
        
            
                
            
        

    
1 ~ Unintentionally Intelligent

This was quite dangerous, Dr. WingDings Gaster knew. Very dangerous, in fact, not to mention illegal. If it were found out, he could quite possibly not only lose his job as the Royal Scientist, but…

Well, there was no prison in the Underground, but they very well could make one for his imprisonment. 

Technically, it was only mildly illegal right now, as both DTW-Subjects 642 and 643 were physically alive, but had no Souls. A case could be made that the creation of and experimentation on them was not much different that the growth of and experimentation on plants. Annoying Dog knew they were no more sentient than one.

On top of that, he had not yet even removed S643 from its suspension tank, and therefore, hadn’t technically experimented on it at all. 

There was the small matter that they were made of the organic matter and Magic of a living monster, and, indeed, this matter had to be taken from a living host through some rather unorthodox means (a laser cutter, what might have been considered overdosing on painkillers, and much agonized cursing may or may not have been involved), but as said living host was Gaster himself and not a random volunteer, he also thought that he could make a rather convincing argument as to why what he was doing was perfectly alright, as, as far as he was aware, there was no law against cutting out parts of yourself for your own scientific interests. Regardless of the holes in his hands.

Yes, he was convinced that if he left the project as it was, and if it were discovered, he could wiggle out of any tricky ethical situation he might be put in, especially considering all his past experience in doing so. 

Unfortunately, he could not leave the project as it was.

The entire purpose of the DTW project was to create a weapon strong enough to destroy humanity once the Barrier was broken, and bonus points if said weapon could also break the Barrier. But, in order to do that, the weapon had to be either one of two things. It could have been a machine of some kind, but Gaster ruled that out not only because that meant the machine would require an operator, but also because the subjects were most certainly not machines. Otherwise, at the very least, the weapon had to have more cognitive capacity than that of a vegetable.

Which, currently, neither S642 nor the still-suspended S643 had.

Fortunately, Gaster had a pretty good idea of how to jump-start S642’s mental ability: give it a Soul, or, at least, a fraction of one. And if it didn’t work, well, he could try something else with S643. 

There were two problems with this, though. Firstly, Souls didn’t exactly just grow on trees, ripe for the picking and shoving into cloned skeleton monster frames’ chests. Secondly, the instant that he put that Soul piece into S642, his experiments on it became much, much more illegal. Because no matter how stupid and unintelligent S642 might be, if it had a Soul, it was considered sentient, it could feel emotion. And if it could do that…

Well. After Gaster’s last few mishaps involving monster volunteers, the experimentation on sentient monsters had been banned.

Gaster had even been made to sit through a twenty minute lecture from Asgore about not experimenting on monsters, regardless of whether or not they volunteered. He had nodded obediently through the whole thing, and at the end, had promised not to do that anymore.

That was the whole reason for S642 and S643. He had planned on making a test subject. S642 was the first subject he had attempted to create using living matter, instead of monster dust, S643 the second. They were also the first mildly successful attempts, out of his 643 tries. 

Hence the DTW-Subject 642, and then 643. 

But then there was the whole issue of them being completely incompetent. And not just stupid. Since removing S642 from the suspension tank, Gaster had found, it didn’t have the intelligence to swallow water that was poured into its mouth. 

In light of that, a case could even be made that it was less intelligent than a plant, as plants, at the very least, could absorb water. 

Which, again, wouldn’t work for what Gaster needed it for.

So, then.

Screw illegal.

He was going to give S642 a Soul. 

He had a programmable laser cutter. And drugs. And a monster could survive without the full physical form of it’s Soul. And he often spent days in end in his private lab, without coming out, so no one would suspect something if he passed out and didn’t wake up for several days. 

He was goingto give S642 a Soul. 

Well. Okay, no he wasn’t. He was going to give S642 a fraction of a Soul. Just a small piece. If he gave it a whole Soul, that would not only kill Gaster himself, but probably give it more intelligence than he wanted it to have. 

He just wanted it to be smart enough to work efficiently, and follow commands.

A small shard of his own Soul.

~o0o~

It worked better than he had expected it to.

Granted, there were the side effects. As his Soul hadn’t yet fully healed, Gaster was almost constantly on painkillers, so much so to the point that some of the other scientists in the lab thought he might be addicted to drugs. On top of that, with the small chunk of his Soul gone, his Magic capacity had gone down a bit. He had never had a super incredible amount of stamina in the first place, and while his attacks could pack quite a punch, he never managed to last in a battle for more than twenty to thirty minutes.

Now, he supposed, his maximum time would be more around twenty six or twenty seven minutes. Comparing that to the minimum for admittance to the Royal Guard, which was at the very least an hour in sustained combat…

Well. He was a scientist, and had no intention of being in war himself ever again.

Really, though, it was worth it.

Because only hours after inserting the Soul fragment into S642, it had already shown a flicker of mental activity. It had also started twitching almost constantly, which, compared to its deathly stillness prior to the Soul fragment, Gaster considered to be an improvement. 

After removing it from the suspension tank that it had originally been grown in, Gaster had been force-feeding it a solution he had concocted that contained all the Magic and nutrients it had needed to survive. This had been a little tricky, as S642 hadn’t even moved so much as to swallow the solution, but that wasn’t a problem now. 

When he had lifted it off the table that had been its residing place for the last month since he had taken it out of suspension, its twitching stopped. That in itself was an achievement for Gaster, as it meant that S642 was most definitely aware of its surroundings to some degree. And when he had carefully pulled S642’s jaw open and started dripping the solution into its mouth, he had been pleasantly astonished to see it actively sucking at the liquid, and eventually swallowing it. And when there was none of the solution left, and Gaster had laid it out again on the table, it had curled up on its side and gone to sleep. 

Gaster was, needless to say, incredibly pleased.

But that didn’t mean he was done. No, his work had only just begun. 

Because now that S642 was sentient, however minimally, it meant he could get to work on the whole turning-it-into-a-weapon thing. 

On top of that, there were accommodations that needed to be made. He couldn’t just leave it lying on the table, it might fall and damage itself. And if it didn’t damage itself, it could wander away and get into trouble and then damage itself. 

So he had to find a way to keep it safe, at least until it was stronger. That wouldn’t be too impossibly hard, he supposed. When the lab had been built, Asgore had insisted that a small living quarters be built off the side Gaster’s private lab, as he knew his Royal Scientist often went overnight, and then over multiple nights, at the lab. Gaster rarely used the room, more often than not spending two or three nights without sleep then eventually crashing at his desk, but it would make a decent place to keep S642. 

There were a few other details, but they were small, and wouldn’t be difficult to work out.

~o0o~

Gaster was incredibly happy, and the whole True Lab knew it.

For nearly the last ten years, the Lab and its staff had been attempting to build the CORE unit, or the Central Optimal Resourced Energy unit. For the last five years, they had designed and built a variety of CORE prototypes, none of which had worked.

In the last week, three different prototypes blew up, and Gaster only threatened to fire people two times. Normally, it was more like twenty times per incident. 

And he was smiling. Complimenting people. Actually legitimately looking at proposed designs before discarding them. 

To be honest, all the scientists were freaked out more than a little bit, and very worried that something bad was about to happen. 

~o0o~

Gaster was indeed very happy.

The Soul fragment in S642’s chest was growing exponentially. In just a few weeks, it was nearly twice the size it had been when he put it there. 

Along with that came other things, namely its level of cognizance. 

For one thing, it recognized when Gaster fed it, and became quite restless if he was even a few minutes late. For another, he only just had to hold the bottle containing the food solution to its jaw. It readily did the rest, tipping back its skull and swallowing the liquid easily. 

S642 also slept nearly constantly when Gaster wasn’t feeding it or running tests and checking its health. And even then, it did sleep occasionally during the latter. Gaster wasn’t particularly concerned by this, though. S642 was a developing being, and required much rest.

The first time S642 opened its eyes was about four months after first receiving the Soul fragment. By then, the Soul fragment was hardly a fragment anymore. Its Soul was nearly three fourths the size an infant monster’s would be, and almost the right shape.

Gaster had been coming to feed it. Today, though, he had mixed into the solution a growth serum he had been working on. Although S642 was getting stronger by the day, it was still relatively weak, and the growth serum would help it get stronger, faster, so that Gaster could finally begin the procedures to turn it into the weapon.

Gaster scooped S642 up and held it in one arm. It was still very small, shorter than his forearm, just barely a single foot from head to toe.

Recognizing the position, it settled in his grip, mouth slightly open, waiting. 

Gaster picked up the bottle containing its food in his opposite hand and held it to S642’s mouth. For a moment, S642 sucked at it. 

Then it jerked away, gagging and spitting. It did not like the taste of the growth serum. After a moment or two, it settled down again, mouth open, silently asking for food.

He tried again, holding the bottle to its mouth. 

Again, S642 gagged and spit, refusing the solution. 

But it still wanted food. It was hungry.

Gaster sighed. Trying to force-feed S642 would be a lot harder now, as it would actively be trying to reject the solution, instead of being stupidly oblivious to the fact that anything was happening in the first place. He would like to avoid that. But that meant either convincing S642 to drink the solution, or not giving the solution to it.

He most definitely couldn’t do the second. 

One more try, then. 

Carefully, he held the bottle to its mouth, silently pleading with it to just drink it!

It didn’t. Gaster swore.

When it had finished spitting out the undesired liquid, S642 had turned its head to look up at Gaster reproachfully. 

Gaster looked down sternly at it.

For a moment, they just stared at each other, defiance to authority. 

Then they both began to realize what had just happened. 

S642’s expression changed to one of curious wonderment. It looked all around, the white glow of its pupils twitching unceasingly across the darkness of its eyesockets as it explored its surroundings for the first time.

Gaster just watched, wondering how long it would be before it remembered that it was hungry, and if he could just shove the bottle into its mouth now and get it to drink while it was distracted. 

Eventually, S642’s gaze drifted back to Gaster’s face.

He offered it the bottle again. Hesitantly, it put its mouth up to it.

“Come on!” Gaster summoned a pair of hands beyond S642’s range of view as to not startle it, and used them to vent his frustration, in Hands. “Just drink it!”

Looking more at Gaster’s face than at the bottle, it slowly sucked at the liquid. 

Gaster gave it a hopeful smile.

Maybe, it was because Gaster was smiling at it, or maybe because it actually was intelligent enough to realize that this was all it was getting, but S642 drank just a bit of the solution. Then it gagged and shuddered, but it seemed almost like it was trying not to, and was only just reflexively forced to.

Gaster waited until S642 had finished, then again offered it the bottle. Again, watching him, it took a small sip. 

Again, it gagged a little, but this time managed to swallow all of its mouthful. Gaster smiled encouragingly at it. 

And slowly, they proceeded. S642 could only take small sips of the solution before its gag reflex kicked in, but the more friendly Gaster was, the harder it seemed to try. 

So there was that.

Nearly an hour later, S642 managed to drink the last of the solution. Gaster tucked it back into the bed in the room off the lab. More or less exhausted with its untasteful ordeal, it fell asleep. 

Gaster returned to his desk, intent on writing that day’s report and notes on S642. Before he did, though, something occurred to him, something that had the potential to be problematic.

Before it had opened its eyes, S642 had actively defied him in drinking the solution. It had gotten to a high enough level of sentience that it was deciding what it liked and didn’t like, and making its own decisions. He had only just been lucky that it liked his approval more than it disliked the taste of the growth serum. 

… If it decided it didn’t want to be a weapon…

Gaster just shook his head. He’d just have to make sure, should its intelligence continue to grow, that it knew it was a weapon, regardless of what it wanted to be. 

After all, he was so close. He couldn’t just give up, not when he finally had a test subject again, could he?
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2 ~ Not a Child!

The first time S642 used its voice was nearly three months after it first opened its eyes.

S642’s Soul had grown to the point where it nearly exactly matched an infant monster’s. S642 had also grown physically, gaining an entire foot in height. Gaster mainly attributed this to the growth serum he had been feeding it.

It still didn’t like the taste, but Gaster’s wide and friendly smiles encouraged it to drink the solution daily. 

This particular day had been an irritating day for Gaster. A wide variety of things had gone wrong, from a batch of experimental snails dying to another CORE prototype blowing up. The day had ended in Gaster removing three lab employees from the building, one of them through force. They wouldn’t be coming back.

He was looking forward to a quiet evening, working on his project. With the way things were going, he should have been able to start conditioning S642 for the DTW project in a few more weeks.

When he came into his lab and opened the door to the small bedroom, though, he saw S642 wasn’t on the bed. 

That in itself was new.

Since opening its eyes, S642’s intelligence had only grown. It had quickly learned, after figuring out how to crawl, that the bed was rather high up, and it should stay away from the edges of the mattress, lest it fall. Again. So, it had voluntarily kept to the top of the bed, always waiting for Gaster to arrive to go anywhere. 

But today, S642 wasn’t on the mattress, smiling at Gaster as it normally did. 

Standing in the door, Gaster glanced around the room. He didn’t see it anywhere. It was impossible, he knew, that S642 had escaped the room. The door had still been locked when he came in. So it had to still be in the room.

He stepped into the room, and pulled the door closed behind him. Then he knelt down, and started looking under the furniture.

The small living quarters was sparsely furnished, as it was only meant to be slept in, and not very often at that. There was the bed, and a nightstand with an alarm clock and a lamp on top of it. Against one wall was a small wardrobe, with some of Gaster’s spare clothes inside. 

S642 wasn’t under the wardrobe, nor inside it. The nightstand was far too small to fit S642 under it. So that left the bed.

Gaster set one hand against the bedframe and peered under it. It was too dark to see, though. Sighing, Gaster closed his eyes. When he opened them again, they were lit with the light purple of his Magic, casting a faint glow under the bed. 

And curled up there under the bed, amid the dust motes and shadows, was S642. 

Gaster sighed again. Reaching out with one of his telekinetic, Magic hands, he pulled S642 out from under the bed. It squirmed a bit in his grip, then grinned at him as he picked it up with his physical hands, holding it at arm’s length. 

It was covered in dust. 

Gaster closed his eyes, scowling. This meant he would have to clean it up, which would mean taking it out of his own lab, as it no longer fit conveniently in the sink in his lab. 

But, he could not just leave it all dirty. That was unthinkable; he might sometimes make a mess in his work, but he did not leave his work messy.

For a moment, Gaster considered waiting until he was sure his four “assistants,” the only other people allowed on this floor of the lab, had gone home for the night, but immediately dismissed the idea when S642 went into a sneezing fit after inhaling some of the dust. It could damage itself if it kept sneezing like that, and that would be quite unfortunate, especially when Gaster was so close to being able to start the experiment on it. 

Eventually, he sighed and relented. Grabbing a bag and stuffing S642 unceremoniously into it, Gaster tucked the bag under one arm and left his personal lab. 

~o0o~

It was a short walk to his intended destination, and, luckily, no one was there. Not that anyone ever asked questions when he told them to get out, but he would rather avoid the confrontation entirely.  At the back of the lab were a set of large, stainless steel sinks, used for washing, well, whatever sort of large objects needed washing. S642 more or less fit into that category. 

He walked over to the sink and pulled S642 out of the bag, dropping the bag to the floor in the process. After plopping S642 into one of the sinks, Gaster slipped off his lab coat, folding it over the back of a nearby chair. Then he rolled up his sleeves and turned on the water.

As soon as the water touched S642, it let out a shriek, scooting away from the downpour. 

Gaster paused. This was the first time it had used its voice. It wasn’t a particularly loud voice, but more of a softspoken one. A lowercase voice, probably. Still, it had quite clearly expressed S642’s displeasure at the situation.

Gaster looked at S642 a moment longer. Then he shook his head. Voice or no voice, he still had to get it cleaned up, and, for whatever reason, it didn’t seem to appreciate the water. 

He quickly found out why: it was freezing cold. 

In the end, skeletons weren’t too affected by temperatures, but they could be uncomfortable. And as S642 had only the temperament of a small child… 

With a small sigh, Gaster reached for the faucet knob, turning on the warm water. The water heated up quickly, into a comfortably warm temperature, but S642 had decided that it did not want to touch the water, and struggled away, whining, from each of Gaster’s attempts to push it under the faucet. 

After an eighth or ninth attempt, Gaster muttered a few choice words under his breath. This was going to be difficult, wasn’t it?

Luckily, he had an advantage: the faucet was one of the detachable kind, like a shower nozzle. 

Gaster used one hand to hold the small test subject in place, and used the other to pull the faucet nozzle away from its bracket on the wall. Then, despite it’s sharp cries of protest, he started hosing S642 down, washing away all the dust it had collected under the bed. 

Then, just as Gaster was turning off the water, he heard the sound of the door opening. 

“Ah! Dr. Gaster!” Gaster recognized the voice of Dr. Jeff, the tall feline monster who was his head assistant, as he walked into the room. “I’ve been looking all over for-”

“Stop.” Gaster commanded without turning around. 

“Sir?”

Making sure that S642 was sitting low in the sink and couldn’t be seen over the edge, Gaster turned around to look at Jeff, who was now standing, one foot still in the air, in the middle of the lab. “Don’t take another step forward.”

The cat monster carefully took a step back. He knew that it was best to obey the doctor, even if it meant being horribly pranked sometimes. “Can I ask why, Sir?”

“No, you may not.”

For a moment, they just looked at each other, Jeff wondering if it was safe for him to turn around and leave. 

Then his eyes widened. “Is that- is that a child?!”

Gaster looked down and swore. S642 had grabbed onto the side of the sink and pulled itself up, and was peering around the lab, its eyesockets just barely peeking over the edge of the sink. Grabbing onto its skull, Gaster firmly forced it back down, snapping out a sharp “No!” both in Hands and the Common language, ignoring S642’s startled yelp. “It is a test subject.”

Despite Gaster’s earlier warning, Jeff walked forward, either ignoring or oblivious to the wild gestures Gaster was making. Stopping at the sink, Jeff peered in. 

“It is a child!”

“It is a test subject!”

“Doctor, experimentation on sentient being is illegal, not to mention on a child who can’t even give their own consent!”

“It is not a child!” Gaster roared furiously in Hands. Then, switching back to Common so Jeff could understand, he said slowly, calmly, coldly, “Jeff, listen to me. It is not a child. It is a test subject, that I created. It is not a child, and if you tell anyone about it, I will make your life miserable.”

Jeff thought about that a moment, processing it all with no small amount of astonishment.“You created it?! It’s your child?!”

“No!” Gaster growled, forcing S642, who had tried to climb out of the sink, to sit down again. “It is a clone, and a test subject, not a child!”

“Clone?” Jeff asked slowly, reaching a hand down to S642. The small skeleton reached out with both hands, curling them around the scientist’s paw, marveling at his fur.

“Yes, clone.” Gaster gestured to the holes in his hands, becoming quite agitated. He wanted Jeff out of there now.

“You cloned yourself…” Jef said, watching as S642 explored his paw, bending each joint and stroking the fur, babbling softly. “… to use it as a test subject?”

“Yes!”

Then Jeff scooped up S642, holding it in the crook of his arm, like a child. “Dr. Gaster, there are not many things I will disagree with you on, but one of them is this: this is most definitely a child.”

Gaster made a few angry remarks in Hands before pulling S642 out of Jeff’s arms and tucking it under one of his own. “It is a test subject.”

“This is child abuse!”

Gaster suddenly summoned one of his Magic hands, grabbing up the collar of Jeff’s shirt. “Listen to me, Jeff. I have worked on the DTW project for several decades, now. S642 is the closest I have been in fifteen years to accomplishing my goal. To freeing monsters and destroying humanity. If you so much as think about threatening that,” the Royal Scientist’s eyesockets went dark, “I   W I L L   P E R S O N A L L Y   E N S U R E   Y O U R   D U S T  I S   S P R E A D   A C R O S S   T H E   U N D E R G R O U N D . Do you understand?”

Jeff suddenly remembered all the stories he’d heard about the Royal Scientist, how he had gotten his job because of the weapons he had not only created in the War, but also used himself on the battlefield. How it was rumored that his Lv was well over 30.

For a moment, Jeff’s mouth opened and closed. S642 let out a sort of whine of discomfort, tugging on Gaster’s lab coat.

He couldn’t just let Gaster experiment on it, though! 

“I-” he stammered, then resolved his courage as S642 let out another whine. “I won’t tell anyone, on the condition that you raise him properly.”

For a moment, Gaster just stared at Jeff, and the cat monster was afraid he wasn’t going to be making it home tonight, or ever again. Then Gaster pulled back, dismissing his summoned hand, scoffing. 

“And how do you propose I do that, Jeff? It,” he pronounced the pronoun carefully, correcting Jeff, “is a test subject, that lives in a lab.”

“He,” Jeff responded equally as strong, “can be raised here in the lab. Just teach him to talk. To read. Help him learn. Love him.”

Gaster let out another snort. 

“I can help. I’ve raised two children.”

For a moment, Gaster just looked at Jeff like he was absolutely insane. Then, scoffing more, he held out S642, and dumped him into Jeff’s arms. “Fine. Here. You’ll be taking care of it now, whenever I’m not using it.” Gaster turned to leave the lab, throwing a casual, “remember what happens if you threaten my project, Jeff” over his shoulder as he went.

And then he was gone. 

Jeff peered down at the child in his arms, more than a little bewildered. S642 peered up at him in wonderment, babbling softly, curious about the new face above him. 

Jeff sighed. 

What had he just gotten himself into?
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3 ~ Raising the Test Subject

Jeff took readily to the task of caring for S642. He was, primarily, a literal doctor, having earned his M.D. in the Magical physiology of monsters. Taking care of people was his job- or, at least, it had been before Gaster had hired him some twenty years ago for a project and just kept him on since then. 

On top of that, Jeff was a two-time dad, and, Gaster had told him, he wouldn’t have to worry about feeding S642, as Gaster wanted to take care of that himself. So that made things a little easier. 

First thing first, he needed to get S642 some clothes. He would have, actually, first given him a real name, but Gaster had been firm on vetoing that. So, the test subject clone child would remain S642, and Jeff would get him some clothes. 

