s mother asked.

      “She sounds far too…” Aunt Beatrice floundered for the word she was looking for.

      “Intelligent?” Daphne offered.

      “Yes.” Her mother pointed a finger at her in an accusatory fashion. “That’s it exactly.”

      “Oh dear, how terrible,” Tessa murmured. The only person who seemed to sense that her mild comment was facetious was Daphne, who snickered beside her.

      Tessa squelched a laugh.

      “She doesn’t know how to speak about the right things,” her mother said.

      “By that she means, I don’t know how to speak about nothing,” Daphne added under her breath.

      “I see,” Tessa murmured.

      “Yes, well…” Tessa’s mother cut off the conversation with a chastening look for her sister. “Before we worry about Daphne, we need to concentrate on getting my daughter wed. She’s not getting any younger.”

      “Of course, of course.” Aunt Beatrice sniffed. “One problem at a time.”

      Tessa turned to Daphne as the older women began talking about which eligible men would be in attendance, but it was clear to Tessa already that her mother had her sights set on the earl. With Tessa’s grandfather’s health failing, her own father would be inheriting an earldom soon, and her mother was intent that Tessa marry into a good title.

      That, perhaps, had been the only saving grace to her engagement ending. Anthony had been the second son of an earl, and while both families had approved the match because of their close family friendship, her mother was sure Tessa could do better. She could snag a title now, if she wanted.

      But she didn’t want to, because only one man had ever made her heart race…

      And he certainly did not have a title. No, Mr. Richard Grant was nothing like what her mother wanted for her.

      Which was fine, since Mr. Grant might have been friendly to her the few times they’d interacted. Indeed, as mutual friends of Lydia and Viscount Galena, they’d even had a bit of an adventure together…

      Her lips twitched and her heart began to pound with excitement and amusement at the memory—until her mother’s voice interrupted. “I nearly forgot. A missive arrived for you earlier today.” She gestured toward the end table and Tessa hurried over.

      She gasped with delight when she saw who it was from. Her former student and current friend Mary. She smiled as she read through the note, but then her heart was tripping and faltering and…oh dear.

      If this was what it meant to be infatuated, she was not keen on the state.

      “Who’s it from, dear?” her mother asked.

      “My friend Mary,” she said.

      “Ah, Lord Paul’s new wife.” Her mother’s voice dripped with pleasure. She might have despised Tessa’s role as headmistress, but she delighted in the fact that her students had gone on to become such admirable, well-connected ladies of society. “What does she want?”

      “To invite me to an event,” Tessa said, speaking slowly to keep the nervous flutter from her voice. “A science symposium.”

      “Science?” Daphne’s eyes lit with curiosity. “How marvelous.”

      “I don’t know…” Aunt Beatrice started.

      “Eloise will be there,” Tessa hurried on. “The new Lady Pickington. Her brother has so many unmarried friends, and—”

      “Of course you should go,” her mother cut in. “There is no doubt about that. Not when a countess is expecting you.”

      Daphne’s eyes were bright with pleasure when Tessa turned to her. “Would you care to join me, Cousin?”

      “I’d be honored,” Daphne said, the demureness of her tone at odds with the way her eyes glittered.

      Tessa dipped her head, her heart rollicking and twisting in her chest as she reread the last line in Mary’s exuberant, scrawling hand. “Mr. Grant will be speaking and I know he would be so thrilled to see you. Oh, please say you’ll come, Miss Farthington. You must!”

      She folded the note with a little smile and took a deep breath to try and calm the excited flutter of her heart.

      She would go. But she would not let herself get carried away.

      Mr. Grant had been kind to her, that was all. And there was no reason to believe he’d ever think of her as anything more than a friend.
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