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A NOTE FROM SARAH

Brooklyn, NY - June 2018

Dear Readers,
Almost immediately after I announced The

Bareknuckle Bastards, I started hearing from you, asking me
how these rough-and-tumble Covent Garden scoundrels
would fit into the worlds I’d created in my other books —
would we see more of The Fallen Angel? Of the Soiled S’s?

First, it’s a Sarah MacLean series, so the answer is, of
course, “Of course!” I don’t think I’ll ever be able to say
goodbye to my earlier characters, and I’m so happy so many
of you feel the same way.

Second, I wrote you something. Just a little gift…a thank
you for reading and for waiting so patiently for this new
series, which I hope you’ll love. A little interstitial set about
six weeks before Wicked and the Wallflower begins —
where you’ll meet Devil and Beast (two of the three
Bareknuckle Bastards), as they meet some of my favorite
heroines…who are, of course, ignoring convention and
having a great time together.



I should warn you — if you’ve never read my books
before now, this won’t make much sense. But if you have…I
hope it gives you a smile.

Much love,
Sarah
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April 1837
The Singing Sparrow

Covent Garden

THE BAREKNUCKLE BASTARDS arrived at the Singing
Sparrow at midday on a Wednesday, expecting an ordinary
mid-week, mid-day tavern, barely populated and boasting
fewer than half-a-dozen drunks deep in their cups.

Contrary to the belief of anyone outside of the criminal
element, deliveries of smuggled goods were best made
during broad daylight. Everyone and their well-fed dog
expected nefarious characters to make nefarious criminal
movements under cover of darkness, but daylight provided a
much better cover, because it also provided the element of
surprise.

That wasn’t to say that the cover of darkness wasn’t an
equally important setting—it certainly was for relieving
cargo ships of their cargo and moving it deep into the
bowels of a Covent Garden warehouse (someone would,
after all, notice the liberation of five tons of untaxed liquor,
tobacco, playing cards and assorted vice from the London
docks), but for small deliveries of a half-dozen barrels?
Open wagons and fresh faced lads were a fine disguise.

Not that Devil and Beast—brothers collectively known
throughout the Garden as The Bareknuckle Bastards—were
fresh faced. Certainly not Devil, who’s face was anything
but fresh. Oh, he was long and lean, all muscle and bone,
and might have been attractive once, with a full of strength
and smarts and with a clear gaze that made a person think
they’d never been seen before…but a wicked scar marred
the side of it, running from temple to chin, jagged and white
and heralding a past that was nothing near to aboveboard.



Beast lacked the scar, but somehow looked even less a
gentleman, despite his overabundance of masculine beauty
—high cheekbones and strong jaw, and wide, welcome lips
that made women look twice. Perhaps it was the lips that
marked Beast a rake. It was certainly the lips that made
some wish him one.

But surely, no one would ever suspect these two of
anything at all aboveboard.

Especially not the collection of women inside the
Singing Sparrow, each able to spot a scoundrel at twenty
paces—as they were each married to one.

When Devil pushed open the door and sent a shaft of
brilliant sunlight spearing though the darkness, it was not to
find the quiet solace of a collection of drunkards, but
instead to reveal a raucous card game in progress, and six
women dressed to perfection playing it. The collective
turned in unison, each shading her eyes to better see the
brothers.

Before he could find his voice at the discovering of six
fine ladies sprawled like barflies in the heart of Covent
Garden as though it were a ladies’ luncheon, an American
voice called out, “It’s about fucking time.”

“Gentlemen! We thought you’d forgotten us,”
Seraphina, Duchess of Haven—known in Covent Garden
by her other name, The Singing Sparrow (it was she, in fact,
who owned the place)—tossed her cards to the table and
stood. “What Calhoun means to say is that we were
concerned about your wellbeing with the lateness of your
arrival.”

Beast took a seat at the bar, accepting a pint from the
American, who growled back, “No, what I mean to say is
that I expected they’d made off with our money and weren’t
coming back.”