Luckily, this was fairly easy. The lab hired employees of all sizes, so a quick raid of a supply closet procured a fitting outfit. Granted, S642 looked like a small scientist, what with the loose grey teeshirt, standard issue cargo pants, and a small lab coat, but the clothes all fit, they were free, and S642 would not likely be leaving the tenth floor of the lab any time soon, so it wasn’t like anyone was going to be mistaking him for an actual scientist.

Still considering himself a doctor, Jeff’s next step was checking up on S642’s health. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust Gaster to make certain to keep his project in working order, but he did realize that Gaster had next to no experience with children, and he wanted to make sure that S642 was properly developing. He was happy to see that S642 was indeed growing, and quite quickly at that. Gaster was feeding him well.

Beyond that, it was mostly just ensuring that S642’s mental growth was properly stimulated. That wasn’t too difficult, as he was an incredibly curious child, and, Gaster told Jeff, literally was getting more intelligent by the day. All Jeff really had to do was provide him with something- anything, really- to play with and figure out, and he was satisfied. 

Other than that, things really were easy. An occasional snuggle or just a few minutes of attention, and S642 really was contented. 

The only thing that concerned Jeff was how much S642 slept. Because he slept a lot. Sometimes, Jeff would even be talking to him, and he would just sort of flop sideways, curl up, and sleep for a good hour and a half. But, of course, Gaster had an answer to that, too. He said that S642’s Soul was still growing, and, as it caught up to his body, the constant naps would taper off. 

And they did. Just a few weeks after Jeff started taking care of S642, he started to sleep less and… well, as much as Jeff wanted to take care of him, he really did get in the way often. Always wanting to show Jeff whatever he had figured out, or a picture he had found in a book, or a little doodle he had done with crayons. Of course, Jeff always paused in whatever he was doing to take a few minutes to look at whatever S642 was showing him. 

And S642 was always ceaselessly, endlessly, infinitely happy to see Gaster. 

Throughout the day, Jeff kept S642 in his workspace. The child had no qualms in sitting on the floor, playing or drawing or doing whatever Jeff had brought to keep him amused. But whenever he heard the door opening, signifying Gaster’s arrival, he always stood, toddled over to the door like the toddler he was, and wrapped his stubby arms around Gaster’s leg, burbling happily all the way.

The first few times this had happened, Gaster had been surprised, and maybe even a little disgusted. Why would he— it, Gaster reminded himself, why would it have any reason to love him? He really wasn’t nice to it, all he ever did was feed it. At this point, it was more like providing S642 with food, as he only just gave it the bottle containing the food solution and growth serum, and it did the rest, holding the bottle and drinking from it. He didn’t even give S642 the same friendly- if fake- smiles anymore, only just keeping an eye on it in case something happened and he needed to save it. (Choking was hard for skeletons to do, but it still was possible.)

And then there were the weekly tests, to make sure that S642 was still growing properly, as well as beginning his- no, no, its- its conditioning into a weapon. Gaster was always laying it down on the table in his lab, forcing it to stay down while he hooked it up to various devices, running tests on it and checking its vitals. 

S642 had every reason to hate Gaster, and, yet, it hugged him every time it saw him. And while it did willingly accept all the love and hugs and snuggles Jeff bestowed on him, it never actively hugged Jeff.

But every time Gaster came in the door- without fail- it would walk over to him and hug him- or, at least, as much of him as it could manage, as he wasn’t quite even up to Gaster’s knees yet. 

Gaster quickly got used to this, even expected it. 

The only thing that was any concern was its voice, or, more specifically, his words. While he definitely was very vocal, often expressing his opinions through shouts or whines or burbles, it had yet to speak outright. Gaster’s research showed that, especially with the boost of the growth serum, S642 should be well along in learning to speak. 

Jeff, however, assured Gaster that S642 was a child, and children did their own thing in their own time.

And so the days stretched on. A few weeks quickly became a month, and that into two. 

Gaster found that, despite his best efforts, he had started referring to S642 as “he” instead of “it,” and, despite S642’s total ability to walk the distance between Jeff’s lab and Gaster’s lab, Gaster carried him there more often than not.

But, other than that, and the speech thing, things went pretty well. S642 learned to read to a degree,  And to walk without falling, and to run. He picked up a few gestures on Hands, using them to communicate yes and no answers to things. 

And still, time went on.

~o0o~

It happened when S642 was nearly a year old. 

Gaster had come to Jeff’s lab to pick S642 up. He had received his daily hug, now at knee-height almost exactly, and had S642 in his arms. Now he would turn around and walk down the hall to his lab, where he would give S642 its dosage of the solution, before tucking it into bed for the night. 

As he turned to leave, the door to Jeff’s small lab burst open, three figures rushing in.

These were Gaster’s other three “assistants.” Really, they were more of his assistant’s assistants, as he rarely dealt with them personally, leaving that to Jeff.

The first of them was It. It had a much longer name, but no one could really be bothered to remember it, except for that the first two letters were I and T. So, It. It was little more of a head sticking up from the ground. It didn’t speak often, but was really quite intelligent, along with a mean streak of dark humor that occasionally surfaced. It also didn’t have hands, but that had been solved by Gaster, who did the same thing for It as he had done for himself to get his Magical hands. 

Next was Gaffen. Gaffen was short and round, and had wide eyes. He spoke more often than It, but was still rather quiet by society’s standards.

Finally, the youngest of the three was Simeon. Simeon was a small saurian monster, with a large, childishly round head and short little arms that, when he folded them together under his shirt, you almost couldn’t tell were there. He had a very childish personality, but was smart enough to keep himself around. 

It was Simeon who had run in first, followed by the other two. He was waving around a couple of papers, shouting “Dr. Jeff! Jeff! We got those reports you wa- -Oh! Hello, Dr. Gaster, Sir- … Is that a kid?!”

They all stopped. Gaster looked from Simeon to S642, then back to Simeon. 

Finally, he said, “So it would appear.” He looked at Jeff, who seemed more astonished than the other three assistants. “Jeff, I will leave the explaining of  circumstances to these three up to you. The same… conditions… apply to them as to you. Be sure to make that clear.”

And then he strode out of the room, S642 staring over his shoulder at the three new, equally bewildered faces. 

Thus, S642 became the secret child of the tenth basement floor of the True Lab. 

~o0o~

Since all the employees now knew about S642, or, at least, that he was there and if they told anyone about him, Gaster would be very very mad, taking care of S642 became much easier. The four assistants took “shifts” watching S642. And, he didn’t have to stay in anyone’s workplace; there was a moderate sized break room on the tenth floor, and he spent the day there, with whichever of the assistants was currently watching him. 

Gaster remained, quite obviously to all the assistants, S642’s favorite. Why, Gaster could still not fathom, but, he had come to accept it. That wasn’t to say he approved, supported, or especially returned S642’s affection, he only just condoned it. He still was maintaining the delusion that S642 was only just his test subject, and he was not attached to him. 

Although he only really realized it later, his self-maintained delusion was completely and utterly shattered when S642 finally said his first word.

~o0o~

Gaster’s head shot up sharply.

He…

That was just his imagination. He had not heard that. 

He was sitting at the table in the break room, having just used the microwave in the small mini kitchen to heat up some leftover pizza from a few weeks ago, subconsciously glad that monster food did not spoil. At the same time, he had been working on some calculations for yet another CORE design. Similarly to him, Jeff and It were both eating their lunches and working on schematics for… something or other. It didn’t really matter at the moment. Gaffen was preparing his lunch in the mini kitchen. 

And Simeon was playing with S642, sitting on the old, battered couch that backed the table. 

Or, they had been. Now, everyone was silent.

Gaster twisted in his seat to look at where S642 was standing on the couch, leaning against the backrest, his chin just resting on top of it, peering over the back of the couch at Gaster. Glancing around at his assistants, Gaster saw they all looked just as shocked as he. So, then, that meant it had probably not been his imagination.

So he looked back to S642. The small skeleton was wearing a proud, self-satisfied grin. Gaster just looked at him a moment.

Then, accompanied by a hand gesture equivalent to the single word, Gaster asked, “What?”

S642’s grin only widened. “Din’s!” It said happily, with the pronunciation of a child. 

Gaster blinked, very, very slowly. And then he stood from the table, fixing all of the assistants with a dark look. 

“Who is responsible for this?”

At some point or another in time, each of the assistants had managed to learn that the W.D. In W.D. Gaster stood for WingDings, as well as why the Royal Scientist hated his first name so much and never used it. 

One of the few things Gaster hated more than being called by his first name was being called by a portion of his first name. A nickname. Such as Wing. Or, as S642 had just called him, Dings. 

And he clearly thought one of his assistants had decided it was time to get back at him for all the cruel jokes and threats of job loss. 

S642, meanwhile, just grinned, and shouted the offending nickname again.

Gaster looked pointedly at Jeff. 

“Hey,” Jeff countered, “don’t look at me. Aren’t I already in enough trouble for insisting that you raise the kid? My neck’s already on the chopping block, so why would I risk dropping the axe?”

Gaster glanced at It, but immediately moved on. He knew It rather well; this wasn’t the sort of thing It would do. 

He moved on to Gaffen. Gaffen looked shocked. He just shook his head, unable to speak. 

That left Simeon, who also looked confused and astonished. 

“Din’s!” S642 shouted happily yet again, reaching an arm over the back of the couch in “Dings’” direction.

Gaster let out an aggravated sigh, rubbing the ridge of his nasal bone with one hand, and saying quite a few rude words in Hands with his other. Then he strode over to the couch, lifted S642 off the couch, and swept out of the room.

Some time later, he gave up, both on figuring out who had taught S642 to call him Dings as well as on trying to get S642 to call him something else. Every attempt, at either of these, was only just met with an enthusiastic “Dings!” And, by the time Gaster gave up, S642 had, in fact, perfected his pronunciation, even nailing the -ing- part. 

Years would go by, S642 would grow up, and Gaster would never learn where he had picked up the nickname. 
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4 ~ Weapon

Gaster woke slowly to the sound of S642 shouting for him. He had fallen asleep at his desk, as he often did. 

Blinking a little, he sat up straight and stretched, yawning.

“Diiiiiiings!” Came the shout from the other room. 

Yawning a little more and rubbing at his eyesockets, Gaster rose and walked over to the door. Unlocking and opening it, he found S642 was sitting on the edge of the bed, lazily kicking his heels against it.

He grinned at Gaster. “Dings! ‘Mm hung’y.” As he spoke, he clumsily signed along in Hands. Gaster had insisted that he learn to Speak in Hands as well as Common, and S642 was picking that up just as quickly.

Several months after S642 had begun learning to talk, the test subject had hit nearly three feet tall, and his daily dosage of the food solution and growth serum had gotten large enough that Gaster had split it into two doses a day, morning and night. He had adapted quickly to this new schedule, much to Gaster’s relief.

Ordinarily, Gaster would have been awake long before S642 and already had S642’s breakfast ready, but he had been up quite late last night, working on a project. Well. Later than usual, after almost 48 hours of no sleep.

He stretched out a hand to S642, sighing. “Come on, then.”

The small skeleton turned around to half-crawl, half-slip off the mattress, and walked over to Gaster, lifting his hand  to reach Gaster’s hand. He was still four feet shorter than the Royal Scientist, but he nonetheless reached for Gaster’s hand. Together, they walked into Gaster’s lab. 

Gaster grabbed a few things, mixing together the concoction that was S642’s only meal. Meanwhile, S642 slowly climbed onto the chair at Gaster’s desk, then stood on the chair to peer at the varying papers and objects on it.

Gaster saw what he was doing and walked over, snatching up S642 and pulling him away from the desk. “Just what do you think you’re doing?”

S642 giggled, grabbing at the collar of Gaster’s lab coat. “Workin’.” He said, pronouncing the words slowly in his childish voice. “Like you!”

“Working?” Gaster snorted a little as he plopped S642 onto the edge of the steel table that was his weekly resting place. “You aren’t meant to be working. You are the work.” He then returned to making S642’s breakfast. 

“I…” S642 said slowly, confused. “Am work?”

“Yes. My work.”

“… Oh.” He paused. “… Am I good work?”

“I like to think so, yes. You’re going to be a very strong weapon.”

“Weaa-” S642 paused, sounding out the word. This was a new one to him; he didn’t know what it meant. “Weaaap-”

“Weapon, yes.” Gaster returned to S642’s side, handing him the glass containing his morning meal.

“What’s… weaaa-pon-…?” S642 accepted the glass and lifted it to his jaw, drinking slowly.

“A weapon is meant to be used to kill things.” Gaster explained. “You’ll kill humans.”

S642 didn’t fully yet understand the concept of death and killing, but he had learned enough to get the impression it was bad. He lowered the half-empty glass, frowning. “… But…”

Gaster motioned slightly for him to keep drinking. “Killing humans is good.”

He paused again, not so much lowering the glass as just tilting it to talk without getting a mouthful of the foul-tasting concoction. “Why?”

“Because they’re cruel, evil beings, and they trapped us here in the Underground.”

This time, S642 did lower the glass, looking thoroughly confused. 

Gaster sighed slowly. “Finish your drink, and I’ll explain.”

~o0o~

Gaster spent the morning giving S642 a history lesson. He found himself explaining the horror of war, and how the humans had attacked for no reason at all. How, in their cruelty, they had sealed all the monsters Underground (it had taken Gaster a little while to explain to S642 how the lab was not the entire Underground, but, in fact, only just a small part of it, and how the Underground was much smaller than the Surface.) He explained how a human had fallen into the Underground, and they had been taken care of. Loved, by the king and queen, taken into their family. How the human had gotten sick, and the prince had absorbed their Soul (that almost led off to a whole other conversation on the properties of Souls and their absorption, but Gaster said he would talk about that later.) How the prince had only been trying to return the human’s body to their home, so they might see one more time their home, but how the humans had slaughtered the prince for no reason. 

How monsters remained trapped underground, the only way to reach the surface being to break the Barrier, how currently the only way to do that was by gathering seven human Souls, and in the last fifty years, they had only gotten two, and how when the Barrier was broken, it would inevitably lead to another war with the humans.

How the monsters needed something to hope on, something strong enough to win that war, so they didn’t get sealed back Underground, or worse, totally wiped out. 

Gaster wasn’t sure how much S642 really understood, but he found himself genuinely hoping that he did understand. Hoping, suddenly, that S642 understood, and approved of what Gaster was planning to do to him. 

That’s ridiculous. He told himself. It doesn’t matter what he thinks. It’s going to happen anyway. 

Despite what he told himself, once Gaster had finished his story, they sat in silence. S642 was frowning, thinking over all the information that had just been handed to him. 

Then he looked up to Gaster. “… Dings…” 

“Yeah?”

“You’re… helpin’ monsters?”

“Trying to, yes.”

“An’… hyoo-… huum-…”

“Humans?”

S642 nodded. “They… kill monsters? An’ you wanna… make me stop them?”

Gaster rubbed the back of his skull. “Generally speaking, yes.”

“… B’caus… hoom-ans… are bad?”

“Very bad.” Gaster confirmed with a nod. 

S642 brooded on that. After nearly five minutes of staring intently downward, frowning, he looked up at Gaster, grinning. “Okay!”

Gaster blinked. That wasn’t the reaction he had been expecting. He almost caught himself saying something along the lines of “No, you don’t understand, I’m asking you to take lives and destroy them,” but he caught himself in time. 

After all, regardless of whether or not S642 fully understood the specifics of it, he had more or less just agreed to willingly undergo the procedures to turn him into a weapon. It wasn’t like Gaster was just going to throw that away. 

Instead, he said, “Good. Fair warning, though. It will hurt.”

S642 frowned again, but only for a few moments. “But-… ‘S okay! ‘ll be helpin’ mons’ers!”

Gaster let out a small chuckle. “Heh. I guess so.” He stood, rising off the floor where they had been sitting for the past hour or so. “Now come on. Jeff is probably wondering where you are.”

S642 clambered to his feet, taking Gaster’s hand when it was offered. “But I thought you wan’ed to…” he struggled for a minute.

“Make you into a weapon?” Gaster offered.

S642 nodded. 

Gaster let out a small laugh. “You’re not quite ready yet. But I’ve been preparing you, every week, when I run those tests on you.”

S642 frowned a little as they walked out the door. “Oh. … When will I be ready?”

Gaster shrugged a little. “Most optimistically? A few months. At most, a few years.”

S642’s frown deepened a bit. “Tha’ssa lon’ time.”

“It might seem like that, but it’ll go by fast enough.”

~o0o~

And it did.

Days were spent reinforcing S642’s understanding of things. By the time he was two, he had a firm grasp on the basics of monster history, and seemed fully accepting of his purpose. He knew that he was, essentially a clone of Gaster, and, while he didn’t know that he was technically illegal, Gaster made sure he understood that he wasn’t supposed to be known about outside the lab, and that he was never to go in the elevator. 

Eventually, as he grew to be three feet, seven inches, Gaster began to wean him off the growth serum, instead just giving him the food solution. 

His intelligence grew in leaps and bounds. By the time he was four, he was already quite a proficient reader, although Gaster didn’t think he was quite ready yet for any of the scientific textbooks he kept, instead sticking to bringing S642 the occasional children’s book he found in the dump. S642 was also beginning to learn his numbers. 

On top of that, he started to prefer staying with Gaster throughout the day instead of with any of the assistants. Granted, there were some days that Gaster was needed on the upper floors of the lab, and S642 had to stay with one of the assistants, but he took every opportunity to follow Gaster around. 

And Gaster found that he really didn’t mind this so much. S642 was a curious child, and was constantly asking questions about whatever Gaster might be working on at the time. Gaster usually had to explain things in a dumbed-down version so S642 could understand, but that was… strangely okay with Gaster. 

Maybe it was because the questions were from S642, a child who never had the opportunity to learn these things from anywhere else, as opposed to the idiot interns who really should have known this stuff before somehow managing to get themselves an internship at the lab.

Well. Regardless. 

Gaster found that he was almost enjoying having S642 following him around. The child- as there was some part of Gaster that had finally, really accepted that S642 was a child- was always asking intelligent questions, especially considering how little he knew about the world. He was always ready to jump right in and start finding the details of things, or figuring out how things worked, be it from the various human contraptions Gaster found in the dump, such as the broken coffee machine or the equally broken hairdryer, to how S642 himself had been created. Granted, a lot of the time, he didn’t really understand these things; he was still just a bit too young to really grasp it well. But Gaster certainly respected his attempts, and was more often than not willing to explain things again and again until S642 started to understand.

Gaster almost allowed himself to entertain the fantasy of, someday in the future, having S642 working alongside him in the lab…

And finally, after spending nearly three years of waiting, Gaster decided S642 was strong enough to take on the first procedure.

~o0o~

S642 was lying on the steel table, shirtless, hooked up to a variety of machines.

This was, of course, completely natural to him. It was a weekly thing, Gaster checking on his health, always hooking up an IV drip to his Soul for a few hours. When he had asked, Gaster had told him it was to help strengthen the physical side of his Soul. 

That made sense to him, of course. He needed to be strong. He was to fight. 

Today was no different. S642 lay still on the table, listening to the barely-audible mumble of Gaster’s voice as he checked on S642’s vitals. He had already been lying there for about an hour, and the IV bag was half empty. 

Around now, either one of two things normally happened. S642 either fell asleep, napping throughout the rest of the checkup, or Gaster would come over and start talking until the IV bag had emptied. 

It really didn’t matter what Gaster talked about, or whether he spoke in Hands or the Common Language. Sometimes he told S642 about the surface. Sometimes about a project he was working on. Or sometimes just nonsensical things, things he found funny or interesting, that he thought S642 would like to hear. S642 always listened, nodding at what he understood, and questioning about what he didn’t. 

Today, though, only a few weeks after S642 turned five, the pattern was suddenly broken. 

Gaster walked over to stand beside the table, wearing an ecstatic grin. 

S642 blinked a little. Whatever was being dripped into him through the IV always made him feel a little sluggish. “… Dings…?”

“You’re not gonna believe this!” He spoke both verbally and through gestures in Hands, clearly expressing his excitement. “You’re finally ready! We can finally start with the DTW project!”

Despite his lethargy from the IV, S642 grinned. “Fin’ly!” Then, “… Wha’s ‘DTW’?”

Gaster paused. “Ah- … It’s an abbreviation for Determination Weaponization. The use of Determination, to, uh, weaponize things.”

“… Like me?”

“Yeah. Like you.”

“… Huh. What’s ‘Determination’?”

“It’s…” Gaster blew out a breath. “Ah, crap. This is going to be somewhat difficult to explain. Let me go get my notes.”

S642 just nodded as Gaster moved off to find something that had long since been buried under heaps of other things.
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5 ~ Preperation

What they would be doing, was, in concept, rather simple.

Gaster explained all this numerous times to S642 in the days leading up to the first part of the DTW project. 

Determination was, in short, a trait that gave human Souls their strength, and allowed the Souls to persist after the death of the host. Gaster had managed to extract a supply of DT from the two Souls of humans to have fallen into the Underground. Theoretically, if a monster were to contain a substantial amount of DT, they could match a human in strength. 

Unfortunately, the DT had a nasty habit of melting any monsters it was injected into. Gaster found that this was because monsters lacked the physicality that humans had, and this caused their bodies to degenerate under the strain of the DT.

So, the solution, it seemed, was relatively simple, in concept: increase a monster’s physicality. 

That was the plan. A series of injections into S642’s body that would make him just a little more solid, before injecting just a bit of Determination into him. Then checking the results, and, if it had all worked, doing it again. And again, and again, and again, until S642 was as strong as a human. 

Unfortunately, Gaster had not had an opportunity to test this theory. He had come up with it only shortly before Asgore had banned live monster experimentation, and then Gaster had been busy creating S642.

Nonetheless, S642 trusted him, and was eager to try it.

~o0o~

It was the night before the first set of phase one injections. 

S642 had long since been put to bed, and Gaster was sitting at his desk, running the calculations again and again, making sure everything was just right, from dosage size to injection sites to injection order and times. Checking to make sure the equipment was all in order. 

He had to make sure this worked. It would be such a shame, he told himself, to mess something up now, when things were just getting off the ground again.

No, no that wasn’t it. 

