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All songs and lyrics featured in this series are my original work. I do not copy lyrics or music from other artists. I have been writing songs since my teens, and a full setlist of the actual songs, with music and vocals, is available on my website for readers who would like to listen while reading the books.

Sasha Sweet and Her Six Pack is a six-book series intended to be read in order. Each book is a full-length novel with its own satisfying ending and no cliffhanger, while still leaving the door open for the next story.

The rock star / clone / polyamory / reverse harem plot is my own creation, inspired in part by purchasing far too many Wander photos of the same model, along with some photos from the model himself. Book Two is spicier than Book One, but the heart of the series remains sweet. These books embrace tenderness, acceptance, humor over pain, personal growth, and the kind of love that helps wounded people become whole.

I follow my muse. Some of my male main characters have more edge than others, but they are all deeply romantic, funny, sweet, tough, and heroic in their own way. Each clone has a distinctive personality, a unique emotional landscape, and his own set of issues to work through. Each man also has his own book, giving readers the chance to fall in love with them one at a time.

You’ll see.
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For two months, Sasha and Her Six Pack had owned Friday and Saturday nights at the Pink Panther. Now Sasha sat on the Green Room couch beside Nyke, tucked under the arm he had stretched behind her as they waited to perform their seventeenth gig.

Sasha looked around, observing each man in their band who brought her songs to life. She adored them. All of them in a unique way. 

Clone-Pack, social media had called them without even knowing the truth. She inwardly cringed at the coldness in those words. Her men were not a label, or a brand to be scandalized. They were human. Beautiful inside, gorgeous on the outside. And they had chosen her as their leader, as the woman to ground them, to love them.

Chosen. A word Sasha had never known before meeting Nyke, Cisko, Static, Legend, Moss, and Jett. 

The room buzzed with pre-show energy. Couches and armchairs clustered around low tables, a corner stacked with water, energy drinks, fruit, and snacks Cisko had already claimed as personal property. Moss, naturally, kept reminding everyone that liquor and show nights did not mix.

Vanity mirrors lined one wall, bright enough to expose every stray hair and last-second doubt. Legend stood before one, combing and recombing his mink-black hair before giving up, raking both hands through it until it fell in a reckless collar-length mop over his eyes.

Moss kept one eye on the performance monitors so they wouldn’t miss their cue. The Pink Panther had added an opening band just to handle the crowds Sasha and Her Six Pack now pulled through the doors.

Jett sat quietly playing a game on his phone while Static tapped drumsticks against a nearby table, matching the pulse of the opening act leaking through the walls.

Lydia, the club’s entertainment director, burst into the Green Room while Sasha and her six magnificent men waited to go onstage.

“Everyone ready to bring the house down?” Her sharp gaze moved over them.

Sasha felt Nyke’s fingers skim her shoulder, a silent check-in. She looked up at him, found his calm green eyes already waiting, and let the noise settle around that small point of steadiness.

“We were born ready,” Cisko said, already on his feet and reaching for a bottled water like it was a microphone. “Some of us were also born devastatingly photogenic, but I try not to make that the whole show.”

Static stopped tapping long enough to point one drumstick at him. “If you make that the whole show, I’ll frame your face with my cymbals.”

“Hostile jitters. I respect that,” Cisko retorted, then flashed Lydia a grin. “But yes. We’re ready.”

Lydia didn’t laugh, but one corner of her mouth threatened mutiny. “Good. Because they’re packed wall to wall out there. Balcony, floor, bar, hallway. If the fire marshal breathes in our direction, I’m blaming all of you.”

Legend turned from the mirror as if her announcement was part of his cue. “Blame is merely applause wearing a less flattering vest.”

“Stop flirting with yourself,” Moss said without looking away from the monitor. “Hydrate before we move. Sasha, your in-ears are on the side table. Jett, bass cable. Static, don’t hit anything else in this room.”

“Moss,” Sasha said, “you know I can’t wear those ear things. They make me feel disoriented. That’s why the stage manager leaves the wedges up for me,” she reminded him softly.

“You’re right. I get carried away with logistics,” he said, his expression humble.

“No worries. We all get jacked up before a gig.” She gave him a wink.

He nodded gratefully in return.

Static gave the table one last tap simply to be a brat, softer this time, then stood. “Didn’t say anything about the hallway.”

Moss rolled his eyes and tried not to grin. The band was always challenging his sense of organization without chaos.

Jett slipped his phone into his pocket and rose without a word. Sasha caught the way his eyes moved over the band, always alert. He gave one small nod. “Ready.”

The gesture warmed her. Two months ago, she would have braced against that kind of attention. Now she let it touch her. These men no longer felt like a storm closing in. They’d become the very air she’d learned to breathe.

Lydia stepped aside and pulled the door wider. The hallway beyond throbbed with bass from the opening band’s final chorus. The crowd applauded when the last note landed, loud enough to be polite, even appreciative, but nowhere near the kind of hysteria that waited for Sasha and Her Six Pack. It was a warm-uproar, not the roof-rattling insanity that belonged to them.

Nyke stood, his hand sliding from the back of the couch to Sasha’s hand. He didn’t tug. He never did. He simply offered contact, choice, a place to anchor if she wanted one.

She took it.

His fingers closed around hers, firm and warm. The familiar spark passed through her, but it was steadier now. Their relationship, their bond had deepened immensely, as did her attachment to the others. And it had begun to show both ways, their love for her had become evident and they weren’t good at hiding it.