2 SARAH MACLEAN



Devil grinned, dipping his head to the Duchess before
turning to Caleb Calhoun, his white teeth flashing in the
darkness. “You’re on our turf, American—why would we be
the ones who leave?” He then turned to the table full of
women and, in a stage whisper, said, “He doesn’t like us
because we roughed him up a bit when they first moved into
the neighborhood.” He swirled his ebony walking stick, the
silver lion’s head glinting in the dim light. “Won’t you ever
forgive us? It was our way of saying hello, American.”

One of the other women at the table snorted. “No doubt
he deserved it.”

Devil’s gaze fell to her and he smiled, the long white
scar that sliced down the side of his once-handsome face
making him look particularly dangerous. “Did he, then? We
haven’t met. I’m Devil.”

She matched his wide. “Sesily.”
“Don’t talk to him,” Calhoun grumbled from behind

the bar.
Ah. There was something between these two.
“Why not?” Sesily retorted. “It’s not as though talking

to you is diverting.” She turned back to Devil. “Tell me, was
it very rewarding, thrashing him?”

The American scowled at the back of her head.
A good deal of something between these two.
“Immensely,” Devil replied.
She sighed dramatically and smiled. “I imagine so. I

confess, there are days I long to do the same.”
Calhoun gave a low growl and Devil laughed before

saying, “If I understand—”
“You don’t,” Calhoun barked.
“—I think you thrash him every time you’re in eyesight.”
She nodded serenely. “That’s the intent…if only

he’d fall.”
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Devil had no doubt the American had already fallen
and, satisfied that the girl had the arrogant American well in
hand, he turned to the owner of the tavern. “Duchess.”

Sera raised a brow in disapproval at his use of her title
in this place where she happily hid it, her irritation punctu‐
ated by a collective intake of breath from the table behind
her. “Bastard.”

One side of Devil’s lips kicked up at the moniker. “It’s
not an insult if it’s the truth, love.”

She couldn’t help her reply. “Fair enough.”
“Watch it, Devil,” the warning came from the door to

the back office of the Sparrow, where the Duke of Haven
stood in shirtsleeves and waistcoat, sheaf of papers in hand,
one dark brow arched as he watched over his Duchess as
she worked.

No, not watched over. There was no concern in
Haven’s gaze, only pride. Pride in this woman and the way
she wielded her power. She had a head for business few of
the Bastard’s clients could claim, and Devil had no doubt
that the Duke lingered here in this tavern so he might bask
in her glow. Rumor had it, Haven kept a desk inside the
tavern offices, and ran his estate most days from there.

A duke setting up shop in Covent Garden…how the ton
would quake if they knew.

Devil waved Haven off, instead tapping his walking
stick on the floor twice in quick succession and turning to
business with the duchess. “The shipment is here. The
brandy you asked for…” he raised his voice, “and your swill
from the colonies, Yankee. Though lord knows why you’d
want that rotgut.”

He said it to get a rise from Calhoun—the bourbon they
made in the States was some of the best he’d ever had. It was
impossible to get through formal, more legal channels — not
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without paying through the nose for it, and that’s where the
Bastards came in. They were Covent Garden royalty and
proprietors of one of the largest smuggling rings in Britain.
They’d made their fortune running liquor and playing
cards, French face powder and dice, tobacco and crystal and
anything else that was heavily taxed by the crown for no
reason other than to punish once-enemies…and now-
subjects.

And Devil and Beast had become rich as kings, and
raised Covent Garden with them, employing half the men
in the place getting men like Calhoun the bourbon from his
homeland. Damned delicious bourbon. Not that Devil
would admit it.

He didn’t have to. The American already knew. “If it’s
rotgut, why do you have barrels of it stockpiled for your
private stash?”

The Duchess of Haven laughed and stepped in, eager to
get the business done. “Have the boys load it into the stock
room. And we’re due for another shipment in
three-weeks’ time?”