No, the real reason was because, despite his efforts to avoid it, he had become attached to S642. Quite attached. And he didn’t want anything to go wrong, didn’t want to lose his ch-

…

No. 

No, no, no, no.

No.

S642 was a test subject. He had to be. It was what he was made for, the entire purpose of his existence,  the only reason why-

“D- Dings?”

Gaster looked up to see S642 standing in the doorway of the bedroom. He had long since stopped locking the door to the room, as S642 knew where in the lab he was allowed and not allowed. 

“Yes?”

S642 opened his mouth. Closed it. Hesitated.

“Is everything alright?”

Suddenly looking very small indeed, S642 shook his head, tears forming in his eyesockets. 

“Hey. Hey, come here.” Gaster held out his arms from where he sat, beckoning S642 over. The small skeleton didn’t hesitate, running over to Gaster, whimpering. Gaster scooped him up, settling S642 in his lap. For a couple minutes, he just let S642 lean against him, sniffling and whimpering. 

Eventually, though, Gaster slipped a hand under S642’s jaw, lifting his skull to look up. “Hey. Look at me. What’s wrong?”

S642 hesitated a moment longer. “… ‘M scared!”

Gaster let S642 pull his chin away from his grip and bury his face in Gaster’s chest. He just hugged S642. 

For a moment, he felt a wave of uncertainty, not really knowing what he was doing. He had a crying child in his lap, one that he would especially like to calm down, it being his own child, but he had no experience with children. The last time he had had to deal with a child was when the human child of the king and Queen had gotten sick, and then they were pretty much unconscious the entire time and required no comforting. (Not that he would have been providing comforting, had they needed it. Firstly the child was human, which negated any positive emotion he might have felt about them, secondly, they weren’t his child, and therefore, their emotional needs were not his responsibility.)

But now, here was this child, his child, clutching desperately at his shirt, whimpering. 

So he just held on to S642, hugging him tight to his chest, hoping that would be enough. 

It wasn’t. S642 just kept trembling and sniffling.

So then, Gaster supposed, he would have to face things logically, like the scientist he was. He pulled S642 away a little, holding onto his shoulders. “Why are you scared?”

S642 really was shaking, fear in his eyes. He reached up a little to wipe at the tears dripping down his face. “W-wha’if it h-hur’s r-real bad? An’-… an’ it d- doesn’ work? What if I d-die?”

Gaster thought on that a minute. To be honest, these were, more or less, his own fears. That was why he was still up, running through everything one more time. 

“Well…” he began slowly. “It is going to hurt. You can’t just force more matter into a body without there being some repercussions. But,” he continued, noticing the panic growing in S642’s face, “but we already knew that, which is why there’s healing Magic mixed in. So, yes, it will hurt, but not for too long, and you’re strong. You’ll be okay.”

S642 still looked scared. “B-but what if it doesn’t work?”

“It will work. I was just going over all the calculations again. It will work.” He gestured to the array of papers on his desk.

S642 didn’t seem convinced, though.

So Gaster went on. “Would you like to go over them with me? Make sure everything’s in order yourself?”

S642 hesitated a moment, then nodded. 

“Okay, then.” Gaster turned S642 around in his lap, so the small skeleton was leaning back against his chest. Gaster held him tightly, one hand pressed against S642’s ribs. 

Gaster could feel the beat of S642’s Soul. It was faster than normal. 

So he reached forward and gathered up a few papers in one hand, and spread them out on the desk  in front of S642. Slowly, carefully, he began to explain the deeper workings of the procedure. He knew S642 probably really didn’t understand much of it, as he was still learning basic arithmetic and had only just touched on chemistry, but Gaster’s slow, calm voice, along with the knowledge that Gaster understood it all and knew what he was doing, helped to calm him down. 

With one hand pressed against S642’s chest, Gaster could feel his Soul begin to slow down as he began to relax. 

Eventually, yawning and blinking, S642 twisted slightly in Gaster’s lap, nuzzling against his chest. Gaster smiled slightly as S642’s breathing slowed, and he slept. 

Letting his voice taper off, Gaster scooted back his chair and, leaning back, set his feet up on the desk. 

It wasn’t long before he, too, was asleep, hugging S642 tightly to his chest.

~o0o~

The next morning was a tense one.

They wouldn’t be doing things in Gaster’s lab, but an older, less-often used room a couple hallways down. This was because the room was one of those that had been used often back when live experimentation had been legal, and much of the equipment had never been removed when it had been illegalized. 

Not that S642 knew any of this. He only knew that the lab had equipment Gaster’s lab didn’t. Such as the restraints on the table. 

They had hoped that, with the anesthetic S642 would be taking, the restraints wouldn’t be necessary, but…

Better safe than sorry, right?

So, S642 was lying on the table, clothesless and shivering nervously against the cold steel of the table as Gaster finished with the restraints and readied the anesthesia. 

As Gaster fit the plastic mask over S642’s face, he gave him a small smile. “Doing okay?”

“No.” S642 whimpered. 

Gaster grabbed up one of S642’s hands and gave it a squeeze. “Hey, it’ll be alright. This’ll be over before you know it. Just close your eyes, breathe deep, and try to relax, okay?”

“Okay…” S642 settled down, closing his eyes and trying to go limp. As he breathed, he could almost imagine the cloud of the anesthetic gas slipping in through his nasal cavity, filling his skull…

He had a skull full of fluff. It was kind of hard to think around all that fluff, but it was okay, because the fluff was… comfortable.

Gaster said something S642 couldn’t quite make out, but S642 nodded absentmindedly anyway. 

For a little while, he just laid there comfortably.

When it started, it really wasn’t that bad. Just a light pressure in his skull. That’s not to say it felt good, it just wasn’t bad. Not so uncomfortable as to try to relieve the pressure. 

But then it got worse. And it spread, out to the rest of his body. Pretty soon, he was sure his skull was going to explode, and maybe all his other bones, too. 

He tried to move, tried to call for help, but nothing happened, except things got worse. So, so much worse. 

Something akin to splintering wood could be heard. The sound was sickening, only adding to his misery. And each time he heard the sound, a couple seconds later, a new, sharp wave of agony washed over him before slowly receding. 

The first time this happened, he moaned and whimpered. The second, he tried to struggle away, calling out. 

The third, he writhed and screamed. Begging for something to make it stop.

The fourth came, and he had no control over the spasms in his body, over the way his voice sounded in his throat. But, even if he had control, he probably still would have been doing the same thing. 

And when blackness finally came, it was the greatest relief he had ever felt.

~o0o~

There was a murmur of voices. 

Sounded angry. Didn’t want to get involved. 

Too sore. Stiff. Couldn’t move much. 

Voices rising. Too much. 

So sore. 

Dings. Dings will help. Find Dings. 

Reaching out for him. 

Soft. Warm. Not bone. Fur. Jeff?

Jeff’s voice. 

Jeff was nice. He always tried to help. He was there. Trying to help.

Had to find Dings. 

Calling for him. Shouting and crying. 

There. There was Dings’ voice. 

He sounded… mad. Furious. 

Like something bad had happened. 

There was a rush of movement. S642 let out a pained cry as he was jostled around. But then he was in Gaster’s arms, cradled against his creator’s chest. He could hear the beat of Gaster’s Soul, slow and calming, and each steady breath he took. 

This. This was good. Everything would be okay now. 

And then he could hear Gaster’s voice again, a steady rise and fall. No real meaning to the voice, just a soft tune, buoying S642 gently back to sleep. 

~o0o~

When he woke up, really woke up, he panicked. Thrashing and crying out, he found that every movement sent more pain twisting through his chest. 

Hey! 

He writhed, trying to crawl away from the pain. It was so bad, too much—

Hey, calm down!

That was Gaster’s voice. Gaster’s hand against his chest, carefully forcing him back down.

Shh. Calm down. It’s okay. Calm down.

Not moving did seem to make the pain less painful.

Just stay calm.

… Okay. Okay, he could do that, so long as Gaster was there, hand resting against his sternum. 

Eventually, waking up more, he began to realize he was back in Gaster’s lab, lying on the same table he normally was on, the same monitoring devices hooked up to him as usual. Gaster had pulled up a chair, and was sitting next to the table. He had one hand on S642’s chest, the other one working with one of his Magic hands, writing in a notebook. 

S642 closed his eyes again, spending a minute just concentrating on breathing. 

Then, slowly, he flopped his head sideways to look at Gaster. 

“… Din’s…” he mumbled. 

Gaster immediately looked up, a smile slipping across his face. “Hey. You’re awake. How do you feel?”

S642 just groaned and struggled to sit up a bit. Gaster still had a hand on S642’s chest, though, and kept him down. 

“It’s alright. Just stay down. You shouldn’t move too much yet.”

S642 decided to listen to him, flopping limply back down. Attempting at speech, he grumbled out, “…Whhhnnnnggh…”

Gaster seemed to understand the question well enough, though. “You passed out halfway through.” He hesitated a moment, a shadow of some horror crossing his face. It disappeared quickly, though. “All things considered, though, it went well. The most irritating part was probably when Jeff saw me carrying you back here. You were still unconscious, and, well…” Gaster chuckled a little. “That didn’t go over too well with him.”

S642 smiled tiredly. He could imagine. Jeff was quite protective. 

“But, best part is, it worked. We can start the first phase two injection once you’re fully recovered.”

S642 blinked a little. He had kind of forgotten that, not only was this only the first of a set of two injections, but that that was just one of many sets… 

He also then remembered why they were doing this. 

S642 smiled up at Gaster. “‘S good. I’ll try t’ get better fas’er.”

Gaster smiled, gently rubbing his fingertips against S642’s sternum. “That’s fine. You can take your time. This is a big thing we’re doing, we wanna go slow and make sure we do it right.”

S642 tried to say okay, but ended up yawning instead. 

Gaster chuckled. “You can go back to sleep.”

S642 nodded and closed his eyes. After a second, he opened them again. “Dings?”

Gaster had already looked back to whatever he was doing in the notebook. “Hm?” 

“Will you-…”

“Yeah?”

“Will you stay here? With me?”

Gaster looked up, the white lights of his eyes meeting S642’s. After a second, he moved his hand, grabbing S642’s considerably smaller one. “… Of course I will.”

S642 just smiled and settled back down, quickly falling asleep.
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6 ~ A Bit of a Conflict

Gaster wasn’t really actually doing anything in his notebook. 

He had planned to sketch up some (more) CORE designs, in hopes of maybe, maybe figuring something out (the solutions was there, he knew. It had to be possible to turn the geothermal energy into Magic electricity. It had to be, and he would figure it out.) but instead he had ended up drawing meaningless doodles while thinking over S642. 

Truth be told, it had probably been more of a relief for Gaster when S642 had passed out than it had been for S642. 

Watching what he had finally accepted to be his child, screaming and writhing like that…

But they had to keep going. They had to. 

Gaster knew that a war was inevitable when the Barrier was broken. They needed something strong enough to fight the humans. And, he told himself, it wasn’t just for winning the war. He was also making sure S642 would be able to defend himself, to keep from dying, when the fighting started. 

He sighed, looking again at the small figure on the table. 

… This was going to be difficult, wasn’t it? This entire thing. No matter how many times he saw it, no matter how many times S642 was lying there, thrashing against the restraints…

It was going to be difficult. 

At the very least, he supposed, he wasn’t forcing S642 into doing anything. If S642 wanted to stop…

Would he? Would he let all this work go to waste? Could he?

… Yes. If it came down to it, he would stop. But only if S642 really wanted to. 

And… 

Gaster almost choked with his next thought, but he finished it anyway. 

And if things didn’t work out with S642, there was always the still-suspended S643.

Immediately after thinking that, he felt bad. Because that would mean giving S643 a Soul, and who was to say that would be any different from S642, and…

Gaster groaned, pressing a hand to his forehead. 

Annoying Dog, what had happened? He never used to get this conflicted over the ethics of his work! Since when did he get this concerned about his test subject?

He sighed and looked at his hands, looked at the holes in them, the holes he himself had carved out.

No. He knew better. S642, and, yes, even the still-comatose, Soulless S643, they were both his flesh and blood. 

Metaphorically, of course, as none of them technically had either.

But that was beside the point.

He didn’t want to hurt S642. He loved S642 as a father loves a child.

Because S642 was his child. 

And, if this went too far, if S642 wanted it to end, it would end. They would be done with the DTW project.

… If. 

… He would… still continue with it.

For now.

… For now…

~o0o~

S642 woke comfortably, yawning and stretching. He was, he realized, still lying on the table, but no longer hooked up to the machines. 

As he rubbed at his eyes, still yawning, he heard Gaster. “Awake now? How are you?”

S642 blinked, smiling up at his creator. “Better.”

Gaster smiled a little. “Think you can sit up?”

S642 nodded, and accepted Gaster’s hand when it was offered. As he pulled himself up, Gaster slipped his other hand behind S642, supporting his back. 

It was a little disconcerting to S642 to hear his back cracking so much with the movement, but Gaster assured him that was only natural. After all, even if it wasn’t visibly noticeable, they had, essentially, just made his bones thicker. It was no surprise that they would be a little out of place. 

Once he was up, though, and had bent each of his joints a little, he felt a lot better. Good enough, even to walk around. Really, after each joint had been popped back into place, the entire procedure seemed only like a nightmare.

Of course, they would be doing it again…

But S642 was sure that it would get easier each time. 

Besides, they were doing it to save monsters, and stop evil humans! S642 could think of no better reason to do things.

As Gaster wanted to keep an eye on S642, just to be sure he really was fine, they spent the day in Gaster’s lab. This time was spent altering between Gaster at his desk and S642 on the floor, each doing his own thing, or S642 sitting in Gaster’s lap as Gaster explained something to him.

Gaster had decided that, since they had the time, and he had nothing better to do, today would be a good day to get S642 started on the basics of algebraic equations.

“You see,” he was saying as he wrote “5 = 5” on a piece of scratch paper, “this five, here, is always going to equal five, right?”

“Yeeeeaaaah…?” S642 responded slowly from where he sat on Gaster’s lap, not quite understanding where this was going.

“Now, if I add one to the left side of this equation…” He added a + 1 to the left side. 

“But…” S642 objected.

Gaster was silent, letting him work it out.

“But six isn’t equal to five!”

Gaster nodded, satisfied. “Exactly. So, you either don’t add one to this side, or you add one to both sides. Because that’s what the equals sign means. It means things are equal. And if things are equal, then you have to do whatever operation to both sides, to keep it equal. Make sense?”

S642 nodded slowly.

“So, then, let’s say we have this,” he wrote out “5 = X + 3” “unknown variable, here.” He tapped the X with the pencil. “This could be any number, and you want to find it. Keeping in mind that this is a balanced equation, how do you think you would-”

He was cut off by a knock on the door of his lab. 

Making a couple quick hand gestures that S642 had been told multiple times he should not repeat, Gaster lifted S642 off his lap, setting him down on the chair as he rose. 

Gaster walked over to the door and pulled it half open. Jeff was standing there.

Gaster leaned back on his heels, crossing his arms over his chest, peering down at the cat monster. “What?”

“You know what, doctor.” With that, Jeff shoved past Gaster, ignoring the Royal Scientist’s protest. 

S642, who had still been sitting at the desk, turned around at the sound of Jeff’s voice. He smiled up at the assistant as he neared. “Jeff! We’re doin’ algreba.”

Jeff smiled a little, his eyebrows rising. “You mean algebra?”

S642 grinned and bobbed his head up and down. 

“That’s good.” Jeff knelt down by the chair so he was eye-level with S642. “How are you?”

“Good!”

“You’re sure? Nothing hurts?”

S642 shook his head. “Nuh-uh!”

“I told you,” Gaster roughly grabbed Jeff by the shoulder, pulling him away, “he’s fine.”

“I am!” S642 added helpfully. 

“Well excuse me for having doubts,” Jeff wrenched away from Gaster’s grip, turning to face him, “when he was practically turning to dust in my hands!”

Gaster scoffed. “There was no dust.”

“I said practically.”

Gaster grabbed Jeff by the shoulders again, forcing him towards the door. “Welp, thank you for your valued contribution, doctor, but I think it’s time for you to go.”

With that, despite Jeff’s shouted protests, Gaster shoved him out the door. And, as this was the door to a very top-secret lab, it had some very impressive locks. 

After finishing with the locks, Gaster clapped his hands together. “Well, then. That’s taken care of.” He turned back to where S642 was still sitting at the desk.

As he walked over, S642 gave him a funny look. “Dings, why’re you so mean to Jeff?”

“Mean?” Gaster shook his head. “I’m not mean, I just… Sometimes have to forcefully show him that, as Royal Scientist, I obviously know what I’m doing much better than he does, since he’s not Royal Scientist.”

“Oh.” S642 thought about that for a minute. “Huh.”

“For the record, he probably never would have been able to do something so ingenious as creating you. Now then.” Gaster reached for the paper they had been working on, pulling it off the desk. “Did you solve-… yes, yes you did. Good job.”

S642 grinned. 

“How’s your multiplication? Wanna try something more challenging?”

“Yeah!” S642 shouted enthusiastically.

Gaster smiled, lifting S642 so he could sit again. “Alright, here, try this…”

~o0o~

The only time that Gaster left his lab that day was after getting S642’s dinner ready. He had realized he had not eaten all day, or most of the previous, either, and was rather hungry. 

He left the lab for a grand total of nine minutes, returning with a hotdog from the break room refrigerator in hand, another aluminum foil-wrapped one in the pocket of his coat.

When he returned, S642 was just finishing off the glass of the food solution. He looked at Gaster from where he sat on the edge of the table, lowering the empty glass.

“What’s real food taste like?”

Gaster paused, mid-bite. “Hmmf?”

S642 gestured to the hotdog sticking out of Gaster’s mouth. “What does that taste like?”

Gaster finished his bite, walking over to the table. “Riiiiiight. You’ve been living on that stuff your entire life.” He pulled himself up, sitting next to S642 on the edge of the steel table. Then he held the hotdog down to S642, offering him a bite. 

S642 hesitated. 

“Go ahead. Try it. Just don’t forget to chew.”

Slowly, S642 leaned forward and bit into the hotdog. When he pulled away, chewing slowly, he let out a small moan of bliss. 

Gaster laughed, before taking another bite himself. “Like it, huh?”

S642 just nodded, eyesockets half closed. After a moment, he swallowed. When he turned to look up at Gaster, he said nothing, but had a puppy-dog expression. 

Sighing and rolling his eyes amusedly, Gaster held out the last bite of the hotdog to S642, who accepted it happily. 

Gaster was suddenly glad he had thought to grab two hotdogs from the break room. He pulled the second, foil wrapped hotdogs from the pocket of his lab coat. 

S642 watched, wide-eyed, finishing the last of the first hotdog, as Gaster unwrapped the second one. 

Still laughing a bit, Gaster sighed and held it out to S642.

And together, they ate the second hotdog. 
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7 ~ It Fills You With Determination

A few days went by.

S642 was lying on the floor, flipping slowly through a book. Gaster was messing with some small mechanism at his desk. He had said it was for another CORE prototype. 

Suddenly, he looked up, slapping his palms against the desktop, startling S642. 

“That’s it. This isn’t working.”

S642 looked wide-eyed at his creator. “What?”

He gestured at the mess of wires and metal on the desk in front of him. “It’s being stupid. Not working.”

S642 didn’t know what to say to that. He knew that if Gaster couldn’t get it to work, what chance was there of him getting it to work?

Suddenly, Gaster twisted in his seat, peering down at where S642 was lying on the floor. “You’re… What, five now?”

S642 looked a little concerned. “Y-yeah…?”

Gaster nodded once sharply, and stood. “I need a break. Come.” Heading towards the door, he gestured for S642 to follow.

S642 climbed to his feet, scrambling after Gaster. As he caught up, he reached up to slip a hand into Gaster’s, his fingers curling around the edge of Gaster’s hand, slipping through the hole in the middle. 

Gaster gave his hand a squeeze, but did not slow his pace.

Eventually, they came to a large, empty room. The walls were white, but marred with scrapes and scratches and dents and burn marks. 

“Welcome to the weapons testing room.” Gaster waved a hand with a flourish.

S642 frowned. “But I thought I wasn’ a weapon yet.”

Gaster grinned. “You still need to learn how to use Magic, though.”

If it were possible for someone who didn’t technically have eyes to look starry-eyed, S642 definitely did, then. “I get to learn Magic?”

Gaster nodded, smiling. “‘Course you do. You’ll need to if you’re going to be a weapon.”

S642’s excitement only grew. “So what do I do?”

“Well, uh.” Gaster gestured a little, summoning a few bone-shaped attacks. “That, pretty much.”

S642 looked from the attacks to Gaster and back again. “That… How do I do that?”

Gaster dismissed his attacks. “That is the question. Gotta be honest, here, most of it is just instinctive. It’s just something you… do. Like walking. Or breathing. You just sort of… figure it out.” He turned a bit and knelt down in front of S642, setting his hands on the smaller skeleton’s shoulders. “But, there are a few tips I can give you. A few things to make it easier. First of all,” he tapped S642’s chest, “it’s all related to your Soul. So, if you’re experiencing a particularly strong emotion, that affects your attacks. Things like anger can make you stronger, but sorrow will make you weak. So if you can learn to ignore all emotion in a battle, focus solely on the material, on your surroundings, it will benefit you immensely.” He paused a moment.

S642 thought that over, picking mentally over the details. “So… Stay focused?”

Gaster nodded. “Yeah. Second of all, while there is definitely Magic all throughout your body, the actual Magic for your attacks is all drawn directly from your Soul. Sometimes it helps to imagine things that way.”

S642 had no trouble imagining this. Gaster had told him before that a monster’s Soul was its center, the essence of its being. He nodded. 

“Third, using your Magic actively is just like using any other tool. The first time you pick it up, it’s going to feel strange and unwieldy, and you’re going to be clumsy with it. It requires practice, just like anything else, and if you practice, you’ll get strong with it.” Gaster would have liked to use the metaphor of Magic being a muscle, but, seeing as they were skeletons, that didn’t exactly fit. 

Still, that made sense to S642. 