“You good?” Nyke asked.

Sasha looked toward the door, toward the noise, toward the stage that had gone from wishful thinking to bold reality. “I’m good.” Then, because he would hear the part she left out anyway, she added, “Nervous. But good.”

Nyke’s thumb brushed once over her hand. “Nerves mean you care. Never lose that. Keeps you humble and the fans will love you for it.”

She smiled. Care was too small a word for what had been happening inside her lately. Care was a door cracked open. What she felt for him, for all of them in different ways, had started moving furniture into the room.

Lydia clapped once, sharp enough to snap the room back into motion. “Romantic staring contest later. Stage now.”

“She respects our art,” Legend quipped.

“I respect ticket sales,” Lydia shot back. “Move.”

They filed out in the order that had become habit without anyone admitting it. Moss first, already scanning the corridor. Static behind him, sticks rolling across his fingers. Jett followed with his bass guitar in hand. Cisko moved backward for three steps, still talking, until Static caught the back of his shirt and turned him around. Legend brought drama to the middle of the hallway, and Nyke stayed at Sasha’s side.

The closer they got to the stage, the louder the crowd became. Voices blurred into one living thing, hungry and restless. Sasha felt the vibration in her soul, felt it summon courage and help her shift from the woman at home, calm and secure for six men, to the wild thing on stage who oozed attitude and confidence.

At the curtain, the opening band’s final chord hung in the air, then crashed into applause that faded quickly. 

The house lights dimmed another shade. Someone in the crowd shouted Sasha’s name, and hundreds of voices answered it.

Sasha squeezed Nyke’s hand once before letting go. 

Moss took his place at the soundboard. Legend behind his keyboard beneath red lights. Static gave his drum kit an affectionate pat as he leapt up to the platform and settled in. Jett tuned his bass to her left. Cisko, to her right, strapped his guitar on. And Nyke stayed close, but not too close, as lead guitarist, ready to join in on vocals for his parts. 

All the guys had fabulous voices, which added so much depth and resonance to her songs, it felt euphoric singing with them. 

Nyke’s gaze held hers for one breath. Proud. Protective. Patient. Then he stepped back a few feet to give her room to move, and the six of them became the force behind her.

Lydia leaned close to Sasha’s ear. “Give them what they came for.”

“We won’t let you down,” Sasha told her.

Lydia squeezed her hand. “You never do, hon.”

Sasha stepped away from Lydia and walked into the center wash of light.

For one suspended second, the club held its breath. Then the room detonated. The polite applause for the opening act vanished beneath the force of it. This was not appreciation. This was possession. Hands flew up. Boots stomped. Voices climbed over one another until Sasha’s name became a chant, raw and hungry and almost too big for the Pink Panther’s walls.

She stood there and let them have the first few seconds of her silence. Her style was not to rush it. Let the crowd reach. Let them remember they wanted her before she gave them anything.

Behind her, Static lifted both sticks. Jett’s bass gave a low testing growl. Cisko rolled his shoulders and grinned at the front row like he already knew their secrets. Legend’s fingers poised over the keys, dramatic even in stillness. Nyke waited a step behind Sasha’s right shoulder, calm enough to still the whole stage.

Sasha lifted the microphone and flirted with her eyes and a smile. “Miss me?”

The answer hit her like a wave. The balcony shook with screams. The bar crowd pounded glasses against tabletops. Someone near the rail shouted that they loved her. 

And Cisko, because he could never resist, leaned toward his mic. “Get in line,” he said.

The laugh that rolled through the room only made the noise bigger. Sasha shot him a look over her shoulder, all warning and affection. Then she focused on the crowd.

“We brought you something new tonight. Would you like that? I wanted you to hear it first. It’s a bit tough.”

They responded with utter pandemonium. Cheers and excitement bouncing off the walls. “Bring it, Sasha!” Someone shouted. “We love your voice!”

“Thank you,” Sasha said modestly, then added, “Here goes.”

Sasha crossed to the front edge, planted one boot on the monitor, and smiled like she knew exactly what that did to them.

Static counted them in before Cisko could dig the hole he started deeper.

One. Two. Three. Four.

The first song slammed open with Static’s drums, hard and feral. Jett came in beneath him, thick and steady, locking the room to the floorboards. Legend spilled keys over the rhythm like red silk. Cisko’s guitar cut sharp across the top, teasing, then Nyke answered with a riff that made the crowd surge forward as one body.

Then she jumped right into their new song on key and belted out the chorus first.


“Turn it off, when you start to feel,

Turn it off, it isn't real,

Turn it off, when you wanna cry,

Turn it off, don't even try,

To justify...”


And the guys added soft, sexy, and low, 


“Your heart.”


Nyke came in with a kickass lead riff while drums, bass, rhythm, and keys thundered behind them.

Sasha growled out the first verse with all the fury she could summon from her gut.


“Pushed down kicked around,

Stomped on and lied about,

Ridiculed and cheated,

But not defeated.”


The guys rang out the chorus with her.


“Turn it off, when you start to feel,

Turn it off, it isn't real,

Turn it off, when you wanna cry,

Turn it off, don't even try,

To justify...”


Then a quick breakdown, her Six Pack smooth and sexy for, “your heart.”

She leaned toward a voracious crowd for the next verse, making eye contact with as many as she could, and sang, “Bullied and abused, conned taken and used, reeled in with promises, then given nothin’ but excuses.”

