Second Chances for Second Best

Provisional first officer Boimler, personal log, stardate 59699.7. After a rather difficult second contact mission, the Cerritos crew is enjoying some well-deserved downtime, and so am I. Captain Ransom was... insistent... that I take some time to myself after the last few missions, and after this last mission he practically ordered it. Mariner is taking care of any duties I may have had in the meantime; a reassignment she was oddly cheery to take on. Not going to lie: I’m at least a little concerned what she’s got in store for me, but that’s something I can tackle after I try to relax a little. 

Honestly, I don’t expect to relax for long... Rutherford is on a mission with Tendi right now, and he’s been more... excited around her, for a while now – actually, I think that started when he lost his implant. I’ll probably have about an hour before Rutherford barges in and asks for some help “relaxing” himself. He’s been on a real “hot streak,” and I’ve been feeling it. Every inch of it...
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The USS Cerritos hummed quietly around the ship. The dimmed viewports gave a safe view of the port nacelle, close as it was to Boimler’s shared quarters. The officer peered out to the blanket of stars, reflecting on his last mission. The dual planet’s culture had a stigma around twins – not against them, mind. The Dovians – before their species was capable of interplanetary travel – held their twin planet in high esteem, and considered any pair of children born together as auspicious, blessing their family. As they advanced closer to making homes on this twin planet, the blessing of having twins seemed to turn into a curse on having anything more or less. They managed to genetically engineer their childbirths to skyrocket the rate of twin births, to the point that – no matter how healthy – bearing a single child was considered a defective birth.

Of course it wasn’t the Cerritos’s duty to undo this cultural stigma – no matter how frustrating it made the mission – but one way or another, it weighed on Boimler’s mind. It had been a little over a month since the dimensional rift was opened, and consequently stabilized by the ship’s crew, but the events preceding such a paradigm shift opened an old wound in Brad. The information needed to begin saving their universe was supplied by none other than his thought-to-be-dead transporter clone, William. The urgency of the situation left him little room to digest the facts, but... William was alive. His own twin, in a sense, resurrected. And yet, even after the dust settled, Brad never even got the chance to see the man who helped save their lives. The hustle and bustle of reorganizing command structures – both on Starbase 80 and on the Cerritos herself – left little room for the Boimlers to reconnect, and they slipped out of each others’ grasps.

Brad was thankful at the time, but the events on Dovii clearly stirred something within him. It was rough enough, coming to terms with William’s death when it happened. He had thought back on his grief a few times since then, and recognized the selfish nature of it: the two of them were the same person before the transporter cloning occurred, so there was hardly enough in Brad’s mind that really distinguished William as a real person separate from him, so when he thought of William’s death, he only saw what could happen to him. As time passed, though, he ventured the life William enjoyed, and all his unique experiences. Quickly as William’s own life separate from Brad was carved out, it was just as quickly snuffed out, far as he could see at the time. Now? Knowing William was alive, he couldn’t help but feel awash with emotions – emotions too complicated for him to associate with “just a transporter clone.”

Boimler stared out the viewport. One of the planets that made up Dovii eclipsed the other, as the Cerritos hovered in orbit. They seemed so similar from up here; one only seemed so prominent because it was right in front of him. He grimaced. Every damn thing about this planet kept William on his mind. He paced to the bottom bunk of the room. Naps never did much for Boimler, but at this point, he’d try anything to shut his thoughts up.

His head barely met the pillow when the door bell rang. He jolted up, forehead meeting the well-formed dent in the metal ceiling of his bunk.

“Ow--!! Damnit...” Boimler cursed. He scowled, rubbing his forehead. Rutherford must have arrived sooner than he realized, or maybe he actually fell asleep. It was nice of him to ring the bell first; there were days he was too riled up to wait. “Come in...”

The door opened, and a familiar voice greeted him. “Provisional First Officer, huh?”

Not the voice he expected, but definitely very familiar. One he hears played back to him in every personal log.

Brad whipped around to the door, throwing himself to his feet. “W-- William!?”
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At the door was a mirror of himself: a man sharing his purple cowlicked hair and downturned nose. There was more that separated them now compared to last time, though, their uniforms being the core difference. William sported the USS Titan uniform, with its black top layer over the command red undershirt, and on his collar stood four proud gold pips: the insignia of a Starfleet captain. His face was clean-shaven, standing apart from Brad’s hard-earned beard. Something seemed strange about William’s hair, compared to what he always saw in the mirror, but Brad couldn’t quite pin it down. Even still, the man before him was a glimpse at Brad’s past self in so many ways.

William wore a smug grin as Brad turned to see him, but his face shifted in surprise quickly, followed by a more earnest smile. “Wow! Love the beard, man! Maybe I should’ve started growing one out, too!”