“And, finally…” Gaster paused. “Most of it, you just gotta figure out for yourself. Just like moving around, I didn’t teach you to do that, you figured it out yourself. This is the same thing, just on a bigger scale.”

S642 was silent. After a few minutes, he said slowly, “So… stay focused, imagine, practice, and figure everything out myself?”

Gaster grinned. “Yeah. See? You’re already getting it!” He stood. “Seriously, though. Give it a try. See if you can’t figure it out.”

S642 nodded as Gaster took a step back. He could do it. He would do it. He needed to, it was what he was made for. 

He closed his eyes, trying to imagine the Magic in his Soul. He imagined it responding to his call, stretching out along his arms, filtering into the palm of his hands…

He opened his eyes, thrust out his hands. 

Nothing happened. 

“Try again.” Gaster encouraged.

But a second attempt yielded only the same results. 

Gaster noticed the look of disappointment on S642’s face. “Hey, like I said, it’s a tricky thing to do your first time. You didn’t just get up and start walking, did you? No. You crawled around, first, then stood, and fell a lot, then walked. And you still fell a lot. It takes time.”

S642 nodded slowly.

“Keep trying. I know you’ll get it.”

S642 nodded again. Closed his eyes again. Tried to push away the growing feeling of disappointment.

Then he looked up at Gaster. “Can I see you do it again?”

“What, summon an attack?”

S642 nodded, then shook his head. “Well, also actually attack with it.”

Gaster nodded. Then, quickly, he lifted his hand, thrusting it out to the side as he turned his head to his shoulder. An attack slammed against the wall.

Before he could lower his arm, S642 said, “Can you stand like that? Just for a few minutes?”

Gaster gave a barely perceptible nod. 

S642 looked at him for a couple minutes. Then, still looking at him, S642 tried to mimic the way he was standing. Feet apart, arm raised, shoulders thrown back, head to the side.

Gaster saw what he was doing, a small smile crossing his face. He lowered his arm and stepped over, kneeling down beside S642. 

“You don’t want your feet quite that far apart. More like the same distance as your shoulders. Turn your back foot out a little- yeah. Like that. Keep your arm straight. Lift your hand a little more.”

For a couple minutes, he corrected S642’s posture, down to the smallest detail. Then Gaster stood up, stepped back. 

“There you go. Try that.”

S642 nodded and lowered his arm. He closed his eyes, again imagined the Magic in his Soul. Reached for it. He imagined grabbing ahold of it, pulling it up, into his hand. 

Then he snapped open his eyes, thrusting his arm up and out, rolling his shoulders back. He urged the Magic forward, forward and outward. 

There was a strange sort of fizzling sound, and a couple white flickers around his hand. 

And suddenly, he felt dizzy and tired. Absolutely exhausted. 

“That was pretty good!” Gaster congratulated. As S642 tried to take a step forward, Gaster seemed to anticipate his dizziness, swooping forward without missing a beat and catching S642 just as he fell. “Especially for your first time. That was good.”

S642 settled into Gaster’s grip. “I don’t feel so good…”

Gaster chuckled a little. “Well, no. I told you, you would be pretty clumsy with it at first. It’ll take some practice to be able to actually summon an attack without, you know, this, but we’ll work on it.” Carrying S642, he turned for the door. “Come on. We’ll head back to the lab, and you can rest a bit.”

S642 nodded, letting his skull fall against Gaster’s shoulder as he was carried out of the weapons testing room.

~o0o~

Two days later, they finally decided that S642 was ready for the phase two injection. 

The Determination injection. 

S642 was even more afraid of this one than he was of the phase one injections. Of course, that meant the night before, he was even less likely to sleep than he had been the first time. 

After about an hour of tossing and turning in bed, he got up. Quietly, he opened the door to what had become his room and walked over to where Gaster was sitting at his desk. Without a word, he reached up and tugged on Gaster’s sleeve to get his attention, then accepted his help in climbing into his lap. Gaster made no protest as S642 snuggled against him.

“… Scared again?” Gaster asked quietly. 

S642 just nodded. 

Gaster blew out a breath and wrapped an arm around S642. “You know the Determination injection is just one injection, right? It’ll be a lot easier than the phase one injections. A lot faster.”

S642 just tried to make himself smaller, curling up tightly in Gaster’s lap. 

Gaster sighed again, and started to slowly rub S642’s back. “I can even do it myself, if you want. No scary machines.”

It took a minute, but, with his eyesockets tightly closed and face pressed against the soft woolen sweater Gaster wore beneath his lab coat, S642 nodded. 

“You know,” Gaster began slowly, quietly, “the thing about Determination is that, if you’re determined to live, then it’ll make it a lot harder to kill you. So, even if it does hurt, it won’t matter. Because you’ll be determined to live, so you will.”

S642 shifted a little in Gaster’s arms, twisting to look up at him. “… Can’t we just make me numb for it? Give me ane- anes-…”

“Anesthesia? … Sorry. No. See… Determination… it’s not exactly Magic or matter, so… I don’t think I have anything that would be effective against it.” He ran a hand across the top of S642’s skull, drawing out a rasp of bone on bone. “So you might as well have a clear head for it, right?”

S642 hesitated, but nodded. 

Gaster wrapped his hand around S642’s skull, gently snuggling it back down against his chest. “And I’ll be there the entire time. Right beside you, ready to fix anything that goes wrong. Okay?”

S642 nodded. “…‘Kay.” He whispered. 

For a minute, Gaster just hugged S642 in silence. Then, because he knew that his voice helped calm S642 down but he didn’t have anything to say, he started humming. It was a simple tune that he hummed, one that was only just a few notes before it repeated on itself. He had heard it long ago; it was a lullaby the queen had hummed to the human child when they were sick. 

Now, hugging S642 tightly, he rocked gently back and forth, humming the same lullaby to S642. 

And gradually, S642 began to relax. It took almost two hours before he fell asleep.

Yet again, content to have comforted his child, Gaster leaned back in his seat and slept, holding tightly to S642.

~o0o~

By the next morning, it seemed, S642 had built up his resolve. Sure, he was still scared, but he wasn’t going to back down. 

So, once again, he laid back on the table in the other lab, Gaster carefully tightening the restraints over him. After finishing with the restraints, Gaster slipped away for a second, returning with a syringe partially filled with a red, faintly glowing liquid. The Determination. 

As he set the needle against S642’s ribs for balance, Gaster realized just how much S642 was trembling. Taking one hand from the syringe and summoning a Magic one to take its place, he set his hand on S642’s arm. 

“Everything’s going to be fine.”

Not trusting his voice, S642 just nodded as much as the restraints would allow. 

“Ready?”

S642 nodded. 

Gaster switched the focus of his attention from S642’s face to the syringe in his hands, guiding it to S642’s Soul. S642 shivered as the tip of the needle made contact, the squeezing his eyes shut as Gaster pushed it into his Soul.

And then—

…

…

.  .  .

S642 screamed. 
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8 ~ A Font

Gaster sat next to the table, one hand resting on S642’s chest, the other on his skull. 

Beyond that first initial scream, S642 had been still and quiet. It was almost as if he were asleep. But, peering between his ribs, Gaster could see his Soul. There was a faint red aura around it, mixing with the white glow. 

Over the course of the last… eleven hours, now, the red glow had been slowly fading as S642’s body and Soul accepted the Determination. So far, there had been no signs of meltiness in him, either. 

For all intents and purposes, it seemed like it had worked so far. And, as far as Gaster knew, with minimal pain to S642. 

He was hoping, sincerely hoping, that S642’s scream had been purely out of shock, not pain, and that this would all work, and S642 wouldn’t be hurt, and he could complete the DTW project…

Gaster sighed again, running his hand along S642’s ribs. 

Eleven hours. 

S642 had been unconscious or asleep or whatever for eleven hours now. Gaster had given up trying to work on anything else around the fourth hour, and had just been sitting there for the last seven hours, waiting for S642 to wake up.

Eleven hours.

And then…

It was almost twelve hours. Thirteen.

Time went on. Despite his worry, Gaster dozed off. Napped for a while.

It was near the sixteenth hour that he woke up.

He yawned. Stretched. Cracked his back. 

Then he looked at S642. He was still out. 

The seventeenth hour came and went.

Gaster was beginning to get seriously concerned. Back when he had been legally experimenting on monsters with Determination, none of them have ever taken this long to react to it. 

Had he done something wrong? Made a mistake in the calculations? In the dosage size?

Had he made a mistake overall, just in giving the Determination to-

“… Dings—…”

Gaster snapped back to attention, instantly looking back to S642. 

S642 looked exhausted, but he was smiling.

Gaster smiled gently down at his creation. “How do you feel?”

S642’s tired grin widened. “… Sleepy.”

“Which is surprising,” Gaster said as he started undoing the restraints, “considering you’ve been asleep for the last eighteen hours.” Gaster had considered undoing the restraints some time ago, but had decided not to on the same better-safe-than-sorry premise that had made them use the restraints in the first place. 

“Eighteen…” S642 breathed out slowly. “… A-… Asleep…? I… it… felt like a lot… longer than that…”

“Were you awake?” Gaster finished with the restraints and scooped up S642, cradling him in his arms. 

“I-…” S642 yawned, settling comfortably in Gaster’s grip. “I don’t… It was dark… and there were… colors. Lots of…” He yawned, his eyes closing. “… more… more red… everything else… spread…” He twisted a little, one hand reaching across to sleepily grip at Gaster’s sweater as he drifted off. 

“You can tell me once you’ve rested.” Gaster carried him back to his lab and into the little bedroom, then tucked him into bed.

~o0o~

When he woke up, S642 was still quite exhausted. But he was also pretty hungry, and that outweighed his grogginess. 

He struggled out from under the blankets of his bed, half sliding, half flopping out of bed. From there, he stumbled to the door. Before opening it, he leaned against it for a moment. When he twisted the doorknob, he forgot that he needed to stop leaning against the door, and suddenly found himself spilling onto the floor. 

As he slowly began to pick himself up, he heard Gaster shout.

“Wha—! Are you alright?!”

S642 failed to regain his feet, instead settling for sitting back on his rump. 

And then Gaster was there, lifting him up. “Are you okay?”

S642 nodded.

“Not fully awake yet, are you?”

S642 nodded. 

Gaster chuckled. “Okay, then. But you’re sure you’re feeling okay?”

S642 nodded, hesitated, blinked, then shook his head. 

“Oh? What’s wrong?”

“‘Mm hungry.”

“Hungry? What do you say to we take a trip down to the break room, and get some food, then?”

That sounded pretty good to S642, so he nodded then let his head flop against Gaster’s shoulder. 

“I assume I’ll be carrying you, then.”

S642 nodded again.

~o0o~

A little while later, Gaster walked into the break room, carrying S642. It was around four in the morning, so there was no chance of finding any of his assistants there, a fact that Gaster was grateful for. 

He settled S642 onto the couch and walked over to the refrigerator. Since having his first taste of real food a few days ago, S642 had gotten Gaster to give him a variety of other meals. Hotdogs, though, remained his favorite, and it was a hotdog that Gaster pulled from the refrigerator shelf.

As he returned to where S642 had curled up on the couch, the small skeleton cracked open a single eyesocket to look up at him. 

Gaster grinned, waving the foil-wrapped hotdog in S642’s direction. S642 smiled tiredly up at him. Gaster flopped onto the couch and handed him the hotdog. He took it, slowly unwrapped it, and took a bite. 

As he was chewing , Gaster wrapped an arm around his shoulders and pulled him close. S642 leaned happily against Gaster’s side. 

He only got about halfway through the hotdog before falling asleep again, curled up beside Gaster. 

When Jeff arrived later that morning around eight, he found Gaster sprawled across the couch, sound asleep, with S642 lying next to him, head and shoulders on Gaster’s chest. 

~o0o~

A few weeks passed. 

It was subtle, but Gaster could see the difference the Determination made in S642. He put just a little more effort in things. Worked harder to do better. Tried a little longer before giving up.

With lessons every other day, it was only a week and a half before S642 managed to summon a complete attack. He didn’t manage to actually attack with it, since he was only able to summon it for a second or two before becoming exhausted, but for a five year old…? That was more than pretty good. That was excellent.

S642 was strong.

A variety of tests showed that S642’s Soul had fully accepted the Determination, and his body was easily sustaining the strain. But after waking up, he couldn’t remember what had ‘happened’ while he had been unconscious… If he had been unconscious. All he could remember was that there had been a lot of ‘colors,’ and there was more red than any other. Gaster theorized that his semiconscious mind had created some sort of delusion to cope with the Determination, or something along the lines of that. 

Regardless, things moved forward. They had plans for the next set of injections in a month and a half.

~o0o~

“Hey, Dings?”

Gaster looked up from what he was doing (yet more CORE designs…) and turned to look at S642, who was on the floor, reading through some storybook or whatever. 

“Yes?”

S642 hesitated, then looked up at Gaster. “Is-… Is ‘S642’ my real name?”

Gaster blinked slowly. “…What?”

S642 gestured to the book he was reading. “Well, it’s just… I know you’ve said it’s because I’m your six hundred forty second attempt, but… It’s…”

“It doesn’t seem like a real name to you.”

S642 shook his head. “… No.”

With a slow sight, Gaster rose from his seat and came to sit on the floor in front of S642. “It’s… you see, when I made you, I didn’t intend for you to be smart, especially not as smart as you are. I didn’t think I would have to do the whole… raising a kid thing. In fact, truth be told, if Jeff hadn’t interjected, I probably wouldn’t have. Or, at least, I wouldn’t have accepted it as soon as I did. Regardless, you were only meant to have the intelligence of… Oh, I don’t know, a smart dog? A parrot? Just smart enough to take orders. Not… not a child. So, no, I never… I never really thought about naming you, beyond basic identification.”

S642 looked down. “… Oh.”

Gaster rubbed the back of his skull. “That doesn’t mean that I think of you like that. Because you are most definitely smarter than a parrot.”

S642 let out a small laugh at that. Then, slowly, he looked back up at Gaster. “Dings… Can I… Can I have a real name?”

Gaster paused. Yes, he had been expecting this. He had seen it coming, right from the start of the conversation. But it still caught him off-guard nonetheless. “I mean-…” He hesitated. S642 was S642. That was just-… to change that…

No. S642 was more than that, Gaster had learned long ago. He was a sentient, living child, and should be treated as such.

“… Yeah, sure, why not?”

S642 grinned. Then he frowned. “I, uh-… What’s my name?”

Gaster shrugged, laughing. “Hadn’t really thought about that, had you?”

S642 shook his head.

“Well, it shouldn’t be too hard. You are, after all, going to have a traditional skeleton name. Which means naming you after a font.”

“Like… a computer font?”

Gaster laughed at S642’s shocked expression. “Yeah. Weird, right? But that’s just how it works. Most of the time, a skeleton’s font name embodies a lot of the skeleton’s personality.”

S642 grinned. “So, like, WingDings would be a weird, crazy font for a weird, crazy skeleton?”

Gaster gave him an amused look. “Something like that, yes.”

S642 smirked. Then, “So that still doesn’t answer what is my name.”

Gaster smirked right back at him. “What, you think I’m going to choose for you? I’d just say something like comic sans and be done with it. No, you get to do the searching, since you’re gonna be the one who has to live with it for the rest of your life.”

S642 groaned. “But I don’t even know where to start!”

Gaster laughed. “Well, that’s easy enough. Start with you. Look at a bunch of fonts, and try to figure out what sort of impression they give you. And find one that matches you.”

S642 opened his mouth, then closed it. Then opened it again.

“I never said it would be quick.” Gaster chuckled dryly. “In fact, I’d be surprised if it didn’t take a few weeks at least. But hey, I’ll make it a little easier for you. You can get on my computer when I’m not using it, and look up fonts on the undernet.”

S642 frowned thoughtfully. “Okay.”

And so, the search for a name began.
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9 ~ Comic Sans Gaster

Another week passed, and that turned into two. The time for the second set of phase one injections came around.

While he did know what was coming, S642 was still nervous about it. It had hurt, a lot, even with the anesthetics. 

But he had seen how excited Gaster had been when they had seen that his body had accepted the Determination, and he wanted to make Gaster happy. So, he said nothing about his nervousness. 

The night before, S642 once again left his bed and climbed into Gaster’s lap. Gaster said nothing, only just let S642 snuggle up against him as he continued checking over the preparations. 

And, aside from S642 screaming and thrashing around for a few hours before passing out, everything went well.

~o0o~

Gaster was in the break room for lunch. S642 was currently on the computer in Gaster’s lab, looking at fonts. He had spent much of his free time doing so.

Somewhat not-coincidentally, Gaster had pulled a few hotdogs out of the fridge, and had one out and waiting for S642. 

Eventually, S642 wandered into the room, looking pleased with himself. He sat at the table. 

“Soooooo….”

Gaster glanced up at him. “Yeah?”

“I think I’ve found it.”

“Oh?”

“Trebuchet.”

Gaster just stared at him. Finally, “… No.”

“You don’t think so?” S642 reached for the hotdog, peeling back the foil. 

“No. It’s too…” Gaster gestured a moment, searching for the right words. “Upright. Proper. Formal. Granted, a Trebuchet is a sort of catapult-type thing— a weapon— but… You’re more… casual.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah. Wait-” Gaster stuck out a hand, stopping just before S642 could bite into his hotdog. “Hang on a second before you eat that.” He stood, and walked over to the fridge. When he returned, he was carrying a yellow bottle. He passed it to S642. “Here. Try putting this on your hotdog.”

S642 accepted the bottle, but hesitated a moment. “What is mustard?”

“It’s a condiment.” Gaster returned to his seat. “You put it on food.”

S642 looked at the bottle a moment longer before shrugging and popping the cap on the bottle. He tipped it over, dumping a generous amount of the yellow condiment onto his hotdog. 

When he took a bite, he froze, expression blank. 

Gaster looked a little concerned. “What? Not good?”

For a moment, S642 didn’t respond. Eventually he mumbled through his mouthful, “… It’s amazing.”

Gaster chuckled, then just watched as S642 proceeded to scarf down the rest of the hotdog. He looked a little surprised, thought when S642 grabbed up the mustard bottle again, though. “Wait, what are you-”

S642 knocked back the bottle, taking a large swig from it’s contents.

Gaster looked shocked. “That’s disgusting.”

“Nuh-uh.” S642 responded, lowering the bottle. “‘S delicious.”

“No, it’s really not. You can’t just drink mustard.”

“I’m pretty sure I can. I just did. I’m gonna do it again.”

Gaster started forward with a hissed protest, but he was too late. S642 had already lifted the bottle again, and was drinking mustard. 

Finally, Gaster just sighed, giving up. He supposed, as it was monster food, and mostly Magic, it would do him no harm. Granted, it wasn’t especially good for him… but it wasn’t bad for him, so Gaster would let it slide. 

“Anyway,” S642 continued, lowering the bottle again, “not Trebuchet?”

“No. Not Trebuchet.”

“Guess I’ll keep looking, then.”

“I guess you will.”

~o0o~

Time passed. The phase two injection went without a hitch- S642’s scream before had been genuine pain, but this time he knew what to expect and braced himself. 

Magic-wise, he was also getting stronger. He could summon an attack and hold it there for almost a minute; for each additional attack, that time was halved. 

And still, the time for yet another set of injections came and went, and he had found no name.

S642 turned six, and still remained S642. 

He mastered basic algebra, and Gaster started teaching him more complex things. They also began his chemistry lessons.

In that time, they decided that he would probably at least be one of the sans-serif fonts, which narrowed things down considerably. 

It was four days before they were going to start the sixth set of injections that he finally got it.

~o0o~

They were in the break room, eating. Well, Gaster was. S642 had his head on the table, one hand loosely around a ketchup bottle. (He had discovered that he liked ketchup just as much as mustard, and alternated between the two regularly.)

“I just can’t do it.” S642 groaned into the table. “It’s just not there.”

Gaster, mouth full of the leftover lasagna Jeff had brought in a week ago, just grunted. 

“I’m just about ready to give up.” S642 continued. “Call it comic sans and be done with it.”

Gaster paused. 

S642 noticed, looking up. “What?”

For a moment, Gaster dig around in his seemingly-infinitely-deep lab coat pockets, eventually coming up with a piece of scrap paper and a pen. He pushed them both over to S642.

“Write your name.”

S642 gave him an irritated look. “I can’t. I don’t have a name.”

“No, I mean- … S642. Write it.”

Still scowling, S642 did so.

“Now look.” Gaster pointed as he spoke. “The S is already an S. So there’s that. Flip around the six, and you have an a. With your handwriting and a little imagination, you can imagine the four being an n. And flip the two around…”

“Sans.” S642 said slowly. “You’re telling me that my name is Comic Sans?”

Gaster shrugged. “Why not? It fits.”

S642— Sans— just blinked. Eventually, he let out a small laugh. “Heh. I-… i guess it does. yeah. comic sans. haha.”

Gaster clapped a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “Well then. Comic Sans Gaster. A proper skeleton name. Good job. Sans.” He chuckled softly. “Boy, that’s gonna take some getting used to. Sans.”

The newly-named skeleton just grinned. “yeah. guess so.”

~o0o~

Time passed. 

Sans grew. By his seventh birthday, he was just over four and a half feet. Gaster also began teaching him geometry, among other things. 

The injections continued. By the ninth set, Sans remained fully conscious for the entirety of the phase one injections. Around the twelfth set, Gaster judged it to be safe to raise the dosage slightly.

Sans’ Magic was also coming along nicely. By the time he was seven, he could summon a barrage of bones, and fling them around easily. He was still a far cry from the weapon he was going to be, as he couldn’t even stand five minutes against Gaster, but considering he was only seven, he was doing incredibly, astoundingly well. 

By the sixteenth set of injections, comparing Sans to a picture of him from before the first injections, he was noticeably… thicker. That wasn’t a surprise, though. The whole premise of the first injections was to make him more solid, or, thicker, thick enough to withstand the Determination. 

Of course, despite this, Gaster subjected Sans to a number of jokes regarding having a thick skull or being thickheaded. In turn, Sans retaliated by coming up with as many insulting puns against Gaster as he could.

And then it just became habit, pun-ing back and forth.