The guys jumped in and together they slammed the chorus again, simultaneously harmonizing and alternating lines like a well-oiled machine.


“Turn it off, when you start to feel,

Turn it off, it isn't real,

Turn it off, when you wanna cry,

Turn it off, don't even try,

To justify...your heart.”


Sasha didn’t hold back for the next part. She unleashed everything in her soul and hit them right between the eyes.

“When they say, you're not fit, they don't know shit!

About who you really are, arrogance won't get them far.”

By the fourth chorus, the crowd was sing-shouting it with her. The band backed off for a full breakdown as Sasha held the mic out to her fans. “Sing it loud,” she cheered them on.

“You turn me on, Sasha!” A man in the front row shouted.

She smiled and pointed at him with a wink, then kept moving.

They went wild. And together Sasha, the band, and their fans sang in heartfelt, pounding, unison, 


“Turn it off, when you start to feel,

Turn it off, it isn't real,

Turn it off, when you wanna cry,

Turn it off, don't even try,

To justify...your heart.”


Then she delivered the bridge with staggering intensity, prowling the stage front, crouching as she moved along, her hand extended to those reaching for her.

Sasha sang, “when they trash-talk your name...” 

The band and the crowd came back, “turn it off!”

Sasha, “when they call you insane,”

The return, “turn it off!”

Sasha, “when they stomp on your dignity...”

The crowd screamed, “turn. It. Off!”

Then she dropped her voice and with deliberate ferocity sang, “when they saaaay you will never beee!”

Nyke landed with, “turn it off!” Then he laid down a gritty lead solo.

She hit the chorus again, and the crowd didn’t just sing with her, they felt it. She saw the shift, saw their emotional investment take place. Saw them make the song their own.

They sang, “Your heart...” like they meant it.

She came back with the outro, wrapping up the song low and dangerous,


“When you're shoved from the table,

Of a host who served you poison,

Walk away and don't look back,

Cuz the good Lord had a reason!”


She made a subtle gesture for Static to keep momentum. He didn’t miss a beat as he led them into the next powerhouse song, one the crowd already knew and knew well. Chained Reaction.

The room changed shape around her voice. It rose smoky and sweet, then shifted into attitude, sliding over the band’s power like paper and fire. The crowd knew the hook before she reached it, bodies jumping, mouths open, every face turned toward her as if the rest of the world had narrowed to that one electrified stage.

She turned back to the crowd before the moment could swallow her, but the song carried it with her anyway. Every note seemed to know what she had not said out loud. Every beat pushed the feeling wider, until loving them and leading them and owning this stage all became the same mind-blowing rush.

They soared through the setlist, hours felt like minutes as she rode the high.

When the show finally came to a close after three encores, the band was ushered back to the Green Room.

Sasha couldn’t withhold her excitement. “Did you see them? Oh my gosh! They were awesome!” She threw her arms around Nyke in a fierce hug.

He laughed and hugged her back. Legend, unable to contain himself, joined them and hugged her from behind. At first, the others froze, wondering what her reaction would be, but when she turned and hugged Legend, too, she saw a unified sigh of relief sweep over them. She motioned them forward. Then grabbed Jett by the collar of his vest and tugged him into the circle.

“Get in here, you badass bassist, you. Mercy, you all rocked, totally rocked,” she gushed.

“That was one hell of a ride,” Static said. “I’m still hard.”

Sasha gave him a flirty smile. “Tell me something new.”

Laughter rolled through them.

Warmth, elation, wonder rippled over them as they basked in afterglow, hugging and recapping specific highlights.

“That bridge,” Static said, breathless and wild-eyed, still gripping one drumstick like he might need to prove the point again. “When you dropped your voice and made them wait? I swear half the room forgot how to breathe.”

“Then you brought them back in on the line ‘turn it off,’” Jett said more excited than usual. “They didn’t just sing it. They meant it.”

Sasha gasped, a perpetual smile on her face, holding onto the feeling before it slipped away. “I saw that. Right at the rail. A girl had tears in her eyes, and she was screaming every word like her survival depended on it. I was worried for a minute that she might self-combust.”

Legend touched his heart with theatrical reverence. “And you gave it to her, doll. You turned trauma into a torch and handed it to the congregation.”

Cisko slung an arm around Legend’s shoulders. “Translation, since Shakespeare here swallowed a fog machine, you killed it.”

Legend sniffed. “I said it with elegance.”

“You said it with extra syllables,” Static shot back.

Sasha laughed. She turned in the circle, taking them in one by one. Sweat-dampened hair, flushed faces, beautiful musician hands, eyes still lit from the stage. They looked wrecked and radiant and hers in a way she was only beginning to understand.

Moss, who had been pretending to check levels on a tablet that was no longer connected to anything important, cleared his throat. “Crowd response peaked during the fourth chorus. They came in cleaner than some paying backup singers I’ve heard. Also, nobody tripped over a cable, nobody missed a cue, and nobody put a dent in Lydia’s hallway.”

“That last one feels aimed at me,” Static said.

“If the stick fits,” Moss replied, deadpan.

Nyke had gone quiet beside Sasha, but not distant. His hand rested lightly at the small of her back. “You trusted us tonight,” he said. “All the way.”

The aura softened around the words.

Sasha looked up at him. “Because you had me. Every one of you. Static, you drove it like thunder. Jett, you held the ground under my feet. Legend, those keys made the whole song ache in the best way. Cisko, your guitar was pure badass. Moss, perfectionism at its finest keeping the levels balanced.”