Brad couldn’t reply. He stood there, jaw agape. He blinked. Were it not for the ache across his forehead, he would think this a dream. That might also be keeping him from thinking clearly about the situation. It was as good an excuse as any to explain his outburst:

“Where were you!?”

William stepped back. He was caught off-guard. Why wouldn’t he be? Brad wasn’t even certain where that came from. “Wh... What are you talking about...?” William stammered. “I know you got my message back when--”

“I mean...!” Brad struggled to collect himself. “I know now where you were, but...” The words were scrambled in his head; this sudden appearance alongside his frustrating train of thought made it an uphill battle just to speak. “William, I thought you were dead! Everyone we knew thought you were dead, on the Titan and the Cerritos, and now you just show up out of nowhere, tell everyone you were on some multiversal adventures as the captain of a top-secret ship on a top-secret mission...!”

“Well, yeah,” William chuckled, awkwardly. “I mean, I still can’t even say who faked my death and gave me the Anaximander in the first place; can you imagine the outrage if people heard about our wild goose chase to keep our universe from falling apart?”

“Why did they even need to fake your death!?”

William could only mumble excuses, nothing he seemed to believe. His eyes darted around the room, not once meeting Brad’s again; it must’ve been a while since he was on the verbal back foot like this. Brad’s frown deepened.

“Will, do you even realize what that did to the people around you?” His anger burned in his eyes as they moistened. “I mourned you! I lost grip trying to understand what happened to you; it was a whole episode over the chaotic nature of life and death... I don’t even know how our-- your friends on the Titan took the news of your ‘death’! Do they even know you’re still alive?”

“I...” William gulped. “Look, there was a reason they chose me as captain, Brad! Mine was the easiest existence they could just clear out with the least consequence, with the best track record! As long as you were still around--”

“I don’t give a shit about that!” It was rare for Brad to raise his voice like he was with William now. He closed his eyes and breathed. A slow exhale. “Will, how am I supposed to handle you being alive now? How do I even approach my own twin coming back to life out of nowhere – and more importantly, how do I deal with you just showing up on my ship out of the blue?” His expression softened. The question finally came to mind: “Will, why are you on the Cerritos right now?”

After avoiding his gaze so sheepishly, it was hard to believe which of them outranked the other, but William finally chose to look Bradward dead in the eyes.

“Well, I wanted to see you.” William made an honest effort to cut the tension, to smile as he explained himself. “You, and Mariner, Rutherford, Tendi... I missed my friends.” His eyes dropped away as he reminisced. “I actually found a Mariner from another world, where she seemed so much different from the one you and I were friends with. She’s a brilliant engineer, completely averse to danger, and yet... Meeting her when I was at my most frustrated with the multiverse?” There was a deep warmth in his smile – a warmth that seemed to cool Brad’s rage, just with one look. “I felt like I was home.”

For just a moment, hearing how he spoke of Mariner – a different Mariner, oddly enough – Brad started to feel himself reconnect with his lost clone. He smiled back at William, before thinking through his reason again. “Well, Mariner and the others make a lot of sense, but... Why me? We didn’t exactly part on great terms.”

“Well,” William shrugged, “was I really going to reconnect with the others without seeing you too? Not to mention I probably owed you an apology for that, uh... ‘Almost destroyed our universe’ event.”

“Oh, come on, it was...” Brad thought for a moment, before correcting himself. “It wasn’t nothing, but you sent that cosmic wave our way for a reason: you knew we kick ass!”

Will chuckled. “You almost sound like Mariner, saying that!”

“Well, she said it first.” Brad chuckled for a moment, when he looked back at William. As their eyes met, he felt strange, recognizing a pair of contradictory ideas: the first was that – for all they still shared – their experiences made them starkly different people than they started. The thought came from something he could see in the captain’s eyes: 

“That’s not the only reason you wanted to see me, was it?”

William didn’t say another word. He didn’t have to. The Boimlers – staring into each other’s eyes – understood what he was looking for, and what Brad was now looking for too. The second idea that came to his mind: in spite of how their different experiences divided them, there was still a clear connection between these two men – one extending beyond their shared strands of DNA.

In sync, the clones closed in on one another, locking lips eagerly. Each of them wrestled the other, tongue against tongue, eyes shut as they embraced the passion. Right here, right now, they chose to live out a dream they shared – though not one that came to be until they separated. An old phrase from centuries back came to mind for Brad: absence makes the heart grow fonder. The longer they were apart, the more the clones grew to miss one another, and now they sought to join together again; to deny what separated them to begin with and become one. As they tasted each other’s saliva, though, their division proved to be more satisfying than they could imagine.