Devil nodded. “As usual.”
She extended her hand. “A pleasure doing business,

then.”
He grinned and took her hand, pulling her slightly

closer, and lowering his voice, “The pleasure is all mine.”
“Watch it, Bastard,” the Duke of Haven said dryly,

without moving from the doorway or looking up from his
papers. “Else the pleasure will turn to something else
entirely.”

The duchess rolled her eyes and went to fetch Devil’s
payment, pushing past her husband, who immediately
followed her into the office beyond, his papers forgotten.

“Well. There they go for an eternity.” Sesily said.
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“They haven’t been married for long,” her sister, Lady
Eversley replied from her place at the card table.

“They’ve been married for ages,” Sesily said.
“Not this marriage.”
The Duke and Duchess of Haven had been married,

then divorced, then married again. “You think this one
will stick?”

“Yes,” came a collective reply, followed by laughter.
Devil had never given marriage much thought, but he

supposed that if anyone were able to measure the odds of
the success of a partnership, it was these women. He
shrugged and was about to ask for his own ale when Lady
Eversley said, “Go on, then, Mara, deal.”

Devil’s gaze narrowed on the tall, flame-haired woman
who took the instruction, her long, graceful fingers dealing
playing cards with impressive skill. Recognition flared.
Another Duchess. He narrowed his gaze as she dealt, the
rich sapphire of her silk gloves gleaming in the dim light.
And then his gaze traced the table. The Marchioness of
Bourne. Countess Harlow. All titled. All aristocrats.

“Good Christ,” he said, recognition flaring. “Do your
husbands know you’re wallowing here in Covent Garden
filth?”

“If you’ve a problem with the tavern, Bastard, I assure
you leaving will give it a clean,” Calhoun said from behind
the bar.

Devil ignored the American as Countess Harlow raised
wide, bespectacled eyes to him. “I take issue with much of
the premise of your question.”

“Our husbands are surely playing cards somewhere
themselves,” said Lady Bourne with a little lift of the shoul‐
der. “Why shouldn’t we?”

“That’s the point. Your husbands own a casino,” he said
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“That’s the point. Your husbands own a casino,” he said
simply.

The Duchess of Lamont smiled, “That’s no reason not
to change locations now and then.”

Now and then. “Then this is a standing card game?”
“Indeed it is,” Lady Eversley said. “Standing and…what

is it you call your fights, Mr. Beast? When they move
around so not to be discovered?”

Beast had been silent at the bar, drinking his ale, and he
did not turn around when he grumbled, “Floating.”

“He seems charming,” the Duchess of Lamont said,
dryly. “Truly.”

“He is,” Devil said. “Aren’t you, bruv?”
Beast grunted.
“So charming.” This, from Lady Bourne.
“I don’t think so at all,” Countess Harlow replied.
Devil attempted to reclaim the conversation. “This is a

who’s-who of titled ladies…at a floating card game. In
Covent Garden.”

Lady Bourne laughed. “You seem terribly concerned
considering they call you a Bareknuckle Bastard.”

“Shouldn’t you be at a ball somewhere? In Mayfair?”
“You know there are no balls midday, don’t you?”

Countess Harlow said. “Not that we go to many balls.”
“Not that we’re invited to many balls, I think you

mean,” the Duchess said. He wasn’t surprised by that. Her
husband, know to all the world as the Killer Duke, was a
bareknuckle fighter even Beast didn’t like to go in against.
He wasn’t exactly refined. Though, considering his wife
was playing cards in the dead middle of the day in Covent
Garden, Devil doubted she minded.

“Don’t you have, I dunno, teas or garden parties or
croquet or something to do? Something proper?”
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“Good God, Devil, you’re turning into a vicar,”
Calhoun said. “Leave the ladies alone.”

“Nah, the vicar is less prudish,” Beast said into his ale. It
was true, the Covent Garden vicar would be by in a few
hours to drink his own cups.