“Badass is my brand,” Cisko said, grinning.

She smiled, then looked back at Nyke. “And you. That solo after the bridge? You made the crowd bend with every string. They literally devoured you.”

Nyke’s expression shifted, vulnerability breaking through the cool exterior before he recovered. “I only followed where you led.”

“No,” she said softly, making sure they all heard it. “You all stood with me. There’s a difference.”

For once, Cisko didn’t joke. Legend’s hand tightened against her shoulder. Static looked down and smiled like he was holding back. Moss blinked too fast and pretended to inspect the tablet again. Jett reached in and squeezed her hand.

Sasha squeezed back. “That was our song tonight. Not mine. Ours.”

Nyke pressed a brief kiss to her temple. “Then we better keep earning the next one.”

Cisko lifted his bottle of water. “To Sasha Sweet and Her Six Pack. May we continue to cause emotional damage, structural damage, and record-breaking bar sales.”

“Leave the structural damage out of it,” Lydia called from the doorway, but she was smiling now.

They laughed, still clinging to one another, still lit with sweat and sound and disbelief. Outside the Green Room, the crowd kept chanting for them, refusing to let the night end cleanly.

Sasha closed her eyes for one heartbeat and let it all sink in. The roar beyond the walls, the arms around her, the six men who had become more than backup, more than bandmates, more than anything she knew how to name yet. Only that they were hers.

When she opened her eyes, Nyke was watching her with that alluring gaze from captivating green eyes, and all she could think was that whatever came next, she was no longer alone.

Lydia cleared her throat. “Sorry to break into this emotionally charged moment, but I have news.”
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Nyke turned to face Lydia. A familiar tension rose in his gut, the kind that said success was only a pipedream, that Dane would always be better, the kind that repeated almost good enough. 

He unclenched his jaw and forced himself to think about Sasha. No. Not this time. Not with her. She made us better than good enough. She brought us to life, accepted us as individual men, not science experiments. She loves us. Her love made us brave enough to step back into the world. 

Nyke sucked in a calming breath. “By the tone in your voice, sounds like you’re gonna drop a bomb on us.”

Lydia let out a sigh. “Maybe a little one.”

The guys settled and shifted their focus toward the slender brunette who’d given them their first break.

“What is it?” Moss asked.

She laid her clipboard on a table. Lydia never put her clipboard down, as if it were an integral piece of her wardrobe.

Nyke felt everyone tense.

“First,” Lydia began, “The Pink Panther’s owner said you’ve outgrown the club already. Fire marshal was breathing down his neck tonight at being way over capacity.”

“What does that mean?” Sasha asked.

“Means you’ve become superstars practically overnight. Your fanbase is massive and pulls in people from all ages and genders. Those songs you write have bite,” Lydia replied. “Secondly, media is climbing the walls for more about the band.”

Sasha tilted her head. “That’s a good thing, right?”

“It can be.” Lydia made a sweeping gesture toward the guys. “But that jagoff who found his way in after your first performance is back and this time, he brought clout.”

“Dane?” Nyke asked.

Lydia nodded. “That’s the one.”

Static’s jaw flinched and his fists tensed, biceps flexing in visible anger.

Legend rolled his eyes and groaned.

Cisko cussed out loud and muttered a few indistinct words that didn’t sound cordial.

Moss began writing notes as if his mind was already mapping out damage control.

Jett’s eyes narrowed but he said nothing.

Nyke stepped forward. “What kind of clout?”

“The kind that says, his daddy has tight connections with bigtime tabloids that feed on any dirt they can dig up.” Lydia’s gaze moved from man-to-man. “I’m not trying to pry here, but there’s a hot rumor circulating that the Six Pack are clones. And Dane has launched a feeding frenzy. He claims to have proof.”

Silence.

They exchanged furtive glances.

Nyke wondered when Dane would initiate war. Their former lead singer had learned through Ellie of their clone status but never made it a public issue since he had stolen Nyke’s girl. 

Now, claws were out. Dane wanted revenge on their band for taking his spotlight. Nyke didn’t know what kind of proof he had uncovered, but his parents did have deep pockets and connections with politicians.

This was the part he and his brothers hated most, the looming threat of a major scandal.

“I see,” Lydia said, giving each man a hard once-over. “Let me give you a little advice. Whatever this creep thinks he has on you needs cleaned up. Honestly, I don’t care if you were raised by a pack of wolves. You’ve got talent and charisma to spare. But your fans will feel cheated if they don’t hear it from you.”

Moss spoke up with composed logic. “A press release? None of us thought we had reached the point of public disclosure. We’re not even signed with a recording label and only have three singles out.”

“Then you’ve underestimated yourselves,” she told them. “I’ve been doing this for ten years and never have I seen anyone fill this place to overflowing.”

Sasha looked worried. “What do we do? If Dane is out there now, with reporters looking for smut, how do we get around that?”

Lydia placed a hand on Sasha’s arm. “Glad you asked. I’ve got a plan.”

“Well lay it on us,” Legend said, sweeping his arms wide.

“We dodge the media that’s waiting in the hall and go live on podcast...tonight. I have connections, too,” she said. “If you’re all willing to dispel the rumors, I have a friend with a studio who’s ready and waiting right now. Whatever skeletons you’re hiding, and don’t try to whitewash me, I see it in your eyes, it’s best to get your side out first, with facts not hearsay. That way, anything Dane or tabloids say afterward won’t matter. Fans will think they’re just hitching a ride for clickbait, YouTube views, or magazine sales. If you’ve got a story...make it your story not theirs or his.”