William suckled on Brad’s lower lip, as the lieutenant pulled back. Will was the greedier of the two, as he was ready to dive back in for more. Brad could barely breathe between each sloppy kiss his clone stole, but a gentle push back on Will’s shoulders gave him time to speak his mind. “Get out of uniform,” he demanded.

“Are you trying to order me around?” William smirked. There was a cockiness in the smile, but a surprise in his eyes. “Do I have to remind you how many pips I’ve got?”

“Oh no no no,” Brad chided. “Just because we took care of that wave, doesn’t mean you don’t owe me for that!” He didn’t mean it; he was just gambling. Brad remembered how William secured his stay on the Titan just by keeping his mouth shut, and there was something about his actions there that seemed so much like the shittiest, people-pleasing version of him, even as he left for the Cerritos. If he still has any of that passivity within him, then maybe a good push would be enough... “Drop rank, and drop trow!”

The captain’s surprise was clear on his face now, but it only morphed his smile slightly. He raised his arm and saluted Brad. “Yes sir!” Brad beamed as he watched Will reach for his jacket so eagerly. He knew there was something of a pillow princess in the both of them, but he didn’t think it’d be so easy to pull his own strings like that. He reached for his own jacket and stripped himself down. The two were practically racing to see who could remove their full uniform first. Jackets, boots, trousers, undershirts, briefs... Each layer tossed to the far side of the ship quarters’ couch. William kept the lead, though – standing nude in front of a hunched-over Bradward, who was pulling his tighty whities off one last leg. His cock dangled between his legs – that hooded sausage both Brad and Will were so familiar with – but it was still strange for the first officer to see a perfect copy of it, half-hard and growing in front of him. He almost didn’t realize how hard he had to be before his glans peeked out from under his foreskin.

Brad didn’t spare another second in taking charge. His briefs were still midair when he threw himself onto Will again, this time headfirst onto his chest. William’s moans filled the room as Brad sucked on his teats, licking and nibbling gently on the pink, erected nipples.

“Oh god...!” William gasped. “K-keep going-- Ah!” He could barely get another word out before Brad’s hand found its way to his backside. Digits explored the surface of his tightened pucker and grazed the hairs on his meaty cheeks. His own hands strayed down to his junk, cupping his nuts and fiddling with his hard dick.

Bradward caught on quickly to the captain’s selfish play, and worked his free hand onto one of Will’s wrists. He almost had to yank the arm over, but some coaxing got Will to start fondling Brad’s package instead. Just having his digits massaging the underside of his sack was enough to turn the first officer on, and he could feel his hard cock bobbing up and down, foreskin licking Will’s arm beneath it. Brushing against Will’s skin with the faintest touch of his hard-on... The teasing sensitivity... He moaned as his beard swept along Will’s chest.

He was losing patience, but Will’s hole seemed receptive to his fingers already. Brad slipped inside with ease, coaxing a whimper from the captain. “H-hey...!”

The first officer pulled his face back. “How’s that feel?”

“S-so good...” William whined. “When did you get so assertive...?”

“When I actually starting taking command and had to be the boss.” Not necessarily untrue, as long as he meant working as a lieutenant, but Brad didn’t want to admit this was the first time he’d taken the lead in sex. Then again, what were the odds that William had done any better...? The Boimlers couldn’t claim to have much of a body count before even getting on the Titan, and most of Brad’s lucky nights were more submissive. Still, if Brad knew how to please anyone... Two fingers wiggled inside William’s ass. “You want more?”

“Yes...!” If it wasn’t in his voice, William pleaded with his eyes. “Yes, yes, please keep going...!”

Brad grinned. His fingers rubbed against Will’s wall, giving just a hint of pressure against the inside as he slid them out. Will shuddered. The first officer stood at attention, as the captain buckled meekly before him. “Come on,” he ordered, “bend over the couch.”

No backtalk. Excited as he was, William couldn’t throw himself onto the arm of the couch fast enough. Seeing his eagerness, Brad felt something awakening inside him. Before he was just testing what he could get away with, but to see his clone willing to prostrate himself ass-first, moaning in pleasure from his fingers, practically begging to take his cock up his butt... Authority welled up in his chest, warm and invigorating. He was the one in charge, and that was getting them both off.

Brad smirked. Confident, he strode to the bent-over captain and placed his hands on his waist. He guided Will’s hips and his own, aligning them until his pecker kissed the pink, loosened hole between those healthy glutes. He teased that hole, little by little. Just as his tip kissed his clone’s arm earlier, he smooched the pucker, glans and foreskin brushing along the sensitive skin. William could only whimper as Brad continued to torment him.