Devil turned to his brother. “You’re chatty.”
Beast grunted.
Devil looked back at the women. “I simply don’t need

half a dozen angry aristocrats coming to look for their wives
on my turf.”

Countess Harlow blinked. “Is it your turf?”
He crossed his arms over his chest. “As a matter of fact,

it is. From Seven Dials deep into the rookery on the far side
of Drury Lane. That’s Bastard territory.”

Lady Eversley smiled, “Careful…you’ll tempt us to
come adventuring.”

These women were fearless. “I’d wager your husbands
are grateful to be rid of you lot now and then.”

Another round of wicked laughter from the women.
The Duchess of Lamont lay another round of cards.

“Our husbands miss us terribly when we’re gone, but they
shan’t come looking.”

“Why not?” Had there been a rash of aristocratic wives
leaving their husbands that he’d missed?

“Because they know where we are.”
“In Covent Garden. Where anything could happen

to you.”
The Marchioness of Bourne looked around the tavern.

“With all of you here?”
“I’m not safe,” Devil pointed out. “I could raze

this place.”
“I’d like to see you try,” Calhoun said.

Countess Harlow looked up at that, eyes enormous
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Countess Harlow looked up at that, eyes enormous
behind thick lenses. “But you won’t.”

“What makes you say that?”
“Well, first, they’d come for you,” Lady Eversley said.
That much was true. “Men in love. More trouble than

they’re worth.”
A collection of lovely smiles was his reply, punctuated

by Sesily’s flirtatious, “Someday, you might be a man
in love.”

He turned to her with a wink. “Are you offering?”
“She’s not,” Calhoun said.
She cocked her head. “I might be.”
Oh yes. This one was a great deal of trouble. Thank‐

fully, Calhoun’s trouble, and not Devil’s.
“Love isn’t for me, lady,” he said.
She grinned. “You be careful, sir, else you find a lady

looking for a challenge.”
He couldn’t help matching her smile as Lady Harlow

spoke quietly, with enough certainty that she drew the
attention of all assembled. “That’s not the reason why he
won’t raze it to the ground.”

He raised a brow. “It isn’t?”
It wasn’t. If the Bastards wanted to ruin a man—even a

group of them as powerful as those belonging to these
women—they wouldn’t hesitate. And they wouldn’t fail.

“Because this place is good for business,” she replied,
simply. That much was true. Good to the tune of hundreds
of pounds a year. “As are our husbands. You supply alcohol,
playing cards, dice and crystal to the Fallen Angel. Also
specialty glass.” She cut the Duchess of Lamont a look,
“Which they’ve had good need of in the past.” The Duchess
went red, but before Devil could linger on that, Lady
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Harlow pressed on. “Speaking of which, you’ve a delivery
of dice for the club in your current shipment, do you not?”

Devil blinked. “How do you know that?” What kind of
men shared the minutiae of business with their wives?
What kind of wives cared?

The Countess smiled. “I like ledgers. And my husband
likes me.”

Devil had no difficulty believing that. He was staring
down one half—the best half, without question—of five of
the most legendary marriages in Britain—each one a
desperate love match. The kind that made young girls
swoon and daydream.

He grunted. “Fair enough,” he said, turning away from
them as the Duchess of Haven emerged from the back
office, looking slightly more tousled than she had when she
went in. And with pinker cheeks. “Ah. The Sparrow has
had a bit of a flight, seems like.”

“Watch it, Bastard,” The Duke of Haven said, bringing
up the rear, looking a bit pink himself.

Seraphina, Duchess of Haven, smiled and extended a
pouch to Devil. He took it, the weight of it telling him the
Singing Sparrow’s bills were paid. Pocketing it, he lowered
his head. “Always a pleasure, Sparrow.”

“Mine, as well, Bastard.”
He turned to the bar, where Caleb slid two fingers of

bourbon toward him. Catching the glass, he toasted the
American. “Yank.”