Legend scoffed. “So much for keeping our personal lives out of headlines.” 

Lydia shrugged. “All part of fame and fortune.”

“I’m still waiting for the fortune part,” Cisko muttered.

“That’s the third thing I want to discuss with you. I’m leaving the Pink Panther,” Lydia announced.

“Oh no,” Sasha gasped. “Because of us?”

Lydia shook her head. “I’m ready for a change. I’m now a booking agent for major venues. Not clubs, but stadiums that can hold massive crowds. Concert arenas with verified security not after-hours bouncers.”

Nyke studied her face and listened to what she wasn’t saying. “The Panther is dropping us, aren’t they?”

She hesitated long enough for all of them to hear the truth before she even said it. Their expressions fell. He felt saddest for Sasha. Her songs. Her voice. Her passion. The way she worked a crowd.

“Back to square one.” Sasha sighed.

Lydia pointed at her. “You didn’t strike me as the type to give up that easily.”

“I didn’t say I was giving up. We’ll just have to start over, and it makes me hurt for the guys. They’ve finally built something that feels real, that belongs to them, and now Dane gets to shove his bullshit into the middle of it. They’ve been down this road before.”

Lydia’s expression softened, but her voice stayed practical. “Then don’t start over. Step up.”

Sasha blinked. “What does that mean?”

“It means the Panther isn’t dropping you because you failed.” Lydia glanced around the room, taking in all seven of them. “They’re stepping back because this building can’t hold what you’ve become. That’s not a setback. That’s proof.”

Cisko rubbed his hand over his jaw. “I like proof better when it comes with cash and no reporters camping in hallways.”

“That part comes next, if you’re smart about it.” Lydia tapped her clipboard once, as if sealing a decision she had already made before walking into the room. “I’d like to be your booking agent.”

For a second, nobody spoke.

Legend recovered first, pressing two fingers against his cheek with dramatic flair. “Lydia, dear, are you proposing a professional union beneath the fluorescent romance of a Green Room?”

“I’m proposing that I can get you in front of crowds big enough to deserve you, with contracts that protect you and security that doesn’t involve me yelling at a bartender to block a hallway.”

Moss straightened. “Terms?”

Lydia pointed at him, approvingly. “That’s exactly why I want to talk details after the podcast. Tonight, you control the story. After that, if you think you’re ready, we map out venues, money, schedules, security, management boundaries, all of it.”

Static looked from Nyke to Sasha to Lydia. “You’re serious?”

“I never joke about money,” Lydia said. “But only if all of you are. Bigger rooms mean more pressure. More fans, more cameras, more people trying to take a piece. I can open doors, but you decide if you’re walking through them as a band.”

Nyke looked at Sasha first, then at each of his brothers. The question sat between them, heavy yet full of hope.

Sasha drew a slow breath and lifted her chin. “We’re ready to hear the plan.”

“Podcast first. Don’t worry. I’m not exploiting you for money. My partner owns ‘Bear with It’. She’s honest. She’ll do a sincere interview of the band, no bullshit, just straight-up your story. Can all of you handle it? Nobody will meltdown on livestream, will they?”

Moss perked up. “I’ve seen that podcast. She has a huge following. She’s good.”

“Thank you.” Lydia smiled. “I agree.” 

Cisko lifted a hand. “Define meltdown. Because if you mean emotional collapse, probably not. If you mean me becoming devastatingly charming under pressure, then yes, tragically, the world should prepare itself.”

Static scoffed. “If charm is your crisis response, we’re doomed.”

“Please,” Cisko said, pressing a hand to his chest. “My crisis response is sarcasm. Charm is my gift to the public.”

Legend swept one arm out as though already addressing an invisible audience. “I, for one, welcome the livestream. At last, the world may witness my abs in real time.”

Moss looked up from whatever list he had started making on his phone. “If you angle your abs toward the camera instead of answering questions, I’m muting your mic.”

Legend let out an exaggerated gasp. “Censorship. Betrayal. Poor lighting.”

“Poor lighting is a legitimate concern,” Moss said. “Also, no one says anything medically specific, legally risky, or emotionally explosive unless we agree first.”

Static folded his arms. “So, I can’t call Dane a spoiled little fame parasite?”

“Not on livestream,” Nyke replied. “Put on your big-boy panties for this.”

“And those were my nice words.” Static scowled at him. “So afterward.”

Nyke’s brows dipped. “Use your inside voice afterward.”

Jett, quiet until then, said, “Static doesn’t have one.”

The room burst into laughter, even Static, who aimed a drumstick at Jett like a warning, failed to look offended.

Sasha leaned into Nyke’s side, smiling despite the obvious fear crawling under her skin. “For the record, if anyone melts down, I vote we make Cisko talk over it until the internet gives up.”

Cisko chuckled, with pride. “At last, my useless superpower has a purpose.”

Lydia stared at all of them for a few long seconds. “That was not reassuring.”

“But it was honest,” Sasha said.

Nyke glanced down at her. “Honest is good. Minimal chaos is better.”

Sasha turned her face toward him. “Excuse me, Mr. Calm Green Eyes, are you implying I bring chaos?”

“I’m implying you walk into a room and conduct starts negotiating.”

“That’s slander. I’m a peaceful woman,” she huffed indignantly.

Static coughed into his fist. “Stage monitors disagree.”