But hypersensitivity was a shared weakness, as Brad’s urge to plunge deep into Will grew exponentially with each tantalizing second. Resisting his urges for much longer was futile. His pre was slathered over the hole now, though, so it only took one thrust before his cock slipped inside.
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“Fuck...!” The euphoria hit both clones so hard, they weren’t sure which one cursed – maybe they harmonized. But it hardly mattered. Will felt a deep hunger to take as much of Brad’s dick as he could, and Brad felt himself rutting. No more patience, no more gentle teasing; Brad pushed himself in as deep as he could go, and Will screamed in pleasure. Now balls deep, but it wasn’t enough for the clones. Bradward pulled back and slammed back in, again, again, again, again, no concern for pacing himself. Every other thrust milked a moan or shudder from Will, happily draped over the couch, ass cheeks red and bouncing as Brad’s thighs clapped into them. Both were flushed, lost in the passion.

Neither one kept track of time, but both could feel the pleasure rise dramatically. Brad’s grip on Will’s sides tightened, as he fucked him harder and faster, jackhammering inside his pale butt. The captain’s moans were more erratic, louder, out of rhythm, curses woven in between. “Holy shit... Brad... I’m gonna...!” Each word plowed out of his throat by Brad’s cock, they almost didn’t come out fast enough. “Brad, I’m gonna... Gonna cum...! Fuck...!”

“Y-yeah...! Me too...!” Brad whined. His commanding facade dropped as the pleasure overwhelmed him. All that mattered to either of them was this release, this passion.

Once again, William was first to win the race, and with one shout, his jizz painted the side of the couch. It slobbered out of his already softening dick, as he whimpered in ecstasy. White-hot pleasure shot through Brad’s whole body shortly after, as he came inside Will. Undignified mewling filled the quarters, as they both rode the passion of their orgasms with each other. They were one once again, for this spectacular moment alone. Even as they came down from their shared seat in heaven, they were both panting, and soon they were both giggling over the whole ordeal.
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Brad pulled himself out of Will, and before another word, they both threw themselves onto the couch. Will landed ass-first beside Brad, only to groan and roll over, draping himself over his clone. “Oww... Did you have to get so rough?”

“Oh, come on,” Bradward protested, “that couldn’t have been that bad! Since Rutherford lost his implant, he’s gone berserk on me! Couldn’t sit for like, a week after the rift opened.” He grimaced, thinking about it. “Made bridge duty really awkward, especially now that Ransom’s got his eyes on me all the time...”

Will chuckled. “Sounds like you’re living it up here! Maybe I should’ve volunteered to come back, too.” He ran a hand over Brad’s face, namely his fuzzy jawline. “But what’s this all about? The beard looks great, but it’s like looking I’m looking at a Riker cosplayer or something!”

“Oh, like you get to talk, William!” Brad rubs his hand over Will’s crown, running his hand through his hair. He traces along the side of Will’s head, feeling something different from what he expected. He twirls a bit of the captain’s violet hair in his fingers, scrutinizing the scalp beneath. “Wow, though, did your hairline recede a bit or something? Secret mission must’ve been some stressful work, huh?”

“You have no idea!” Will acted exasperated, though that smile didn’t seem to fade. “The multiverse was so exhausting at first, just running into cheap ‘what if’s’ of ourselves and the big names in Starfleet! Do you know how many Harry Kims I ran into? The only one that wasn’t an ensign went insane and started that whole dimensional wave mess!”

Brad sheepishly grinned. “Seriously? Must be hard being that guy...”

Will twirled his finger over Brad’s chest, still reminiscing. “Yeah... We found the folks responsible for all the other rifts that were cracking open, though: their captain was a Lily Sloane that was working on a multiverse-travelling ship instead of the first warp ship! She kind of opened my eyes to what potential the multiverse has, though: exploring space like you do is all about discovering new species, but we get to discover a lot more about us and reflections of ourselves through all the universes we visit.”

Brad smiled at Will. There was a chance the two were thinking the same thing, but the first officer wouldn’t dare speak it out loud: they were lucky enough to discover and explore more about themselves without the multiverse. Just that thought alone, though, brought a new thought to mind. “How did you even sneak away from the Anaximander? You’re still the captain, right? You can’t stay for very long, can you?”

Will didn’t look up. His smile didn’t waver, but there was a sombre undertone to his voice. “Yeah, I heard the Cerritos was in range, so I scheduled a vacation day really quick. My team wasn’t too happy with the sudden change in plans. I hailed Mariner and convinced her to give me a chance to talk to you, then see if I could hang out with everyone else for a bit. I have at least a few more hours, still.”

Brad relaxed against the cushions of the couch. He could see the viewport from where he was sitting. The ship had drifted a bit since William’s arrival. The two Dovii planets sat as equals amidst a blanket of stars. He sighed in relief, and caressed William’s hair again. The mission was rough, but he’ll remember the view fondly.
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