And time went on.
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10 ~ Blasters

By the time Sans had turned ten, he was four foot eleven, and had stopped growing entirely. They assumed this was a side effect of the growth serum— sped-up but stunted growth. There was also the possibility that much of his energy that would be put towards growth was instead used for accommodating for the physicality injections and Determination. 

In the end, though, it hardly mattered. His height made little difference in his strength. 

And strong he was- he could now last nearly four minutes against Gaster.

Of course, this was still far from what he was eventually going to need to be, but he was definitely strong for someone his age. 

And then, one day, Gaster said he had something for Sans. 

~o0o~

“well, what is it?” Sans asked yet again. 

“Just calm down.” Gaster responded. “You’ll see.”

They were on their way to the weapons testing room.

Entering the room, Gaster directed Sans over to stand against the wall behind him. 

“Alright, so you’ve heard how I used to design weapons in the War?”

“yeah?”

“Watch this.”

With that, Gaster snapped out his hand. Two massive dragon-like skulls formed, one on either side, their mouths brimming with Magic. 

As Sans watched, wide eyed, the skulls’ jaws fell, loosing the Magic they had had contained between their teeth. It was discharged in a powerful beam, an arc of light with a slight purple tint of Gaster’s Magic. The beams hit the back wall of the room.

When Gaster had dismissed the two weapons, whatever served as Sans’ ears were still ringing. And there was yet another black scorchmark on the back wall.

Gaster turned around to look at Sans. “Whaddya think?”

Sans grinned. “cool! what are they?”

“Well, I just call them Blasters, but everyone else seems to have gotten the idea that I’m incredibly narcissistic, and calls them Gaster Blasters. They’re… Weapons, essentially. Not natural attacks, but something I created and integrated into my Magic. And, with a few adjustments, we can give them to you, too.”

“really? sweet!”

Gaster grinned. “I thought you’d like ‘em.”

“can i get them now?”

Gaster’s grin slipped a little, changing to a small grimace. “Well. That’s a little difficult. Come here.”

As Sans walked over, Gaster summoned another Blaster, but a bit smaller, and without the Magic for the beam already in its mouth. 

When Sans was standing beside Gaster, Gaster gestured slightly. The Blaster’s mouth opened. 

At Gaster’s instruction, Sans peered into the Blaster’s large maw. The roof of it’s mouth was covered in a variety of symbols, all glowing with the soft purple of Gaster’s Magic. 

“what…?”

“Do you remember,” Gaster said as Sans pulled away, “how we were talking the other day about how the makeup of nonMagic living things is dictated by their genes, and that is controlled by their DNA?”

Sans nodded, still looking more at the mouth of the Blaster. 

“Well, if Magic is a monster’s genes, then runes, like those, are the DNA. So once you’ve got a weapon like this, marked with the proper runes, you can bind it into a monster’s Magic, and…” He gestured at the Blaster. “This happens. I-… I will warn you, though, the integration process is a bit painful.”

Almost as if afraid it would bite him- or maybe shoot him- Sans reached out a hand to the Blaster and set it on its nose. “how strong are they?”

“I’m no soldier, but I killed a good many humans with them.”

Sans looked up at Gaster. He had known that Gaster was in the war, that he had fought, but he had never actually heard Gaster outright admit to killing people. It had always seemed like it was some sort of… far off fantasy. Not real. 

It was a little… shocking, to be honest. 

He looked back at the Blaster, silent. 

But that was what he was going to do, right? It was the whole reason he had been created. To kill humans. 

…

Well. 

That was that, then.

He looked back to Gaster. “when can i get them?”

Gaster smiled slightly. “I still need to make it for you, so… two, three weeks?”

Sans nodded. “and… can you teach me about runes?”

Gaster nodded. “‘Course. I was planning to eventually, anyway.”

Sans grinned. 

~o0o~

It took a little longer than three weeks. Nearly a month and a half, actually. 

Gaster explained it was because he hadn’t worked with runes to this extent in a long time, so he had to constantly check his work. One small slip up could lead to Sans accidentally using a bit more Magic with the Blasters— or, it could mean that he wasn’t able to dismiss them, so they would continue to drain his Magic until he was fully depleted and he died. 

Gaster would prefer to avoid that, if at all possible. 

Eventually, though, he did finish. 

Sans’ Blaster was different from his. Gaster’s had a draconic look, and, while Sans’ definitely still looked draconian, it looked more like a wolf-dragon-hybrid thing. It’s muzzle was broader. Where Gaster’s Blasters had six spines protruding from the back of it’s skull, Sans’ had more a set of wide, armored plates.

But, in essence, they were the same thing. 

“so,” Sans said eagerly the day Gaster finished working on it, “how do i control it?”

 “Slow down, there.” Gaster chuckled. “We have to integrate it with your Magic, first.”

“okay, how do we do that?”

Gaster grinned sharply. “That’s the fun part. I get to stab you.”

“what?”

He laughed at Sans’ shocked reaction. After a moment, Gaster explained. “In order to properly bind the Blaster to you, I’ll have to carve a set of runes into your bones. Not a lot. They’ll heal fast, and once they heal, you’ll never even be able to tell they were there.”

Sans was silent.

“It won’t hurt too much. No more than the physicality serum.”

“but… i… i don’t…”

“I can knock you out, beforehand, if you’d like.”

“… yeah. okay.”

That night, Sans ended up in Gaster’s lap again.

~o0o~

They were both up early the next morning. 

Sans didn’t eat anything for breakfast. He didn’t think he would be able to keep it down, especially after Gaster had confirmed that it was actually possible for skeletons to be sick.

 He couldn’t recall feeling this nervous since the first DT injection.

That had been five years ago. 

The time came to begin things, and Gaster led Sans to his weapons lab, where he had been building the Blaster for the last month and a half. There, he swept one of four large, steel tables clear of the clutter on top of it. The Blaster rested on the next nearest table, large and menacing, lifeless without any Magic. 

Sans pulled himself to sit on the edge of the table, tugging off his shirt, as Gaster readied the sedative they would be using to knock him out. 

Gaster assured him multiple times that he wouldn’t feel a thing— until he woke up, at least, but the worst of it would be long since over by then. 

Still, Sans couldn’t help being unnerved by the array of sharp-looking tools Gaster had set out on the table beside the Blaster. 

And then Gaster was back, carefully fitting the plastic mask over Sans’ face. 

“Breathe deeply. This will take a little while to take effect.”

Sans nodded mutely. He looked at Gaster, who gave him a sympathetic smile. 

“I know what I’m doing. Everything will be just fine.”

Sans just looked at Gaster a moment longer. Then, since Gaster was still standing next to the table he was sitting on, he leaned over and snuggled himself against Gaster’s chest. 

Gaster slowly wrapped his arms around Sans, blowing out a soft sigh. Holding Sans against his chest with one hand, he ran the other up and down along Sans’ spine. Sans settled against his ribs, still inhaling the aerosol sedative, waiting for it to take effect.

And slowly, it did. Eventually, Sans realized with a sort of detached calm, that with every breath the pulse of his Soul got a little slower. His skull dipped. His eyes began to close. As his head fell, Gaster slowly released his grip on Sans, lowering him back onto the table. 

Sleep well, Sans.

The last thing he saw was Gaster, bent over him, smiling gently.

This will be over before you know it. 

~o0o~

His shoulders ached. Mostly on the left, along his clavicle and shoulder blade, extending a little ways down his humerus, but the entirety of his shoulders just… ached. 

Moaning with the pain of movement, Sans sat up. He was in bed, and both shoulders were bandaged up. 

He kind of just wanted to… flop back down. Curl up and wait for the throbbing to abate.

His more logical mind told him, however, that if he found Gaster, Gaster would help him with the pain.

So he tried to throw back the blankets. Emphasis on tried.

The movement sent a fiery blade of pain ripping through his shoulders, and he reared back, whimpering. 

After not moving for a few minutes except for deep breaths, Sans decided to instead just slide out from under the covers. This was much more successful, and he made his way over to the door, wincing a little with every step. 

The doorknob gave him a little trouble, but he managed to get it open with slow, careful, patient, painful movements. Eventually, he did get the door open.

Gaster was slumped over at his desk, sound asleep. Sans realized that was to be expected; Gaster had probably spent a good many hours carving the runes into him, and that was probably no easy feat. 

Sans walked slowly over to Gaster, and tugged on the sleeve of his lab coat. “dings…” 

Gaster mumbled something in his sleep, but didn’t wake up.

“dings.” Sans murmured a little more urgently. 

Gaster suddenly sat bolt upright, wide awake. “Huh? Wha-?” He saw Sans standing there. “Huh. Hey. You’re up sooner than I woulda thought.”

“my shoulders hurt.” Sans whimpered. 

Letting out a sigh of exertion as he lifted Sans into his lap, Gaster nodded. “Yeah. They’re going to for a little while. A few days, at least.”

“can’t you do something to make it stop?” Sans leaned against Gaster, closing his eyes. 

Gaster wrapped his arms around Sans, careful to not jostle his shoulders too much. “No. With runes, the best thing to do is to let them do their own thing.”

Sans just groaned, falling back against Gaster in misery. 

“Just relax, Sans. Getting all stiff is only going to make it worse.” Gaster yawned. 

Sans nodded and tried to relax a bit. Gaster snuggled Sans against his chest, pressing Sans’ skull to his ribcage. Sans could hear Gaster’s pulse. 

That helped him a little. 

After a little while, Sans realized that Gaster had fallen back asleep.

And he resolved to try to do so, as well.

~o0o~

It was just under two full days before Gaster judged it safe to take off the bandages. And, just as Gaster had said, the runes had healed faster than normal wounds. All that remained were faint lines marking the symbols Gaster had cut into Sans’ bones, and Gaster assured him those would disappear within another day. 

Of course, Sans wanted to try out the Blasters immediately. Gaster agreed, on the condition that he take it easy. No sparring with them yet, and only one or two at a time. 

“Try just a few basic attacks, first.” Gaster instructed in the weapons testing room.

Sans nodded, summoning a few bones and sending them hurtling towards the far wall.

Gaster nodded approvingly. “Good. That still works. Now try a Blaster.”

“how?”

Gaster grinned snarkily at him. “Sans, you know what we say about Magic-”

“yeah, yeah. it’s all instinct, figure it out yourself.”

“I’m so glad you’re learning things well.”

“i swear, i will figure out how to use these blasters, and then i’ll blow you away.”

Gaster just snickered. 

Sighing exasperatedly, Sans looked away from his creator. Focusing inward on his Soul, he closed his eyes and reached for his Magic.

There it was, same as always. Ready to twist outward, off his fingertips, shooting towards his target-

“I’m pretty sure those are bones, not Blasters.”

“i know.” Sans hissed, not opening his eyes. “i’m working on it.”

Reaching again for his Magic, he tried to bend it. Twist it into a different shape. Make it into a Blaster. 

It wasn’t working. 

He tried pushing and pulling, bending and twisting, but nothing worked.

Eventually, in exasperation, he decided just to shove the uncooperative Magic outwards, as an attack.

GUUUUUOOOOOAAAAAHH!!!

Sans’ eyes snapped open as the loud roar echoed through the room, accompanied by a blinding flash of light. He could feel the heat of the Magic rippling off the beam shooting from just behind him. 

As the sound and light died away, he turned around and caught a glimpse of the Blaster, fading away with the shimmer of used Magic.

And then Gaster was walking up to him, grinning and applauding. “Good job! That was… excellent, Sans. Enormous. Heh, I don’t think I managed to summon one so big my first time, and I actually understand how they work.” He set a hand on Sans’ shoulder, still grinning widely. “That was… amazing.”

Sans just grinned back at him, basking in his creator’s praise.
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11 ~ Into the World (or at least the lab.)

Sans ducked as a barrage of attacks hurtled towards him, only just hitting the ground in time to avoid being hit. Then lunging back to his feet, he summoned two Blasters, one in front of and one behind his opponent. 

Gaster responded by summoning two of his own Blasters, the Magic of Sans’ Blasters funneling straight into their mouths. “Come on, Sans. I told you that wouldn’t work yesterday, and it still won’t work toda-urk!”

Sans cheered as the bone he had summoned behind Gaster hit the taller skeleton square in the ribs. His victory was cut short, though, when  Gaster set up a ring of bones around him, each rocketing towards him in quick succession. Sans ducked again, but Gaster was suddenly grabbing onto the collar of his shirt with a summoned hand, hauling him back upwards.

Sans struggled free with no time to spare, only just lunging away from Gaster’s vicious attack. 

As he sprung again to his feet, Sans reached for his Magic, trying to do what he had been practicing for months— Blue Magic. He reached out with the Magic, feeling for Gaster’s Soul, before giving it a tug. 

Sans saw Gaster twitch slightly- not really fully under the affects of Blue Magic, but definitely feeling something.

And then Sans was running up towards Gaster, a bone in hand like a sword. He leaped forward, swinging with all his might. 

Gaster, in turn, summoned a longer bone, and used it like a staff, blocking Sans’ swing. The pair of them tussled for a moment, locked together in combat. 

For a moment, it looked like Sans might actually overpower Gaster, but then Gaster shoved back with his bone staff, sending Sans sprawling. 

With a vicious grin, Gaster strode over to Sans, setting a foot on his chest and the end of his attack on Sans’ collarbone. 

“I win.”

Sans just huffed. “yeah, well, you’re also a lot stronger than i am.”

“Indeed. That is the purpose of these daily sparring matches, however. You only get stronger by fighting someone stronger than you.” Gaster stepped back, dismissing his attack and offering Sans a hand up. Sans accepted the help up, simultaneously wiping a bit of sweat from his brow with his sleeve. 

“if only i could get the blue magic down.”

“You’ll get it.”

“but i’ve been working on it for almost a year! you said i should be able to get it in four or five weeks.”

“Sans. It requires patience.”

Sans just sighed.

As the pair of them walked out of the weapons testing room, Gaster began to speak again. “So. Twelfth birthday’s tomorrow.”

“uh huh.” Sans nodded, a little curious where this was going. Gaster had never really made a habit of celebrating birthdays or anything, and it was unlike him to start that now.

“I have to work in the upper floors. We’re testing one of the new CORE prototypes.”

“oh. cool. let me know how it goes.”

“Or, you know, I was thinking you could come with me, see for yourself.”

Sans stopped dead in his tracks. Gaster took half a step before turning around to look at Sans and laugh. 

“you’re kidding.”

“No. D’you wanna come?”

Slowly, Sans grinned. “yes. yes i do.”

Gaster nodded, smiling as they entered his lab. “Good. It’s… Nine thirtyish right now, so I’ll let you get to bed early. I want you up by six tomorrow, understood?”

Sans just nodded, his grin widening. 

“See you in the morning, then.”

It took Sans about ten minutes to get ready for bed. It was a good thing that he went so fast, as that meant he could fall asleep sooner, which was already going to take long enough as it was. 

Because for the first time in his life, he was going to be allowed out of the tenth floor. For the first time in his life, he was going to be allowed to go out into the world.

~o0o~

Morning found Sans already awake, dressed, and ready to go. After a quick breakfast together, Sans and Gaster walked over to the elevator.

When the doors slid open, Gaster stepped into the box. Sans, however, hesitated, the toes of his shoes just at the edge of the door.

Gaster looked at him, confused. Then, “Oooooohhhhh, right. You’ve never been in the elevator before.”

Sans shook his head. 

“Well. Come on. There’s a first time for everything.”

Slowly, Sans took a step forward, into the elevator. It was mostly just a small box with nondescript walls, a panel of buttons with floor numbers one through ten, and a checkered floor. And, despite what he had kind of expected, Sans felt no different from how he had before stepping into the elevator, which was more or less nervous.

Gaster hit the button for the seventh floor. “It’s where,” he explained, “the best explosion-proof rooms are. Well. Explosion-resistant. There have been… a few… incidents.”

Sans flinched, then realized that the room was supposed to be moving. “like… like what?”

Gaster gestured dismissively. “Oh. You know. Nothing special. Explosions.”

Sans rocked slightly on his toes. “sounds like a blast.” He murmured.

Gaster chuckled a little, indulging in Sans’ method of tension relief. “It’ll blow you away.”

Sans glanced up at him. “i’d rather not get blown up.”

“Heh. Right. Yeah, no, that’s not a good thing.” He looked down at Sans. “Just be careful, and you’ll be fine. Don’t get in anyone’s way.”

Still fidgeting nervously, Sans just nodded.

And then the elevator stopped moving, and the door slid open. Gaster let Sans hesitate a moment, watching vaguely amused as Sans took slow step forward…

In all honesty, the seventh floor looked more or less exactly like the tenth, just a bit of a different layout. 

“… i thought you said other people worked here…?” Sans prompted slowly.

Gaster chuckled. “It’s still a little early. Most of the employees arrive between seven thirty and eight thirty. It’s… seven right now.”

Sans nodded. 

Gaster led him down a hallway to a large room. It was one of the more workshop-type rooms, with diagrams and blueprints hung on the walls, various half-built mechanisms, tools, and odds and ends littering the tables.

“This,” Gaster said as they entered, “is the main location where we’ve been working on CORE designs. I have a few other teams working on it around the lab, but this where the more important things happen. Probably because this is where I work most of the time.”

Sans laughed at that last bit. 

Gaster gave him a quick tour of the room. For the most part, it was all things he had already explained to Sans, as he had been keeping Sans updated on the CORE project for the last year or so.

And then, a few minutes before employees began to arrive, Gaster gave Sans free reign of the lab.

“If anyone asks, tell them you’re doing a trial run for the newly opened intern position. What with the growth serum and all, you don’t look too young to be here, and Annoying Dog knows you’re definitely smart enough, if not in factual knowledge, then at least in logic. Just stay on the seventh floor, stay out of people’s way, and don’t touch anything you don’t already explicitly know how to use. Unless someone’s helping you, and has given you a clear reason why you should be doing it.” He paused a moment. “… We’re going to be testing the CORE prototype after lunch, so be back here around eleven forty five, and I’ll take you to the cafeteria.”

After being made to repeat each of these conditions to Gaster, Sans was allowed to explore.

As he was leaving the CORE development lab, he ran into Jeff, who was presumably coming to help Gaster. 

“Wha-! Sans?! What are you doing here?”

“He’s trying out for that available internship.” Gaster called from one of the tables he was working at. “So he’ll be around the lab, now.”

Sans grinned up at Jeff.

“Well, uh.” Jeff hesitated, then returned the smile. “Good luck, then. Have fun.”

With a nod, Sans was slipping by, out into the hallway, into adventure. 

~o0o~

Sans’ morning was spent well between exploring the halls and talking to monsters.

He found that most of the labs were much neater than Gaster’s lab, and almost all the rooms were designated to one specific project, and one project only, unlike the clutter of Gaster’s lab, where projects often spilled over onto one another, mixing with the half-built bits of machinery and mechanical things. No, here, it was much more organized, even within each individual project.

Another thing was the scientists. Everyone he met seemed incredibly shocked that someone as young as sixteen had gotten the internship. (he let people guess at his age and just kinda nodded absentmindedly whenever they made a guess, and never told anyone he was really only just twelve. It seemed like Gaster had been right about the growth serum.) But, other than that, they were all reasonably kind and helpful, explaining to him whatever he asked about. They found that he was a quick learner, and easily caught on to even some of the more complex ideas. 

One thing that confused him, though, was how everyone, everyone warned him to stay away from Dr. Gaster. 

When he asked someone, a tall, birdlike monster, she looked surprised. “You mean you got in here without hearing about him?” She twittered. “Ah well. You seem like a nice boy, and it’d be a shame to kick someone so smart as you outta here, so I’ll pass along the warning. He’s very… eccentric. Don’t get me wrong, I respect him immensely. He’s insanely smart, and when it comes to the big projects, there’s no better leader, but… he’s got quite the temper. Sort of a ‘failure will not be tolerated’ type thing.  It’s not rare to see him scolding people for not doing their jobs right, and he usually ends up firing at least two people every month.”

Sans thought on that for a minute. To be honest, it didn’t really surprise him. Gaster was a rather wild person. 

So he grinned up at the bird monster. “huh. well, thanks for lettin’ me know, but i’m not gonna get kicked outta here.”

She laughed. “That’s what they all say. Just be careful, alright?”

He nodded, thanked her again, and was on his way. 

Lunchtime rolled around, and he found his way back to the CORE development lab just as Gaster was leaving it.

“Ah, good. I was just coming to find you. Come on, the cafeteria’s on the third floor.”

So Sans followed Gaster to the elevator, and up to the third floor.

The CORE prototype testing was pretty uneventful. Nothing blew up, but it didn’t work, either. So the development team, which was Gaster, Jeff, and five other monsters, plus Sans, all went back to the development lab. 

~o0o~

“so why exactly is everyone so afraid of the doc?” Sans asked two of the monsters. Gaster was currently not in the room, called away to deal with an issue in some other project. “he doesn’t seem so bad.”

“Are you kidding?” Skiffyn, a monster that might have been feline, if not for her deep purple fur and scaly, barbed tail, said. “He’s like, the most difficult boss there is. If you just slip up a little, you can rest assured that he’ll put you out of a job.”

“really?”

“Oh yeah.” Wallek, a naga monster, agreed. “Last week, Duna got a royal chewing out just because she accidentally mixed a few chemicals wrong. It wasn’t even like they were dangerous or anything, and the mixing order didn’t even matter, but he practically told her she had killed everyone!”

“Or that time that Hass just so happened to be in the same room as one of the CORE prototypes when it blew up. He didn’t do anything to it! But now he doesn’t work here anymore.”

“And he doesn’t tolerate anyone ‘wasting his time.’ Unless it’s something that’s really, really important, he’ll yell at you just for talking to-” Wallek suddenly snapped his mouth shut as Gaster walked back into the room. Gaster, though, evidently hadn’t heard, and walked over to the table he had been working at near the back of the room. 

“wow.” Sans murmured, then grinned. “ten gold says i can talk to him.” He whispered.

Both of the scientists looked shocked. “You can’t-!”

“then what do you have to lose?” Sans’ expression was the skeleton equivalent of a raised eyebrow. 