Sasha pointed at him without looking away from Nyke. “Not helping, thunder paws.”

Static lifted both hands and openly admired them. “I embrace accurate pet names.”

Nyke shook his head, laughing. “You did climb a scaffold tonight and flirt with an entire crowd like you were trying to start a small uprising.”

“It was crowd engagement.” Sasha smirked.

Nyke arched a brow. “It was subversion with better boots.”

Cisko gestured between them. “I support this argument. Mostly because Nyke is losing and doesn’t know it yet.”

Nyke didn’t take his eyes off Sasha. “Am I?”

Sasha rose on her toes and tapped one finger against his chest. “You lost the second you called my boots better.”

His gaze dropped to her pretty mouth, then lifted again with effort. “That wasn’t concession. That was tactical admiration.”

“Tactical admiration sounds suspiciously like losing with vocabulary.” She stared at him with playful eyes.

Legend sighed dreamily. “Their foreplay has footnotes.”

Moss rolled his eyes. “No footnotes on the podcast.”

Sasha laughed, and Nyke finally gave in, sliding an arm around her waist. “Fine. You may bring a little chaos.”

“Thank you.” She patted his chest. “And you may continue pretending you’re in charge of it.”

Static leaned toward her. “For the record, if we’re voting on who brings chaos, Sasha wins, but Nyke enables her with that smooth ‘go ahead, darlin, devastate them’ face.”

Nyke looked offended. “I don’t have a devastate-them face.”

Jett lifted two fingers without looking up from his phone. “You do.”

Cisko snapped his fingers. “Thank you. It’s the face he makes right before Sasha says something suggestive and he decides risqué is suddenly a lifestyle choice.”

Sasha blew out a breath, her eyes shimmering impishly. “I am standing right here, being slandered by an entire rhythm section.”

“Technically,” Moss said, “you are being accurately categorized by witnesses with repeated exposure.”

Sasha spun toward him. “Moss, I trusted you.”

Moss held up his phone. “I have timestamps.”

Legend drifted closer, feigning solemnity. “Exhibit A, the monitor climb. Exhibit B, the crowd-wide seduction. Exhibit C, Nyke pretending he was scrutinizing stage safety while composing wedding vows with his eyeballs.”

Nyke’s brows lifted. “Wedding vows?”

“Don’t deny it,” Cisko said. “Your eyes had a minister and a string quartet.”

Static gave Sasha a heated look. “And you were eating it up.”

“I was performing,” Sasha said, chin high.

Jett’s mouth barely moved. “You were flirting with municipal disaster.”

The room cracked up again, Lydia included this time, though she tried to hide it behind a hand over her mouth.

Sasha narrowed her eyes at all six of them. “Fine. Maybe I bring chaos. But I bring high-quality chaos with trendy hair and boots.”

Legend placed a hand over his heart. “At last, a platform I can endorse.”

Moss sighed. “If that becomes the podcast tagline, I’m walking into traffic.”

Cisko beamed. “Sasha Sweet and Her Six Pack, High-Quality Chaos with Trendy Hair and Boots. I’d buy the shirt.”

Nyke nodded, his humor fading just enough to steady the tone again. “We can handle it. We’ll tell the truth. Together.”

“What a relief,” Lydia said, composed and serious again. “I was beginning to wonder how you all survive rehearsals together.”

Sasha smiled. “It gets dicey, but when the music starts, we’re all in for a long night of hard work.”

“It shows. The way you’re all synchronized onstage is incredible. And your songs...who’s the lyricist?”

All six men pointed at Sasha. She gave a modest shrug. “I’ve been hearing songs in my head since I can remember. I can’t explain it. The words just come. Everything around me turns into lyrics.”

Lydia’s eyes widened a little. “Gifted voice. Natural performer. Lyricist...” She paused with an impressed look then added, “A prodigy.”

“That’s what we keep telling her,” Legend said. “She’s too humble to accept it, though.”

Sasha waved them off. “Okay, enough worshipping my accidental genius. Dane’s out there sharpening knives, and I’m not handing him the first cut. Let’s go tell our fans the truth, Six Pack.”
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Static wrung his hands as the band filed into the small studio set up in Lydia’s home. She lived with Kate, who owned the highly regarded ‘Bear with It’ podcast. Everyone in the entertainment business knew of the show. He’d suspected that Lydia was into women by the way her eyes went soft around Sasha. 

Everyone’s eyes went soft around Sasha, he thought to himself.

He hoped his anger issues wouldn’t surface on livestream as he didn’t see anything nearby to hit with his sticks. He certainly wasn’t going to be collateral damage for the band in a high-profile setting.

Sasha had never questioned why he always carried drumsticks in his hand or tucked into his back pocket. She was so easy to be with. Never pretentious. Never judgmental. Only honest acceptance. Her presence added the much-needed composure to the band they’d been without. He sat on an upholstered office chair, one knee bouncing, rolling his sticks between sweaty palms as everyone settled into the studio.

Calling it a studio made Static expect glass walls, soundproof booths, and expensive equipment nobody was allowed to touch. Kate’s studio was warmer than that. Cozier. More threatening, somehow, because it looked like the kind of room where people forgot cameras existed and became vulnerable.

But that’s why they were there, to come clean about their clone status for the first time in public since the files were sealed years ago, when everyone involved turned away from them in different ways, leaving them to fight their way through life on their own until they found each other and chose to be a family of brothers. 