Caleb offered him a rude gesture as he drank.
And it was just as he was about to set the glass to the bar

that he heard the words.
“They say he’s coming to town for a wife.”
It was a tossed away line, completely uninteresting—a

fragment of ladies’ gossip that shouldn’t have summoned
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notice from the Bastards. That wouldn’t have summoned
notice from the Bastards. That never had before.

But for reasons surpassing understanding, it landed like
the thrum of a tympani, claiming their attention. Beast was
turning on his stool, already leaning toward the women
even as Devil’s gaze shot to them, straight and sure.

Lady Eversely had spoken, and the others were barely
looking at her—too transfixed by the quick play of cards on
the table. It took Devil far more control than it should have
not to speak, particularly when the Duchess of Lamont said,
vaguely, “I’m sure the mothers of the ton are losing their
heads over it.”

“Well, it’s not as though there are eligible dukes just
languishing on shelves,” Lady Bourne replied with a laugh.

Duke.
“They shouldn’t be too excited,” Countess Harlow

pointed out. “After all, literally no one has ever seen him.”
Devil looked to Beast, meeting his brother’s amber gaze.
Lady Bourne laughed at her sister’s words. “Did you

miss the bit where he was a Duke? He could be an actual
troll and no one would care.”

“Out from under his bridge,” Lady Eversley laughed, “…
but with ten thousand a year!”

A round of laughter punctuated the jest, and Sesily
perked up. “Which duke is this? I might be in the market.”

The American spoke from behind them. “You’re not in
the market for a troll duke.”

Sesily looked over her shoulder, meeting the barkeep’s
eyes. “I might be.”

“You’re not.”
“Plans change, American.” She turned away, missing

the low growl she elicited with her teasing as she repeated
herself. “Which duke?”
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The Bastard brothers shifted forward, toward the ques‐
tion, their movement unnoticed in the fray.

“The Duke of Marwick.”
Devil tapped his walking stick on the floor. Once.

Twice. He didn’t have to look to his brother; Beast had come
off his stool as though he’d been pulled by a lead.

The bespectacled countess replied to her friend. “I’ve
never heard of him.”

“No one has,” Duchess Lamont said. “He’s a hermit.
Inherited a decade ago. Has never been to town.”

“That can’t be true,” Sesily scoffed.
Except it was. The Duke of Marwick did not come to

town. He did not take his seat in Parliament. He did not
visit the Mayfair townhouse that had been his father’s, and
his father’s father’s before that. He was banned from
London.

By decree of his brothers.
“It’s the truth.” The women were still talking. The

conversation going faster and faster around them.
“Why doesn’t he come to town?”
“No one knows.”
No one but his brothers.
“But he’s coming now.”
“It seems so.”
And then…“There’s only one reason an unmarried

hermit duke picks up and heads to London. Heirs.”
A round of agreement from the table had Devil tight‐

ening his grip on the silver head of his cane. He looked to
his brother. Tap. Tap. Silver against oak.

Beast nodded once. Understanding.
This would end before it began.
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WICKED AND THE WALLFLOWER

When Wicked Comes Calling . . .

When a mysterious stranger finds his way into her
bedchamber and offers his help in landing a duke, Lady
Felicity Faircloth agrees—on one condition. She’s seen
enough of the world to believe in passion, and won’t accept
a marriage without it.

The Wallflower Makes a Dangerous Bargain . . .

Bastard son of a duke and king of London’s dark streets,
Devil has spent a lifetime wielding power and seizing
opportunity, and the spinster wallflower is everything he
needs to exact a revenge years in the making. All he must do
is turn the plain little mouse into an irresistible temptress,
set his trap, and destroy his enemy. 

For the Promise of Passion . . .

But there’s nothing plain about Felicity Faircloth, who
quickly decides she’d rather have Devil than another. Soon,
Devil’s carefully laid plans are in chaos and he must choose
between everything he's ever wanted . . . and the only thing
he's ever desired.



Find Felicity and Devil’s story (and all of Sarah’s books)
wherever books are sold.
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