Skiffyn suddenly got a very ferocious look in her eye. “Fine.” She whispered back. “You’re on.”

Sans grinned and walked over to where Gaster was working as the two scientists watched nervously. Pulling himself up to sit on the edge of the table, Sans peered at the sketches and blueprints and calculations on the table. “so. how’s it goin’ over here?”

“It’s not, really.” Gaster grumbled. “We’re running out of ideas.”

“well, how’s this one supposed to work?” Sans pulled one of the blueprints out of the mess and looked at it. When he glanced over the top of it, he saw Skiffyn and Wallek looking quite astonished.

“That one was going to use the geothermal energy from the lava in Hotland, and turn that into Magical power. And while we can get the heat into electricity, there’s no way to turn that into Magic energy.”

“…hhhhuh.” Sans thought about that. 

For a minute or two, they were both silent.

Then, “hey, what about runes?”

“What about them?”

“why couldn’t you use runes to make something?”

Gaster hesitated. “I… To be honest, I’ve never made anything with runes that’s not directly operated by a monster.”

“well, that’s a part of science, right? figuring out how to do new things?”

Gaster was silent, one hand rising to his jaw in thought. “… I suppose you do have a point, there.”

“and, i mean, it’s not like we would just go build the thing. you’re already making a ton of prototypes weekly, so it’s not like you’d really lose anything if it didn’t work.” 

Gaster nodded slowly. “…Right…” He dug up a clean sheet of paper, and began sketching things out. “We’d have to make sure there was a proper containment system-… -emergency overflow here-… Unless this was too small. Then-…”

As Gaster got deeper into his work, lapsing in and out of speech, voicing halves of ideas, Sans recognized that his creator wouldn’t be responding to much more conversation. 

So he hopped off the table and walked over to where the two scientists were standing, wide-eyed.

“see?” He laughed as Skiffyn handed him the gold. “i told you i could talk to him.”

§

Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Remember, votes and comments are not only always welcome, but always appreciated, too!


12 ~ Into the World (beyond the lab, this time.)

Sans honestly wasn’t sure how they had gotten the huge vat of lava into the blast room, nor what metal the vat was made of that it wasn’t melting. But that wasn’t important. 

What was important was that it was there, and they were using it to test the first CORE prototype that had been made with runes. 

It had been ten months since Sans had first been allowed to the upper floors of the lab and had first suggested the runes. In that time, a lot had happened. 

Sans was rather well-known throughout the lab by then. After the first week, Gaster gave him permission to go to any floor, so long as he didn’t actually leave the lab. In the following ten months, he explored the True Lab in its entirety, learning the location of everything, and the employees that worked there. He made an effort to befriend everyone. These were, after all, the monsters he was created to save. He wanted to know them well. 

Thinking along those lines, he put all the more effort into strengthening his Magic. The now nearly-monthly Determination injections helped, too, making him work all the harder for it. By the end of ten months, he could almost beat Gaster in a fight. Granted, his Blue Magic still needed a lot of work- he hadn’t hardly progressed in that at all- but Gaster assured him that he would get there.

And most of his time not spent talking to monsters, practicing his Magic, or something to do with the DTW injections, he was working with Gaster on the CORE. 

And now, finally, they were testing the rune CORE prototype.

As this was a completely new, possibly advanced idea, Gaster had insisted that the testing be as close to the real thing as possible. Hence the huge vat of magma sitting in the middle of the blast room, with the ten foot tall CORE prototype sitting in the middle of that. There were a variety of cables running off the prototype, each to a circuit board that would measure the energy output. 

Sans and the rest of the design crew were in the adjacent room, watching through a reinforced glass window. Gaster, though, was in the middle of the blast room, checking over the prototype again. He would also have to start it from there, as the runes required some Magic to be fed into them before they could start producing Magic. This was, of course, extremely dangerous. If the prototype blew up, then Gaster could be seriously injured or even killed. 

Nonetheless, he had insisted on doing it. And, as he was the Royal Scientist, no one dared contradict him. 

So, it was with a tense carefulness that Gaster touched his fingertips to the prototype, hand glowing with flickers of Magic. Half a second later, he turned and ran, slipping out the door and slamming it shut behind him. Only a moment later, he was joining the rest in the observation room.

“Well?” He asked.

“Nothing yet.” Jeff responded. 

And they watched. And waited.

After a couple seconds, a soft humming sound filled the room. Gaster checked the device in his hand, the one connected to the circuit board connected to the CORE prototype.

And then he let out a whistle. “It’s nearly four hundred units-”

There was a bang, and the room shook, it’s occupants dropping to the floor as the prototype blew up.

As the trembling stopped and everyone stood to peer through the window at the flaming wreckage of the prototype, Gaster laughed. “That’s the closest we’ve been to getting this thing working since the beginning of the project! Come on, I think I have an idea as to what happened, and how to fix it next time…”

~o0o~

Another two months came and went, with four more rune-prototypes built to varying degrees of success. All of them, however, worked at least for a minute or two before exploding, and that was more progress than had been made almost twenty five years. 

Gaster attributed much of the idea’s inspiration to Sans. 

It was well known throughout the lab that Gaster had a certain fondness for the smaller skeleton, as all the employees had learned seconds before losing a small bit of gold to Sans, much like Skiffyn. Sans was probably the only lab employee who wasn’t threatened, either with job loss or death, on a regular basis, and Gaster rarely got annoyed with him. Even when he did get annoyed, it was incredibly mild compared to the tempest that the other employees weathered. 

No one was really sure if this was because Sans was directly related to Gaster, if it was because Sans was also just a skeleton, and as one of the rarer species of monsters, Gaster felt a particular kinship with Sans, or if it was just because Sans was actually quite intelligent. 

It was, in fact, a mix of all three of these, but Sans and Gaster made no move to clarify that.

With the passing of two months also came Sans’ thirteenth birthday. Gaster decided that such was a good time to take Sans beyond the True Lab, and into the Underground for real. 

So, early one morning, he and Sans left the lab. 

Gaster watched Sans as they walked through Hotland together, amused by Sans wide-eyed wonderment. He kept pointing things out, asking what they were, then answering his own questions. Gaster had been teaching him about the Underground, and Sans recognized most things off the descriptions he had been given.

And then Gaster led Sans into Waterfall, and Sans’ eyesockets got even wider. 

For a full ten minutes, they just stood at the entrance to the cave system. Gaster waited against one wall, looking more at Sans’ face than the glowing crystals in the ceiling. He had seen the crystals many times, and could come back and see them again any time. But the look of wild wonder on Sans’ face, the curious joy and excited awe in his eyes, that…

That sparked up a feeling in his Soul that Gaster had not felt in a long time, and there was nothing that could happen in that moment to make him want to miss this.

Eventually, though, Gaster took Sans’ hand and led him deeper into the caves. 

Sans could only stare in wonder at the glowing crystals, at the luminescent waters, at the beautiful scenery. 

And then he found the echo flowers. 

“what’s this?” He asked, walking up to one of the glowing blue blossoms.

“What’s this?” The flower repeated, and Sans let out a small yelp, which the flower also repeated.

Gaster snickered at Sans’ surprise. 

“is this an echo flower?” Sans asked.

“… an echo flower?” It repeated.

“No.” Gaster deadpanned. “It’s just a normal weed.”

“… normal weed.”

“so it is an echo flower?”

“… an echo flower?”

Gaster just nodded. 

“cool! how does it do that?”

“…how does it do that?”

Gaster knelt down next to Sans, gesturing to the flower as he explained. “The petals pick up the vibrations in the air and funnel them into the flower. There’s a bunch of Magic there that resonates with the sound that’s picked up, repeating it. Then the sound is bounced outwards across the petals, so that we can hear it.”

“… we can hear it.” The flower demonstrated.

Sans grinned. “that’s cool.”

“That’s cool.” The flower agreed. 

“So it is.” Gaster stood again. “Not especially useful, though, as they’re incapable of repeating more than a few words for longer than a few hours at most. So not useful for storing information. And not especially good for passing it along, either, as there’s no way to control when or to whom the words are repeated.”

“… words are repeated.”

Sans still grinned. “seems like they’d be useful for pranks, though.”

“… useful for pranks, though.”

“Except they wilt only a few minutes after being picked.” Gaster replied, seeing Sans reaching for the flower. “So nothing too extensive.”

“… nothing too extensive.”

“aww.” Sans stood up, too. “that’s too bad.”

“… too bad.”

“So it is. Come on, then, there’s still a lot of Waterfall to see.”

~o0o~

Snowdin was met with more wonder.

At Gaster’s insistence that the white stuff was just snow and perfectly normally safe, Sans eagerly tromped forward, floofing around in the snow. 

Gaster, meanwhile, knelt down, and found a use for the holes in his hands. 

Sans looked up with a sharp cry as the cold, wet object smacked into the back of his skull. He whirled around to see Gaster snickering. 

“wha-?”

“Snowball.” Gaster laughed. “Yes, I threw it.”

Sans frowned. 

“Look. Grab a handful of snow, pack it into a ball, and…”

Sans reeled back, spluttering as yet another projectile hit him in the face. “why, you-! that’s cold!”

“Of course it’s cold! It’s snow!”

Sans scooped up some snow and packed it into a ball, then chucked it towards Gaster.

And thus, the snowball fight was on.

It lasted for nearly an hour as the pair ran between the trees, pelting each other with snowballs. Gaster spent a good deal of time laughing maniacally each time he hit Sans, and Sans would often reply with a shout and a snowball shoved into Gaster’s face. 

By the end of it, they were thoroughly soaked, and even as skeletons, they were starting to feel the cold.

“Come on.” Gaster said, gesturing for Sans to follow him through the snowy forest. “Snowdin town’s this way. My house is nearby.”

“you have a house?” Sans murmured, astonished. 

Gaster laughed. “Of course I have a house. What, did you think I just lived at the lab?”

“… kinda, yeah.”

“… Right. You live in the lab, so I guess it’s a logical assumption to make. Especially when I always sleep at the lab anyway.”

So they went to Gaster’s house. 

It was a pretty large house, a short distance outside town. Inside, things were sparsely furnished, and everything was covered in dust. 

All the appliances were working, though, and so was the heating, which was all they were really there for. 

Sans was a little annoyed, though, that Gaster was able to get a dry change of clothes from his closet upstairs, but all Sans had was the wet clothes he was wearing. In response, Gaster remarked that he had created Sans and was perfectly fine with seeing Sans naked while he threw Sans’ clothes in the dryer. 

On seeing the soft flush cross Sans’ cheekbones, Gaster added, “Besides, we’re skeletons. What do we have to be modest about?”

And that had launched into a whole lecture regarding how it was a bit strange, and not exactly normal to go running around without clothes on, but if Sans wanted to do that, then it really was perfectly fine, regardless of what people might say.

Sans blushed furiously throughout the whole thing, and eventually went to find a blanket.

So while Sans sat on the dusty couch, wrapped in a blanket, Gaster busied himself in the kitchen, making something resembling dinner, as it was rather late, and they had decided to just stay the night there.

It wasn’t pretty, and it didn’t taste too good, but their dinner was edible, and that was all that especially mattered. At least, that was what Gaster said to Sans, but Sans suspected that he really was just making an excuse for his horrible cooking skills.

Having eaten a nourishing if not tasty meal, and beginning to feel comfortably warm wrapped in his blanket, Sans began to get drowsy. 

He was only half-awake when he slumped sideways, flopping against Gaster. After a few moments’ hesitation, Gaster pulled Sans into his lap, letting the smaller skeleton snuggle against his chest.

When Sans fully fell asleep, it was with a sense of utter bliss. 
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13 ~ Unfulfilled Purpose

Sans was far too excited to go to sleep. There was just no way he could sleep with what was going to happen tomorrow. 

Because tomorrow, they were going to start construction on the CORE. Not a prototype, but the real thing, which would sit out in one of the massive magma pools of Hotland. 

It had taken another five months to find a working design, but they had done it, working together a combination of technology and runes to create the huge Magical power plant. Gaster had even included a number of additional features. Many of the upper chambers— the ones that would be open to the public— could be swapped around to create a huge, changeable labyrinth. The CORE would also be an easy route to New Home. In the event that a human made it to Hotland, all other routes to New Home could be closed off, and the human led into the CORE, whereupon they would get lost in the maze. Then a number of floodgates could be opened, sending a torrent of the Magical energy the CORE produced through the hallways to kill the human. 

Of course, Gaster said, they wouldn’t need to do this, because Sans would kill any humans before they made it there.

But, they were building that with the rest of the stuff, and they were starting it tomorrow.

Sans didn’t fall asleep until well after midnight.

~o0o~

The problem with building in magma was that you had to build using materials that wouldn’t catch fire or melt in the extreme heat. The problem with that was that metals like this tended to be rather expensive, especially when in the Underground where resources are limited.

Luckily, Gaster was the Royal Scientist. So he had not only amassed a rather sizable fortune, but he also only just had to ask the king for funds for any project, and it would be given. 

The supports that would actually be in the lava pool, holding the CORE above the magma were made out of pure tungsten. Almost everything else within forty feet of the surface was made or encased in titanium or nickel alloys to withstand the heat.

Despite the difficulty of heat, CORE construction proceeded at an astounding pace. Gaster thought they could get the entire Underground powered in a little under a year. 

~o0o~

It was just after they had gotten the primary emergency overflow chamber built that it happened. 

It was late, and Sans and Gaster were going over the process for building the secondary overflow. It was substantially different from the first, as, if the first was failing, then the second needed to be stronger.

They were checking over the blueprints one more time, just to be sure, when one of the various devices on Gaster’s desk started beeping. 

Sans stared at it. Gaster had a wide variety of alarm systems set up, to warn him if this was about to blow up, or that was about to collapse, or something was about to dissolve into chaos. Sans had thought that he had heard all the alarms at some time or another, but this one was new to him. 

And then Gaster was grabbing his shoulder, pulling him up and out of the lab. “Come on! We have to go!”

“what? what’s going on? where are we going? what’s that alarm?” Sans shouted back as they raced towards the elevator. 

“That’s a proximity alarm, one I hooked up to monitor nearly the entire Underground.” They stepped into the elevator, and Gaster hit the button to take them up to the main lobby. “Paired with an automated camera system, it finds and tracks the energy from a human Soul, whenever a human falls into the Underground.”

Sans felt a small spike of worry twist in his stomach- or whatever served that purpose. “a-… a human?”

Gaster grinned down at him. “Yeah. A human.”

“s- so we— … i mean, i’m going to kill it?”

Gaster nodded. “Yep!”

“you seem really happy about this. it’s kinda scaring me.”

Gaster clapped a hand onto Sans’ shoulder. “Of course I’m happy! This will bring us one Soul closer to the surface!”

Sans nodded slowly. That made sense, he supposed.

As the elevator doors slid open, Gaster started forward. “It’ll be in Waterfall by now, I would assume. We can ask the Royal Guard- … Sans?” He turned around.

Sans was still standing in the elevator.

“… Sans? Are you alright?”

Sans opened his mouth, then hesitated. “what if-… what if i can’t do it? what if i can’t kill it?”

Gaster walked back over to the elevator and knelt down in front of Sans, setting his hands on Sans’ shoulders. “Don’t think about that. You have Determination, you’ll be able to do it. I know you will. It’s what I made you for. You can do it.”

“but what if i can’t? what if i try, but i’m not strong enough?”

“Sans, you can almost beat me in a sparring match, and I’ve killed humans before. Multiple humans. You’ll do just fine against a single one.”

Sans hesitated, then nodded. 

Gaster stood, grinning again. “Now come! It’s time for me to test my greatest creation!”

~o0o~

They reached Waterfall quickly. Skidding to a halt at the entry, Gaster grabbed Sans by the shoulder to stop him, too. 

“Sans. I’m going to go get the king, probably a few of the Royal Guard, too, and bring them here.”

Sans got a panicked look in his eye. “I thought you said I could do this!”

Gaster burst out laughing. “Heck yeah! I want to bring them here so I can brag!”

Surprisingly, this boosted Sans’ confidence. “yeah. because your ego needs to be even bigger. i’m the one who’s going to be doing all the fighting!”

Gaster chuckled. “I’m the one who made you.”

Sans was about to respond when suddenly, a Woshua burst out of the Waterfall enterance, shouting. “They’re coming! That filthy human is coming this way!”

Gaster gave Sans’ shoulder a squeeze. “You can do this. Stay Determined. I’ll be back soon.”

And then he was racing off, leaving Sans to stand alone, ready to defend Hotland. 

Sans crouched down slightly, readying himself.

And then, there they were. The human. Walking forward slowly. Dust on their hands.

They looked like a child. Maybe only as old as Sans.

Sans shuddered. If a human child could kill so mercilessly…

Humans really were just as cruel and dangerous as Gaster made them out to be.

Sans braced himself, preparing an attack. “human. you won’t make it past here.”

And then they were fighting. Sans sent out attack after attack, bones and Blasters alike, attacking the human with all he had. They danced and twisted, dodging around his attacks, sometimes making it out of the way, sometimes taking a hit, but never faltering.

The assault continued, and Sans forced the human back into Waterfall. Their shouts, the roar of the Blasters, and the human’s shrieks echoed through the caves, picked up and amplified by the echo flowers. Each Blaster that missed its target slammed into the cave walls, leaving charred spots and sometimes cracking the wall, sending rocks and crystals falling down around the two opponents. They splashed through glowing rivers and thundered across bridges, their battle carrying them deeper into the caves. 

Sans hardly felt it when he was hit, only just distantly noting the dip in his HP, vaguely aware of the damage to his body. But he was acutely aware of every attack landed on the human, of the blood dripping from their wounds, of the way they grimaced in pain with every hit. 

At some point, Sans realized he was sweating. Half his HP was gone. The human was still going strong.

He would have to try a little harder if he wanted to win this. 

Which, he did. 

Bracing his weight on his left foot, he snapped out his arm, summoning four Blasters. They fired in quick succession, all hitting their target.

Sans was suddenly, sharply aware of his own exhaust. Of the sweat dripping down his skull. 

No. N O . I can do better than this. I will win!

As the human charged forward, he summoned another Blaster and a set of bones, sending them towards the human. Some hit. Some didn’t. The human got closer. 

Sans took half a step back, summoning more attacks. But the human just kept coming. 

He had to win. For all of monsterkind, he had to win!

With a roar, he summoned more Blasters, firing them at the human. 

Why

Were they

NOT DEAD?

Then, suddenly, they were right in front of him, lashing out. He went flying backward, slamming into a cave wall with a sickening crunch. 

As Sans struggled to his feet, one hand over the wound that had just been dealt to his ribs, the human approached slowly, sure of their victory. 

Sans knew he couldn’t take another hit like that. He had to keep them back.

Only one thing, then. One thing he could do.

Blue Magic. 

He reached out. Felt for their Soul. 

Why could he not find it?

He was too tired. Too dizzy. His injuries were too painful. This wouldn’t work. 

N-…

No. Had to try. For monsters. 

Reaching out again.

There. There was their Soul. 

Now…

Now he just…

Had to use Blue Magic…

Throw them back…

Throw them back…!

But it was useless. The human’s approach was relentless, and they were right in front of him. 

Exhausted, Sans collapsed to his hands and knees, trembling. He looked up at the human.

“please-…” His voice was hoarse. “please- i- i don’ wanna die-…!”

The human’s sharp grin made Sans tremble all the more. “Shoulda thought of that before you attacked me.”

And then something smashed into Sans’ skull, and he collapsed to the ground. 

This was the end, then. 

There was a sound. A shout. 

Flash of Magic. Fire.

…-going to die-…

A blur of movement, as the pain faded to an ache. 

…-have to hold on!-…

Something familiar. Wasn’t sure what, but…

…-Dr. Gaster! He’s over-…

Movement. No more pain. Just… numb.

…-d-dings-… h-… e-… l-… p-…

Agony suddenly tore through the numbness, every bone burning, splintering, snapping, breaking. 

Might have been screaming. Might have been struggling, clawing, trying to escape.

…-Sans! Sans calm down!-…

Tearing through him, seeping from his Soul.

…-only going to hurt yourse-…

Then he couldn’t move. Held in place. Hands to his chest, knees drawn up, pressed to Gaster’s chest. 

…-have to stay calm. That’s it. Just stay still-…

Repetitive swaying, back and forth and back, moving forward. Every step jolted through Sans’ body, a fresh stab of agony, drawing a whimper from him. 

…-d-in-gs-… h-el-p-… i-t… h-urt-s…

Gaster hugged Sans a little tighter to his chest. Slowly, the pain, the agony, the dizziness, the fog in his head slid back into numb oblivion. 

…-stay still-… …-back to the lab-… …-almost beat-…

And then there was nothing.
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14 ~ Things are Difficult

Gaster was sitting at his desk, tapping a pen against the desktop. 

Things weren’t going well. 

Sans had been pretty badly wounded in the fight— he was still unconscious. Granted, he had done enough damage, enough that when Asgore had arrived, he had killed the human in less than a minute, but… 

As it turned out, the Determination was so thick in Sans’ bones, that when he had finally been brought down, when he had finally begun to let go, it had started seeping out of his wounds. 

Sans had bled Determination. And that hurt, apparently, a lot. Gaster had had a difficult time lifting Sans off the ground; he started writhing and screaming the second anything touched him. 

Nonetheless, Gaster had carried him back to the lab and bandaged up his wounds in an attempt to stop Sans’ loss of Determination. There was still a lot left in the small skeleton, Gaster knew, but it looked like Sans had lost almost fifteen injections’ worth of it. 

Gaster couldn’t imagine the pain. 

On top of that, there was just the general brokenness of Sans’ body. His ribs had been all but caved in, there was a webbing of cracks across his skull, and his entire right shoulder was just a mess, not to mention the myriad of other smaller breaks and cracks and scrapes. 

Currently, Sans was passed out on the operating table, but all of Gaster’s machines showed that his vitals were more or less stable. Sans would live, and, with the amount of healing Magic Gaster had poured into him, with very little scarring.

This whole thing, though, was just… difficult. The loss of Determination; more than a year’s work wasted. The time waiting until Sans healed. 

The fact that Sans hadn’t been strong enough. 