The studio took up the back half of Lydia and Kate’s finished basement, tucked behind a heavy sliding door. Foam panels lined the walls and deep bear-brown squares, broken up by framed concert posters, old podcast art, and a sign shaped like a sleepy bear wearing headphones. Beneath it, glowing amber letters read, Bear with It.

Static tilted his head and found himself staring at the sleepy bear longer than he wanted.

A round table dominated the center of the room, light oak softened by scattered mugs, water bottles, coiled headphone cords, and seven black microphones on adjustable arms. Tiny red lights waited at the base of each one. Beyond the table, cameras stood on tripods, aimed from different angles. One focused on the group where he was expected to behave and not bare his teeth at the Internet.

Good luck with that. He abhorred social media. The only reason he owned a phone was for necessary calls.

Kate moved through the equipment with practiced ease, compact and focused, her dark hair clipped out of her face, sleeves pushed to her elbows. No fake TV smile. No predatory reporter gleam in her eyes. She checked levels, adjusted a camera, then looked at each of them the way a good drummer watched a room before a count-in. Measuring rhythm. Waiting for truth to show up on its own beat.

Lydia stayed near the door with her clipboard under one arm, trying to look like this was business and not her dragging seven lit fuses into her partner’s basement. Her gaze found Kate’s for one quick second, and whatever passed between them was genuine and private enough that Static looked away.

Nyke noticed, of course. Nyke noticed everything. He took the chair closest to Sasha but angled himself so he could see every camera, every brother, every door. Leader mode. Relaxed jaw. Eyes steady. Static could practically hear him building a wall out of silence and willpower.

Sasha sat beside him, smaller than she looked onstage yet still impossible to miss. Her hair spilled over one shoulder in wild streaks of honey blonde and chestnut brown, and she kept her chin up even though Static saw her hand slip under the table to find Nyke’s. Nyke’s fingers closed around hers immediately. Even Sasha, as tough as she was, needed reassurance from their alpha.

That helped. Not enough to stop Static’s knee from bouncing, but enough to keep him from wanting to test the acoustics by drumming on the table.

Cisko dropped into his seat like he was arriving late to his own talk show. He spun the microphone toward his mouth, grinned at the little red light, then glanced at Moss. “Before you say it, yes, I know this is not a toy.”

“Then stop playing with it,” Moss said, settling into the chair at the end of the table with his phone, a notepad, and what looked like three emergency pens arranged in a line.

Legend chose the seat that gave him the best camera angle, of course he did. He adjusted his collar, preened his hair, and murmured, “If I must bare my soul, I refuse to do it with my best side underrepresented.”

Jett sat without fuss, bass-callused hands loose between his knees. Quiet. Watchful. He sat in the chair slightly behind Sasha’s.

Static ended up two seats down from Sasha, close enough to hear her breathe, far enough that he could pretend he was not using the sound to regulate himself. His sticks clicked once against his palm.

Moss’s gaze snapped to him. “No percussion on the table.”

“Didn’t touch the table.” Static lifted the sticks. “I’m being instrumentally responsible.” 

Cisko rubbernecked around Legend. “Everyone note the date. Static has declared instrumental responsibility on record. Tables and all other innocent furniture pieces are now safe.”

Static flipped him off. “Don’t make me instrumentally irresponsible near your face.”

Kate’s mouth lifted at one corner as she slipped headphones over one ear. “I’m starting to understand the band dynamic.”

“You poor thing,” Legend said softly.

But the joke eased some of the tension. Static felt it happen. Shoulders dropped by inches. Cisko’s grin stopped looking fake. Moss quit rearranging his pens. Jett’s gaze flicked to Sasha, then Nyke, then settled again. Even Lydia exhaled.

Kate slid into the host chair across from them and folded her hands beside the soundboard. “We’ll go live in two minutes. I’m not here to ambush you. I’ll ask direct questions, and you can answer in your own words. If you need a breath, take one. If anyone needs to stop, say stop. Clear?”

Static stared at her, waiting for the catch. Reporters always had one. Dane lived inside catches. Every question was a hook. Every smile wanted blood.

Kate only waited.

Sasha looked around the table at all of them. Not above them. Not in front of them. With them. “Clear,” she said.

Nyke nodded once. “Clear.”

Around the table, his brothers echoed it in their own ways. Moss crisp. Cisko too carefree. Legend melodramatic. Jett discreet. Static last, because the word had to scrape past every ugly thing his parents made him believe about himself, and over Dane’s gossip about their private lives.

“Clear,” he said, gripping his sticks until the edges bit his palm.

Kate pressed one button on the soundboard. A soft chime sounded through the room, too cheerful for the bomb they were about to drop on the world.

Static’s knee bounced harder.

The red lights came alive.

Here we go, Static thought. Not backstage. Not behind closed doors. Not whispering around sealed files and family damage. Out loud. In public. Under lights that didn’t blink.

Kate leaned toward her microphone, and her voice changed without becoming fake. Warmer, lower, controlled. Too controlled. Like she knew one wrong word could turn the room into shrapnel. “Welcome back to Bear with It. I’m Kate Sunniva, and tonight’s episode is coming to you live at a very unusual hour, for a very urgent reason.”

Cisko mouthed, dramatic, at Legend, but the joke died before it reached his eyes.

Legend mouthed back, respectful, a hand over his heart, his smile stretched thin.

Static didn’t laugh. Not even close.