Gaster had gone back and watched the recording of the battle, filmed through his network of cameras. 

Sans had put up an impressive fight, there was no denying that. But, at the end, when it mattered most, he had failed to use Blue Magic. He could have saved himself, won, if he had had Blue Magic. 

Gaster sighed, rubbing the ridge of his nasal bone. 

Sans hadn’t been strong enough, and now they were not only set back because of that, but Sans was badly injured and would probably be in pain for a long time.

And then, as if this weren’t enough, there was an issue with the CORE. Some of the metals hadn’t been pure enough composites, and a bunch of stuff had turned molten in the heat. It was going to take a long time to repair the damage. 

Gaster groaned again, smacking his hand against his skull. 

Why, why had everything gone so wrong?

And then Sans let out a strangled cry, writhing as he woke up. Gaster rose from his seat and walked over. He grabbed up Sans’ hands and tried to hold the small skeleton down, tried to keep him from injuring himself more, but that was challenging when grabbing ahold of him almost anywhere meant jostling some broken bone or another. 

Sans only cried out more, choked sobs slipping from his mouth. 

Still struggling to keep Sans still, Gaster summoned several pairs of hands and sent them about the room, getting a sedative ready to calm Sans down.

Gathering Sans up in his arms as carefully as he could manage, Gaster held Sans’ skull against his chest. He had found that one of the things that helped Sans calm down was hearing the beat of his Soul, and this now was what he was hoping to use. 

It was hard, though. Sans was still struggling and whimpering. 

“Shhh, shhh. Calm down, Sans. Try to stay still.” Gaster’s voice helped, too. “You’re going to be alright. You’re going to hurt yourself, calm down.”

Finally finishing with the sedative and handing it to himself, Gaster shifted Sans in his arms to set the glass against Sans’ mouth. 

“Shh, stay calm, Sans. Just like that. Everything’s going to be okay, just stay still.” Gaster slowly started to pour the liquid into Sans’ mouth. 

Sans gagged and choked, crying out, thrashing in Gaster’s grip. 

“Nonono, hush, shhh, calm down, it’s alright, Sans.” Gaster rocked back and forth a little, repeatedly murmuring to Sans to calm him down. “Come on, you’re going to be okay, just calm down.”

Sans gradually stopped struggling in favor of trembling fiercely, moaning and whimpering. 

“That’s it. Now just stay still…” Gaster again held the drugged drink to Sans’ mouth. “Sans, I need you to drink this, alright? It’ll make you feel better. You’ll go back to sleep, and everything will hurt less. Okay? Sans? Can you drink this for me?”

Wether Sans actually heard Gaster, he had calmed down enough to actually drink it, or it was just some instinctive reaction left from the days when Gaster hand-fed him, Sans began to drink. Regardless of the reason, Gaster was glad that he was drinking it, as it meant he wouldn’t have to put it into an IV drip, and was careful to not tip the liquid into Sans’ mouth too fast. 

By the time he had finished, the sedative was already taking effect. Sans was only just trembling a little, and he was more or less limp. 

Gaster settled Sans back down on the table, sighing heavily.

When had everything gotten so difficult?

~o0o~

Sans wasn’t quite sure when he had started screaming, only that he was. Everything burned and ached, and he couldn’t see. 

So he screamed, crying out for help he couldn’t be sure would come. 

“Sans! Sans! Calm down! Calm down, you’re alright.”

Recognizing Gaster’s voice, Sans let his own voice taper off, shaking and gasping. “d- dings?”

“Yeah. I’m right here.” Sans felt Gaster grab lightly onto his left shoulder, which hurt just a little less than his right.

“d-dings— ev-eryth-ing h-h-urts—”

“I know. Just try to stay still.”

“i c-can-t s-see—”

“You took a pretty nasty hit right above your eyesockets. I had to wrap almost your entire skull in bandages.”

Sans just whimpered. 

“Everything’s going to be alright, Sans. You just need a bit of time to recover.”

Sans whimpered again. 

And then he remembered why he was there, why he couldn’t move without crying out in pain, why he was wrapped in bandages.

“i- i’m s-sorr-y! i’m sorry, d-ings—”

“Why are you sorry?” There was a note of bitter humor in Gaster’s voice.

“i w-wasn’t— i could-n’t b-beat t-the hum-man— i w-wasn’t str-rong en-nough— an’— i c-couldn’t-”

“Sans.” Gaster’s grip on his shoulder tightened a little. “Sans, that’s not your fault. We couldn’t have known how strong the human was. If anything, it’s my fault. You weren’t ready, but I told you to go anyway.” He hesitated. “And… Do you know what happened after you fell? King Asgore came and killed the human in one hit.”

Sans let out a moan. He was so weak; he was meant to kill humans but he couldn’t, and King Asgore had killed the human in—

“You brought the human’s HP low enough that Asgore didn’t have to do hardly anything. Without all that you had done against them, that battle would have lasted much longer.”

Sans wasn’t so easily convinced. “b-but i s-still- w-wasn’t…”

“And that’s okay. You’re alive, and you’re going to heal. You’ll recover, be just as strong as you used to be, and then you’ll get stronger. You can’t give up, Sans. We’re so close. Next time, we’ll do better. This will work; the only reason it didn’t work now was because we tried to make it work too soon. You will get better.” Sans heard Gaster sigh slowly. Not being able to see, he flinched slightly when Gaster grabbed his hand. “You’ll get better. For now, though, just rest. Alright?”

Sans let out a sort of breathy whine of agreement. 

“Good.” There was a rustle of cloth, Gaster’s clothes, probably, as he moved away. “Still hurts, though, doesn’t it? I’ll get you something to help you sleep.”

Sans mumbled out an affirmative response. 

It was a few minutes before Gaster returned. Carefully, he lifted Sans’ skull, holding a glass to Sans’ mouth. 

“Here. Drink this.”

With Gaster’s help, Sans did so. 

When he had finished and Gaster started to pull away, Sans clumsily, blindly reached out in the direction he thought Gaster was, trying to ignore the stab of pain in his shoulder and arm and ribs. He managed to grab something, probably a fistful of Gaster’s lab coat. “d-dings— d-don’t g-go!! p-please- d-on’t leave m-me— … p-lease d-don’t g-go-…”

Gaster sighed quietly, almost sadly. He reached up and wrapped a hand around Sans’ hand, gently loosening Sans’ grip. “Okay, Sans. I’ll stay here. I’m not going to go anywhere.”

Sans let out a choked sob of relief. “i d-don’ w-wanna be alone-…”

“I know, Sans.” Gaster’s fingertips just brushed against the top of Sans’ skull, and Gaster gripped Sans’ hand tightly. “You’re not alone. I’m right here.”

“d-don’t go-…”

“I’m not going anywhere. I’ll stay right here. Just try to rest, Sans.”

“…don’t l-leave-… me- a-al-one—…”

“I’m not going to leave you, Sans. I promise.”

~o0o~

Sans woke to a soft light filtering through the bandage over his eyes. 

“hhhhhnnnngh?” He mumbled sleepily.

He had been laying there, in and out of consciousness, for nearly the last three weeks. Always when he had woken up, Gaster was nearby, ready to come to his aid and keep him calm. 

Everything still ached fiercely, but compared to how badly it had hurt before… he was thankful. 

“Stay still.” Gaster quietly responded to Sans’ mumbled question as he once again lifted Sans’ skull. “I’m taking the bandage off your head. If it’s healed enough, I can leave it off.”

Sans didn’t respond, just taking slow, deep breaths, trying to push away the dull throbbing in his bones. 

After a few seconds, Gaster pulled away the last of the bandage, still cradling Sans’ skull in his hand. “That… It looks alright. It’ll be sore for a while, but, well, everything will be. You… You can open your eyes whenever you’re ready.”

Carefully, Gaster lowered Sans’ head back onto the table, and moved on to the thick swath of bandages around Sans’ shoulder. He had already finished taking care of most of Sans’ smaller injuries before Sans had woken up, and was moving on to the bigger things now. 

Gradually, Sans opened his eyes. It seemed that Gaster had anticipated his waking up now, and purposefully kept the light level of the room low, so Sans had no difficulty adjusting to the light. 

Slowly, he lifted his head to see what Gaster was doing. 

“wh-why—” he said, his breathing shuddery, “why is it s-so red-?”

Gaster stopped what he was doing, looking at the red-stained bandages he had been pulling off Sans’ shoulder. There were faint splotches of red soaking through the bandages around his ribs, too. With a slow sigh, he reached out and gently forced Sans to lay back down. “You were bleeding Determination. It’s stopped, now, but… that’ll have set us back quite a bit.”

Sans closed his eyes, moaning pitifully. “wh-y d-does it h-ha-ve to h-hurt s-so much-?”

Starting again on unwinding the bandages, Gaster sighed again. “You’ll get better, Sans. You’ll be fine.”

§

Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Remember, comments and votes are not only always welcome, but always appreciated, too!


15 ~ Unforseen Consequences (pt 1)

It was another week and a half before Sans was well enough to stand up and walk around. For the most part, his head, along with all the other smaller injuries, had stopped hurting, but his ribs and right shoulder still burned with exertion, and he could only move around for a little while before growing tired. 

Gaster assured him, though, that he was, in fact, making a very speedy recovery. 

Something felt off to Sans, though. Like he just couldn’t work as hard. There wasn’t as much of a point in working hard.

“It’s because you lost so much Determination.” Gaster supplied. “We’ll be able to put it back into you once you’ve recovered. Luckily, we won’t have to redo any of the phase one injections. You’re still just about as solid as you were.” He paused. “… I’d say, once you’ve finished healing, we could probably do it all in two or three injections, if not one.”

Sans, in response, had frowned and groaned.

“What? Is that a problem?”

“… no, it’s just…” He sighed. “that was a lot of work lost. and it’s not gonna be fun redoing it.”

Gaster gave Sans a sympathetic look. “No. War isn’t fun. But that’s why we’re doing this, so that the war won’t last as long.”

“you’re saying that like we’re in a war. right now.”

“Well, technically, we are. Asgore declared war on the humans when the prince was killed. He never revoked that or anything, and never made peace with the humans, so…”

Sans just sighed.

Gaster decided now was the time to move on to another subject he had been looking into.

“Also, about your Blue Magic…”

Sans’ face took on a stricken expression. He still blamed himself and his inability to use Blue Magic for not being able to kill the human. 

“… I think I’ve found a solution.”

“… what’s that…?”

“Well, Blue Magic, along with any other kind of trait Magic, requires a very large amount of Magic, and, well, despite you having a very large capacity for Magic, the sheer amount it would require is simply too much for someone of your size—”

“gee, thanks.”

Gaster paused to give Sans a small glare. “Don’t interrupt.” For a moment, they just looked at each other, before Gaster continued. “Like I was saying, it’s too much Magic for someone as small as you to have the capacity for naturally. It won’t matter how much you train and practice and try, you’ll never be able to naturally raise your Magic capacity high enough to use Blue Magic.”

“you keep putting stress on the word naturally.” Sans said slowly. “what are you saying, that we’re gonna to artificially raise my magic capacity?”

“Yes! Exactly!” Gaster’s words were accompanied by gestures in Hands, a clear sign that he was getting excited. 

Sans frowned. “… how?”

“Runes. A few across your ribs, and then a few directly into your Soul.”

“but—… won’t that- y’know, hurt?”

“Well, I mean, yeah, but you’d recover. And in the long run, it would benefit you immensely. Heck, we could probably even make it so your Magic capacity was higher that Asgore’s.”

“that’s, uh, a lot of magic.”

Gaster grinned sharply. “Enough to kill a human. Enough to kill a ton of humans.”

Sans blinked slowly, then looked up at Gaster. “… enough to win the war.”

Gaster’s grin widened. “Exactly.”

~o0o~

By the time another week and a half had passed, Gaster allowed Sans out of the tenth floor, up into the rest of the lab again. 

Every monster who saw him was horrified and sympathetic about the extent of his wounds. Whenever anyone asked how he had gotten hurt that badly, he responded how Gaster had instructed him.

“i saw the human and decided i would try to fight. guess i just wasn’t quite up to the challenge.”

Of course, this only made the lab employees more sympathetic to him. They though he was a hero, and even more so for his humility in admitting, but not complaining about, his own weakness.

Which, on one hand, made Sans feel even more guilty, but on the other, made him even more determined to become stronger, so he could live up to these people’s beliefs.

Gaster was pleased to see Sans’ refound hope in the DTW project.

~o0o~

“So then.” Gaster said one morning. “I think in a few more days, we can pick things up again. So which would you like to do first, the Determination injection, or boosting your Magic.”

Sans hesitated. “i-… i say magic.”

Gaster nodded. “Alright. I have everything almost ready. By the time you’re fully recovered, we’ll be able to do it.”

~o0o~

That time came unnervingly, frighteningly soon. 

Sans found himself once again on the operating table, more nervous than he had been in a long time— at least with the Blasters, Gaster did have some experience, even if it was from long ago. But this he had never done before. 

Gaster assured Sans, though, that he knew what he was doing, he had checked everything over countless times, and it would work. 

So he lay there, shirtless, on the table, waiting for the sedative to kick in. 

“d-dings?” He called.

Gaster slipped into view, a sheaf of papers in his hand.

“promise me you’ll be careful? you won’t mess around?”

Gaster frowned a little, amusedly. “What, you don’t trust me?”

Sans said nothing, just stared up at his creator.

“Ouch, Sans. That hurts. Haven’t I kept you alive for almost fourteen years, now? You’d think I’d get a little respect for that, buuuuut no.” Gaster paused, noticing the look on Sans’ face. “Sans, I will willingly admit to screwing around with a lot of things I probably shouldn’t, but  I never play around when I can’t afford to make mistakes.”

Sans blinked a little, and nodded.

“Everything’s gonna be fine, Sans. You won’t even hardly feel a thing. Well. You’ll be sore when you wake up, but only that.” Gaster paused, grinning. “Now go to sleep. I wanna get to work on this.”

Comforted by Gaster’s confidence, Sans closed his eyes and tried to relax. He was out in just a couple more minutes. 

~o0o~

Sans groaned.

“Oh good. You’re awake.” Gaster said.

“mmmnnngggh…” He mumbled drowsily. His ribs hurt. His Soul, too, probably. It was weird.

He felt Gaster’s hand against his shoulder. “How do you feel.”

“…hurts.” Sans responded shortly. 

Sans hadn’t opened his eyes yet, but he got the sense Gaster was smiling. “Yeah. There were quite a few more runes this time. But, you’re strong. Give it a day or two, and you should be fine.”

Sans mumbled a vaguely affirmative answer.

By the next morning, he was feeling well enough to get up. 

Carefully, with Gaster’s help, he sat up. Twisted a bit, to swing his legs off the table.

So far so good. 

He slid off the table, onto his own two feet, blinking a little.

“Are you alright?”

Sans smiled and nodded a bit. “y-yeah. i’m okay. my ribs just hurt.”

“Ah. I’m going to let go, now, alright?”

Sans nodded. Gaster released his grip on Sans’ shoulder. 

“see?” Sans said after a moment, gesturing a bit. “perfectly fine.”

Gaster nodded once, sharply. “If you’re sure. Just take it easy. Don’t want to hurt yourself.” 

“who, me?” Sans grinned.

Gaster smiled, about to make some snarky remark, when his phone went off. He pulled it out of his lab coat pocket, accepting the call. “What?”

Sans watched, just able to make out a muffled voice, as Gaster’s pleased expression shifted into one of extreme irritation. 

Finally, “I’ll be there in a moment.” He ended the call, sliding the phone back into his pocket. Then he looked at Sans. “There’s an issue with the CORE. Apparently, some intern thought it would be fun to screw everything up and light it on fire— despite the fact that EVERYTHING THERE is supposed to be FIRE RETARDANT.”

Sans snickered a little at Gaster’s irritation, despite the fact  that he knew someone would probably be going home out of work tonight. 

As Gaster slipped out the door, he turned back to look at Sans. “If you need anything, Jeff should be in his lab. Stay down here on the tenth floor for now.” He fixed Sans with a firm look. “Don’t kill yourself, Sans.”

And then he was out the door.

Sans just chuckled. 

Anyway. He was still pretty sore, but above all, Sans was hungry. He supposed he would have to head down to the break room, then. 

As he started to take a step, he suddenly felt nauseous. 

With the next step, his head was spinning, his vision wavering.

Wh-what—? He wondered, panicked. I have to get help—

He staggered forward another step, but things only got worse. His already blurred vision got tunnely and dark, his knees knocking together beneath him. 

Sans fell, trembling and sweating, suddenly very sick. He curled up in the fetal position, his breaths coming in shaky gasps. It felt like his chest was burning.

There was no way he was making it to the door, much less all the way to Jeff. Distantly he knew this, knew he wasn’t going to be getting help.

Had to bring help to him, then.

He tried to shout. Tried to scream out to Jeff, in hopes that the kind cat monster would hear and come to him. 

But his voice only came out in a strangled croak, and even that action was exerting him well beyond what he was capable of in his current state. 

As he slipped further from consciousness, he silently swore.

“You’ll be perfectly fine,” he said. “Just a little sore, he said.

Sans wondered with his last scrap of weary consciousness if Gaster had known this would happen or not. 

And then everything was just a jumbled mess, assaulting him from every direction, a blur of color, lying there on the floor, curled up and shaking and sweating and deathly cold, begging for help, only hearing a hoarse moan, his own voice? gasping for breath, trembling and shivering, so cold and just so tired, everything spinning and nonsensical blurs and Sans? Sans can you hear me? freezing cold and burning ribs, it ached so much, Sans, you have to hold on! throbbing pain in his Soul, the screaming in his head, so cold, why isn’t this working?! I don’t understand- have to hurry— maybe it’s not enough—

Stillness. Calm and relief and warmth, seeping from his Soul, through his body. 

Just stay still. 

Melting the ice that had been creeping into his bones and cooling the burning in his chest. 

You’re going to be alright.

Sans started to breathe again, at first in rough, strained gasps, but they quickly evened out into long, slow, deep breaths.

And then he began to wake up, really wake up.

He was lying on the operating table. He felt wet. And like a thousand pounds were resting on his chest. His left arm had a sort of unusual pressure in it, too. 

Slowly, he opened his eyes, only to snap them shut again with a sharp gasp. There was a bright light over the table, shining right into his eyesockets.

“Sans?” Gaster’s voice was close.

“‘sss t’… brnnnnggghhh…” He attempted, and failed. 

“Hush.” Gaster gently commanded, one hand settling on Sans’ shoulder, the other against the top of his skull. “Just rest.”

Sans was happy to oblige.

A few more hours, and he was feeling a bit better. When he opened his eyes, the overhead light was turned off. There was an IV drip in his Soul, and, apparently, another one had been inserted into the marrow of his left humerus, which accounted for the strange pressure. There were also the usual variety of sensors that were attached to him in his weekly check-ups, along with a variety of others, both to his Soul and body. Nearby, an assortment of machinery fans were humming softly, and he could hear a soft beeping sound that seemed to match his pulse. 

For a while, he just lay there. 

Then he saw Gaster, and Gaster saw him, saw he was awake-…

An unnaturally gentle smile crossed Gaster’s face, only just hinting at his relief.

“Thank the Annoying Dog. You’re all right.”

Sans smiled weakly. “…—wh-a-…?”

“Not now.” Gaster stepped close, gathering Sans up in his arms, something he had unfortunately seemed to have stopped doing as Sans got older. “Not now. I’ll tell you later.” He hugged Sans to his chest, tucking the smaller skeleton’s skull under his chin. “For now, just rest.”

Sans snuggled up to Gaster, pressing his skull against Gaster’s ribs, listening to his pulse, relaxing in his grip…

Like this, warm and comfortable and lovingly wrapped in Gaster’s hug, he could believe that everything was okay, that it would be okay, that it would stay okay.

He slept comfortably. 
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16 ~ Unforseen Consequences (pt 2)

Sans didn’t want to wake up. 

Because waking up- that would acknowledge the fact that he was okay now. And that would mean Gaster would let go of him, set him down. 

Sans hadn’t just… been hugged in a long time, it seemed. He didn’t want it to end. He just wanted to stay curled in his creator’s arms, pressed against his chest, just knowing that Gaster was there.

He felt like Gaster hadn’t really been around as much. 

Well, no. Gaster had been around just as much as he used to be, but it was… different. He was always there for the injections and the checkups, but he wasn’t… with Sans. Wasn’t there to keep him company, or hold his hand, or tell him it was going to be okay when the pain hit.

Sans knew it was probably because he was getting older. He didn’t need that kind of care anymore. But that didn’t mean he didn’t miss it, especially when he was writhing on the table, fully conscious and under the effects of the physicality serum. 

So Sans was content to just lay there, curled up against Gaster, and be hugged. 

Eventually, though, it had to end. Sans felt Gaster’s grip on him loosening as he was carefully set back on the table.

“Sans. You’re okay now?”

Sans looked from Gaster to the IV still in his Soul. The bag was almost empty. So was the one in his arm. “i… i think so, yeah.” Then he looked back up at Gaster. “what-… what happened?”

“I-…” Gaster paused, chuckling a little. “I suppose I tricked your body a little too well into thinking the larger Magic capacity was normal. Because your Magic capacity was higher, but I didn’t put anything into you, so you still had the same amount of actual Magic in you. So your body thought you were extremely low on Magic, as in, starving and dying low, and responded as such.” He paused, looking also at the nearly-empty IV bag. “Once I got some Magic into you, though, you started to wake up.”

Sans paused, thinking on that. “… oh. … wait, if my magic capacity is higher, but my body thinks that’s normal, does that mean i’m gonna have to keep my magic level higher?”

Gaster nodded as he reached for the IV, carefully pulling it out of his chest, then for the one in Sans’ arm. “Yes. It won’t be too difficult, though. Just a bit more food, a bit more rest… It won’t be hard. Once you get into the habit of it, you won’t even be able to tell it was different.”

Sans nodded, slowly sitting up, stretching his back. He could feel the excess Magic, burning in his Soul. It felt good. Strong. It felt like he could do something big, something powerful. 

Like he could use Blue Magic. 