He could feel old instinct climbing his spine, make a joke sharper than Cisko’s, hit louder than the fear, turn ugly before anybody had the chance to belittle him. That was the problem with cameras. They didn’t leave room for survival habits. They only recorded them.

Kate continued, “If you were anywhere near the Pink Panther tonight, you already know my guests packed the place beyond reason, gave the crowd a show people will be talking about for weeks, then walked straight into a rumor storm already spreading faster than anyone in this room can control.”

Her gaze moved across them, not hunting for weakness, but not letting any of them hide either. “Sasha Sweet and Her Six Pack are here because they asked to speak directly to their fans before someone else sells pieces of their lives for attention. Sasha, Nyke, Cisko, Legend, Static, Moss, Jett...thank you for trusting me with this. I know what going live means. I know there is no taking these words back.”

Sasha leaned in first. Static loved and hated that in equal measure because bravery looked too much like a target tonight. “Thanks for giving us a place to tell it ourselves.”

Kate nodded once. No easing them in. No soft landing. “Then I’m going to start simple and direct. There’s a rumor spreading tonight that the six men in this band are clones. Is that true?”

Static hated the word before Kate even finished saying it. Clones. Six letters that made strangers think they had a right to judge. 

Six letters that stripped childhood innocence, bad choices, favorite songs, first punches, first kisses, the stupid cereal Cisko loved, the way Jett heard a room, the mask Legend wore like The Lone Ranger, the way Nyke offered calm in a storm, and the way Moss kept everyone from falling apart by pretending schedules could save them.

No one moved.

Somewhere on Kate’s monitor, the live chat began to move faster. Static saw it from the corner of his eye, a blur of names and reactions turning into a digital swarm. Comments stacked over one another too quickly to read, but a few words punched through anyway. Clones? Is this real? Wait, all six? Someone clip this.

Static heard every tiny sound in the room. The faint buzz from the lights. Moss’s pen clicking once, then stopping. Sasha’s tiny gasp. His own pulse, ugly and loud, beating in his ears like his old man’s fists from the past.

Nyke leaned toward his mic. He didn’t look at the cameras. He looked at Kate, then at his brothers, then at Sasha. “Yes.”

One word. Clean as a blade. That was Nyke.

Static’s stomach dropped anyway. Across the table, Kate’s screen lit with a fresh surge of motion. Hearts, shocked-face emojis, and angry little bursts of text climbed the side of the feed. The viewer count jumped, paused, then jumped again. The world had heard it. The world was already deciding what to do with it.

Cisko’s gaze darted toward the monitor, and the last of his stage grin slipped. “Viewer count’s climbing,” he murmured, too low for the mic to catch unless the mic was feeling cruel.

Moss looked despite himself, then looked away like numbers had teeth. “Don’t watch it,” he said, but his hand had already shifted his notepad closer, as if he could organize panic into columns.

Cisko leaned a little closer to his mic, eyes still on the monitor. “For everyone asking if this is a stunt, no. I wish I were committed enough to reorganize my entire childhood around it, but sadly, I’m not.”

Moss shot him a warning look, then faced the mic too. “What he means is, yes, this is real. We understand it sounds impossible. That’s why we chose to say it here, clearly, before it becomes a spectacle without context.”

For a second, Static imagined Dane watching somewhere with that smug little sneer, waiting for them to stumble so he could gloat. The thought put heat behind Static’s eyes. He wanted Dane in the room. Wanted him close enough to hear exactly what fear sounded like when it turned and bared its teeth.

On the monitor, the questions turned jagged. Who did this to them? Are they okay? This feels illegal. Was Dane involved? Protect Sasha. The last one flashed by so fast Static almost missed it, but it still hit hard.

Kate’s eyes flicked to the monitor. Her expression changed by a fraction, host-warmth narrowing into podcast moderator. She touched a key on her laptop without looking away from them. “Quick note for the chat,” she said into the mic, unflustered yet no room for argument. “Questions are welcome. Dehumanizing language is not. If you type it, lab rat, or anything that treats my guests like objects, you’re gone.”

Static stared at her. Not because the rules were complicated. Because she had said it fast, like she had been ready for it. Like she had expected the worst from strangers and decided ahead of time they would not get to spit it all over the table.

Sasha saw Protect Sasha after Static did. Her lips pulled inward, not fear exactly, more like frustration at being turned into the fragile one while the men beside her bled on camera. “They need to protect all of you,” she whispered.

Nyke’s focus cut to her for a moment before he faced the camera again. His hand tightened around hers under the table.

Sasha lifted her chin toward the screen. “Don’t you dare make this about protecting me from them. They’re not dangerous to me. They’re my band, my family, and the safest place I’ve ever stood.”

Static blinked at her sharp retort. She was still the same tough girl who walked into their garage a few months ago.

Nyke’s voice followed hers, low and firm. “If you care about Sasha, believe her when she tells you who we are to her.”

Kate didn’t flinch. “Thank you. I know that took courage to say plainly. Now help people understand before some idiot spills his version.”

Moss answered before anyone else could make a joke sharp enough to bleed. His voice was level, but Static saw one of those careful emergency pens roll under his palm. “It means we share the same original genetic source. We were carried by different mothers, raised in different homes, and kept apart until we found each other later. We’re not copies in the way people like to imagine. We’re human beings.”

Static listened to Moss. Moss made it sound clean because somebody had to. But none of it had been clean. Not the paperwork. Not the secrets. Not the way adults had used careful words to hide what they had done to children who would grow
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