Gaster seemed to read his mind. “Give it a few days to make sure your body’s fully acclimated to everything, and we can try out Blue Magic again.”

Sans grinned and nodded.

~o0o~

The next day, he went with Gaster into the upper floors of the lab. Whenever anyone asked where he had been for the last two days, his response was that he hadn’t been as recovered as he thought, and had needed to take a little more time off.

Everyone thought, of course, that he was referring to his wounds from the human attack. He didn’t correct them. 

The CORE construction was proceeding nicely. It was about a quarter of the way built now, already covering almost two thousand square feet at it’s base, and having roughly five floors already built. The tricky part was that a lot of the interior working, the machinery and such was MASSIVE, and not all strictly floor-height uniform. So it was “roughly” five stories tall because much of the interior that wasn’t the area open to the public wouldn’t be hallways and rooms. Granted, there were a few of those, but it was mostly catwalks to control panels, through one of several large, open, cavernous spaces. 

To make matters worse, there was mist everywhere, fine particles of Magic condensation that clouded together in the open space. Sans said it was a dramatic movie battle just waiting to happen— and that was saying it with the implication that it was one of those where someone falls off the catwalk into the empty space, down to the reaction chambers below, where they would get torn apart by the sheer Magical energy that filled the area.

Gaster insisted everything would be fine. There were rails on the catwalks, it would be fine. 

Sans wasn’t a hundred percent sure, but he trusted Gaster. 

~o0o~

Sans was, to be honest, quite excited. Three days had passed, and, aside from the twenty minute nap break he started taking at lunchtime, everything was the same.

But now, he was finally going to be able to use Blue Magic.

… As soon as he figured it out. 

They were in the weapons testing room, and, true to form, Gaster had more or less said, “figure it out yourself.” He was standing at one end of the room, posing as Sans’ test subject for once, as Sans was going to be using Blue Magic on him.

It wasn’t going too well, though. 

It was much easier to find Gaster’s Soul, to feel it, but when he tried to actually grab it…

Sans let out a sharp yelp, staggering back a step as a stab of pain tore through him. It faded as soon as he dispelled the Magic. 

“seriously, dings. i think i’m doin’ somethin’ wrong.” Sans said, just as he had the past five failed attempts. 

Gaster, in turn, shook his head. “No. Your body just doesn’t know how to use that much Magic yet. Just keep trying. You’ll get it.”

Sans nodded and closed his eyes again, reaching out with his Magic. There was Gaster, his Soul, but when Sans tried to grab it with Magic…

“but it hurts!”

Gaster blew out a small sigh. “… Fine. How about we call it a day, take a break, and pick this back up tomorrow.” 

Sans nodded. They had planned to reinject the Determination into him today, anyway, and he would rather not be tired and aching for that. 

Together, they left the weapons testing room.

~o0o~

The recovery Determination injection went well. There were no problems, and Sans body seemed to accept the Determination without issue. The biggest problem was that, when Sans woke up, he was starving. Almost so much so that he could only just stagger from his room and collapse against Gaster. Needless to say, after that, it was decided that Gaster would always have Sans hooked up to an IV after the Determination injections. 

It wasn’t until two days after that the issue occurred.

~o0o~

Sans was looking at a set of blueprints for the next stage of CORE construction. A lot of the publicly-open part of the CORE, and the swappable traps and such, had been his idea, and Gaster wanted him to make sure everything was going to work correctly. 

It looked like everything was in working order. All the measurements were in order, the materials would withstand decades of wear, the traps all lined up so that any two could go right next to each other without crossing or interfering. 

Sans sighed. This was the twelfth time he’d checked it all over. Gaster had left the design, the organization, everything, entirely up to Sans. He had even put Sans in charge of the construction crew. 

Needless to say, Sans didn’t want to get anything wr—

…

What had just…?

Something had fallen. Some sort of thick, milky liquid, dripping onto the blueprints he was leaning over. 

Sans looked up at the ceiling. There was no evidence of any leakage or—

Plip!

He looked down as another droplet fell against the blueprints. Suddenly, his face, and his jaw in particular, felt… hot. Almost painfully so. 

Hardly even thinking about it, Sans reached up to brush his fingertips against his jaw, except his jaw stuck to his fingers, a sticky substance coming away stringily as he pulled back his hand.

What was this? What was going on?

He had to find Gaster. Had to get help. 

Pressing both hands to his face in an attempt to stop the dripping, Sans turned and started running. Gaster would probably be somewhere in Hotland, overseeing CORE construction. 

The moments in the elevator were the worst. Just standing there, his face dripping through his fingers, as calm, cheery music played in the background, waiting for the doors to open. 

He was out the elevator before the doors had even fully opened, running towards the True Lab doors. 

Luckily, Gaster appeared to be coming into the lab just as Sans ran up. 

“d- dings!” Sans cried, his voice strangely not muffled or warped despite its disfiguration. “help!”

Gaster only stood there for half a second, his eyesockets widening as he took in the situation, before he swept forward, scooping Sans up, and continuing onward, he strode into the elevator, shoved a few lab employees out with a harsh “get out,” and hit the button for the tenth floor.

By now, the hotness in Sans’ jaw had tuned into a fiery blaze, burning and stinging his face. When he had been going to find Gaster, he had pushed the pain aside in the urgency of the moment. But now that Gaster was there, and Sans was no longer the one responsible for the situation, he started sobbing. 

It felt like his jaw was being burned off.

No. No, it felt like his jaw was being melted off. 

And that was just the worst of it. His entire body was starting to hurt. 

Soon, Gaster was running into his lab, setting Sans on the operating table, and pulling Sans’ clothes off. Gaster worked with a quick efficiency that, had Sans been more aware and less focused on his pain, he would have appreciated. 

But the pain was only getting worse.

Sans tried to curl up, tried to block out the pain, but Gaster wouldn’t let him. Gaster forced him to lay flat, to stay still. And then, Gaster was pulling Sans’ hands away from his jaw, which only made the agony flare brighter. It clouded over Sans’ vision, blocked out Gaster’s forceful insistence of “I can fix this, Sans. Just stay still, I can fix this,” and overwhelmed any control over his body. 

It’s okay, Sans. I can fix this. 

~o0o~

It was difficult to wake up.

Sleep clung to Sans with a determined strength, fighting to keep him in its grip. 

He struggled away, though, forcing himself awake.

He was lying on the operating table. There was an IV in his Soul yet again, and a variety of other machines. Most he recognized as the sensor equipment. Some of it was unfamiliar to him, though. 

Gaster was standing over him, doing… something with Sans’ ribs, although Sans couldn’t quite see what. He seemed quite focused on whatever it was.

Sans tried to crane his neck a little to see, but Gaster suddenly snapped his attention up, and pushed Sans back down. “Stay still. You haven’t fully… solidified yet, and moving too much could mess things up.”

Sans leaned back down, slightly afraid. What did Gaster mean, he hadn’t solidified yet?

He asked. “whu-…?” He trailed off, realizing his face felt funny.

Gaster sighed, pausing with whatever he was doing. “We forgot to take into account the fact that adding more Magic to you would raise your Magic-to-physicality ratio, and make your body more susceptible to the Determination. On top of that, you’ve never taken such a concentrated amount of Determination before, and that messed up your body a bit. You started to melt.” He went back to what he was doing. “Luckily, I had the next batch of the physicality injections ready, so I used those on you, and… you started to get solid again. For the most part, it seems like everything’s in the right spot, but…” He trailed off. 

“…but…?” Sans prompted nervously. 

When Gaster looked at Sans, his face was grave. “Your jaw was the first thing to start melting. By the time I got the physicality serum into you, your mouth had already completely melted, and when things started getting solid again, your jaw fused to your skull.”

Sans blinked, not understanding. “… what do you…?”

Carefully, Gaster took one of Sans’ hands, and set it on his mouth. For a moment, Sans worked his fingers across his own mouth. Nothing seemed to be wrong; everything was there and it all felt solid. 

“what exactly—” He cut himself off. 

When he spoke, his jaw didn’t move. At all. It was stuck in place. 

Almost frantically, Sans started to claw at his mouth, trying to force his jaw down, pull his mouth open, do something. 

Gaster had to forcefully pull his hands away from his face. 

So Sans looked to Gaster, panic in his eyes. 

“d-dings! what—!! i- i don’t—!! how— what do we do?!!”

Gaster shook his head sadly. “Nothing. There’s nothing we can do.”

“b-but there has to be something! please, dings, p-please! anything! pl-lease, you ha-have to be able t-to do som-meth-ing!” Sans sobbed. 

“Sans. Calm down. You’re alive. You’re not in pain. Everything’s alright. Maybe it’s not optimal, but you’re not in danger.”

“n-not—!? h-ho-w d-do i e-eat—?! i c-can’t open m-my mouth!”

Gaster gave a bit of a small grin. “You always did like ketchup and mustard. You’ll just have to drink more.”

That wasn’t funny. Not really. Sans wanted to say that he didn’t want to be stuck drinking liquids for the rest of his life, didn’t want to have his jaw frozen in place. But he laughed. He laughed and cried and sobbed and shook. 

And Gaster stayed by him, holding his hand and rubbing his skull and quietly telling him it was going to be okay.
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17 ~ Unforseen Consequences (pt 3)

It was sheer desperation that led Sans to his actions. 

It had been three weeks since the Determination incident, and by unspoken agreement, the DTW project was on hold, at least for the time being. The most any of the lab employees were able to get out of Sans was that he and Gaster had been working on “a thing” that had backfired and hit Sans in the face, and while they had thought he was okay at the time, he evidently wasn’t, which led to his jaw being fused to his skull, smile permanent on his face. 

After Gaster’s comment about living on ketchup and mustard, Sans had started carrying around a bottle of one or the other, and made a point of weirding everyone out by drinking the raw condiments. 

But he tired quickly of said condiments.

For a little while, Gaster made the same solution he had back when Sans was still S642, but Sans had never realized then just how bland that stuff was.

“it tastes like…” Sans trailed off as he and Gaster entered the break room. He glared at the offending glass of the stuff in his hand. “like paper. but more boring. boring paper.”

They had tried once or twice to add flavor to it, but that had failed rather dramatically, and after said failed attempts, Sans had decided that he did not need flavorful food solution. 

That didn’t stop him from complaining about it, though. 

“can you imagine that?” He lamented to Jeff, who happened to be in the break room. “eating boring paper for the rest of your life.”

Gaster just gave him a dry look as he walked over to the refrigerator. “Boring paper, as opposed to exciting paper?”

Jeff chuckled a little, despite his sympathy for Sans. Sans just groaned as he sat at the table. 

Gaster, meanwhile, pulled a hotdog out of the fridge. 

“okay, now that’s just cruel.” 

“We could stick it in a blender or something.”

“what, and have hotdog goop? that’s pretty gross, dings.”

“Why? It’s all the exact same stuff, just… mushified. It would probably taste the same. You could probably eat it.”

After a second, Sans let out a roar of frustration, standing up so quick he knocked over his chair. He stalked over to Gaster and snatched the hotdog out of his hand. With a loud proclamation of “i eat what i want, how i want it!!” he shoved the hotdog towards his mouth.

He was quite astonished to find that the hotdog did not smash against his face as he thought it would have, but instead somehow fit into his mouth. 

Sans spent a moment contemplating that as he ate the hotdog, reveling in the not-boring-paper taste, then grinned up at Gaster, who looked rather surprised. “whaddya know, i can eat things!”

Gaster just stared, a sort of what the heck look on his face. “What the heck, Sans.”

“Okay,” Jeff called from his seat at the table, eyes wide, whiskers trembling, and fur poofed out, “that was horrifying. Please don’t ever do it again in front of me.”

Gaster just reached into the fridge for another hotdog, which he shoved at Sans, a grin growing on his face. 

“Do it again!”

Thus, Sans learned to eat again. 

Despite having found that he could, in fact, eat things, Sans kept to carrying around a condiment bottle in one of the interior pockets of his lab coat. His eating was, apparently, rather horrifying to watch, so he decided not to subject the general population to that horror, instead sticking to liquids— condiments, mostly— when anyone other than Gaster was around.

~o0o~

Despite Gaster’s earlier claim that Sans’ body would get used to the extra Magic and work with it, it did not. 

Several months had passed since they had first raised Sans’ Magic capacity, and still it hurt him to use Magic. And it wasn’t just Blue Magic he couldn’t do, they found. Anything more than the smallest, weakest attacks sent him reeling. One time, he even passed out. 

So Gaster went back to his notes. Back to the plans for the runes he had used on Sans. But he found no error there, so Sans was knocked out so he could make sure he hadn’t made a mistake in the carving. He hadn’t. Everything matched up perfectly. Back to his notes, again, then, but everything still seemed right. 

He couldn’t find the problem, couldn’t figure out why Sans couldn’t use Magic, could find no problem with the runes.

Sans had even less of an idea than he did.

That was, until Gaster was using his own Blue Magic to move some equipment around for CORE construction. And then, it all made sense.

So he found Sans. Sat him down for a long conversation. 

“I figured it out. Your Magic. You don’t have a focus.”

Sans frowned. “isn’t focusing what i’m doing when i’m trying to use magic?”

Gaster shook his head.  “No, not like the verb. Well. Kinda like the verb. It’s-… it’s this.” He closed his eyes for a second, and when he opened them again they were glowing purple.

“oh. that. what’s the significance of that?”

Gaster paused, considering the best way to explain as he dismissed the Magic he had used to light his eyes. “It’s… When a monster’s Magic is developing, after a certain point, they also start to develop a focus, like my eyes. Usually it’s centered around the eyes. Sometimes it can be something else, but usually… Anyway, as a monster starts using a lot more Magic, it gets harder to channel all that Magic via mental focus alone, so the body makes up for it with a focus. Magic is channeled through the focus, which makes it easier to control and work with, it focuses the Magic, hence the name, focus.” Gaster paused to make sure Sans was still following. “Now, something like this, artificially boosting a monster’s Magic has never been done before, so I admit I had sort of just assumed that, with the Magic, a focus would develop. But it hasn’t, so you can’t control your Magic. You can’t focus it enough to control it, because you have nothing to channel it through. So we’ll give you a focus. I can make one the same way as the Blasters, and I can implant it in your skull. There’s still quite a bit of scarring in your right shoulder from the human attack, so it would probably be on your left side, just to promote better flow through natural tissue up your arm. Once I-…” Gaster paused, noticing the fear in Sans’ eyes, the way he was shrinking away, scared. “… Is… Is something wrong?”

Sans shook his head, scared. “dings… i-… i dunno if i wanna do this. i-… we’ve already had so much go wrong, and i don’t wanna get hurt anymore…” he trailed off quietly. “… i don’t think i wanna do this anymore.”

Gaster looked surprised. “Sans, I know you’re scared, but-”

“look at me, gaster!” Sans practically shouted, fear making his voice sharper than he had meant, making his attempt at seriousness with Gaster’s preferred name seem even angrier. “I’m not even five feet tall. my face is frozen, i can’t open my mouth, i can’t really bite things, i can’t even not smile. i can’t use my magic hardly at all because of a stupid mistake. i’m already broken, and, doing this, you could break me even more!”

Gaster blinked. His mouth opened, then closed, then opened again. And closed again. He blinked a little more. It seemed as though he was completely unprepared for this situation. Finally, a strange expression crossing his face, he nodded. “Okay. I understand.” 

And then he abruptly turned and walked out of the lab.

Sans lifted one hand in a halfhearted attempt to call him back. “dings, wait!! i didn’t mean—!”

But it was too late. Gaster had already left. 

“...i didn’t mean it like that…”

~o0o~

The next day, it seemed like Gaster was intentionally avoiding Sans. Sans tried to find him, tried to apologize, tried to say something, but…

Yeah, Gaster was definitely avoiding him.

It was the worst when he finally caught up to Gaster. 

He had come armed with an excuse for conversation, and a plan to subtly slip into a talk about last night. 

So, he walked up behind Gaster, but suddenly found it hard to speak. When Gaster noticed him approaching, he swept up the blueprints he was working on, tucking the rolled papers under his arm, and started to walk away. 

“w-wait! dings, i—”

Gaster stopped, but didn’t turn around. “Yes?”

Sans hesitated. The tone in Gaster’s voice was the same one he used when dealing with interns he strongly disliked. 

“i, uh— i had a question- about the ventilation in the— the public pathways- in the core.”

Gaster just barely glanced over his shoulder at Sans. The look on his face was the same as his voice. “Well? What is it?”

“i- i wanted t-to know if they needed t-to be capable of f-filtering out the magic in the air— so, you know— we can drain it easily after— after flooding it to kill a human.”

Gaster closed his eyes, sighing slowly. “Yes. They must be capable of filtering Magic out of the air. Is that all?”

Sans wanted to say no. Wanted to say sorry, to run to Gaster and hug him, wanted Gaster to lift him up and hug him back, tell him it was okay, that it had only been an accident, that all was forgiven. 

“y-yeah. th-that’s all-…”

“Good.” And then Gaster was walking away.

Sans felt something wet trailing down his face, his frozen, grinning face, something warm and wet and sorrowful.

Something broken. 

~o0o~

The next morning, Sans didn’t want to get up. He didn’t want to get out of bed, didn’t want to go into the lab, didn’t want to see anyone, didn’t want to see Gaster.

But. 

There was a part of him that forced him up. Kept him clinging to the hope that things would get better. 

Something keeping him Determined.

When he walked into the break room, it appeared that Gaster had been waiting for him. The Royal Scientist was sitting at the table fingers steepled in front of him, face coldly blank. 

Part of Sans was scared, so deathly scared, of this confrontation. Scared that this was the end, that he had ruined thing far too much, that Gaster was so mad at him, and would never forgive him. 

Another part of him looked forward to this, anticipating finally just apologizing to him, saying sorry. A part of him knew that Gaster would forgive him.

Gaster said nothing as Sans walked into the break room, and over to the fridge. Sans kept nervously glancing at the taller skeleton. 

He pulled open the refrigerator door and reached for a hotdog. But then he realized he was far too nervous to deal with solids right now, and grabbed a mustard bottle instead. 

Taking a sip of of the yellow condiment and trying to conceal how badly he was shaking, he walked over to the table and sat down opposite Gaster. 

For a long while, there was silence. 

Sans nervously drank his breakfast mustard. Was it just him, or did it taste funny? Was it suddenly stifling hot in there? And was the ground shaking, or was that just his anxiety? 

Finally, Sans could bear it no longer. “d-dings, i— i didn’t—” But Sans found he could not talk.

So then, finally, Gaster began to speak. “Sans, I do not think you understand how imperative it is that I do this.”

Sans was suddenly sweating, and it was difficult to breathe. 

“That I proceed with the DTW project. You see, war is inevitable, and this time, monsters need to win.”

Sans’ vision started to waver. He felt like there was something he was missing, some important detail that had been lost to his nervousness. 

“I promised Asgore I would have the necessary weapon to win that war. You are the weapon. Thus, you must not only be able to control your Magic, but you must also have more Determination than a human.”

The mustard. It had tasted funny. 

“y-yuh-you dr-duh-drugg-guh—”

“I drugged your… beverage, yes. Do you know why?” Gaster stood as Sans’ limbs started to defy his commands, falling limply to his sides. “Because you are my test subject. You always have been.”

Sans’ vision got dark, and he slipped sideways. 

“And you always will be.”
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18 ~ Old Habits

Implanting the focus into Sans’ skull had gone well enough. The smaller skeleton had been completely unconscious for it, not even responding when Gaster had cut into his skull. 

Sans was still out now, lying on the operating table, bandage wrapped around his skull and hooked up to the equipment that monitored his vitals. 

Gaster was sitting at his desk.

He wasn’t surprised he had snapped the way he had. In fact, he had seen it coming long ago. 

No, he was surprised that it was so long before he had snapped. 

In the war of Humans and Monsters, Gaster had fought a lot, not out of patriotism, but out of vengeance and hatred. By the end of the war, when monsters had been sealed Underground, his Lv had been nearly fifty. He had been cruel and hard and cold, hellbent on destruction— specifically the humans’— but vicious to everyone around him. 

Emotionless, except for icy cold rage, willing to do whatever necessary to get what he wanted. 

In the following decades, with no one there to be subject to his rage, and, in fact, some good friends taking care of him, his Lv had begun to drop, almost down to thirty. He had begun to feel again. And while he was by no means nice or kind to the rest of monsterkind, his coldness towards them was more of just an inherent sociopathy, rather than an angry bitterness. (The anger was still there, it had just reserved itself for humanity.)

And then he had created Sans.

Gaster had loved Sans. Truly loved him, as his own child. 

And for a little while, things were good. 

But the thing about LOVE was that it was like an old habit; you thought you could break it, but the instant you start slipping back towards it, it rushes up to you and drags you back down into its clutches. 

As much as he had wanted to help Sans, and even all of monsterkind, in the beginning, as good as it had all seemed, he was still hurting Sans with the injections. His intent had been good, but he was still knowingly causing Sans pain. And his Lv had begun to rise again. 

And then came the Blasters. Carving chunks out of Sans’ bones, purely for the sake of making him stronger. It didn’t matter that it did make him stronger, that it was for the good of all monsterkind, not even that it healed fast.

That alone brought Gaster a few Lv higher. 

If anyone had been paying attention, really paying attention, they would have noticed the way Gaster acted slowly becoming colder over the years. 

Then everything had just… exploded. Forcing Sans to fight the human. The Determination loss. The Magic boost. The recovery Determination injection that had melted Sans’ face. 

Had Sans said yes to Gaster giving him the focus, Gaster would have just gained a few more EXP. But, whether Gaster had liked it or not (truth be told, a small sadistic part of him had loved it,) Sans’ refusal stirred up all the old anger and rage, and it had burned in his chest and consumed him, numbing his Soul to the point where he could look at Sans, and all he saw…

…Was a test subject. 

And now? 

Now Gaster was at Lv: 51. 

And he didn’t intend to let that drop any time soon. 

Because if he could do what he had to, if he could destroy humanity, without feeling anything at all…

Well. It was worth it. 

On the table, Sans let out a pitiful moan. There was no doubt that he was in a lot of pain.

He was not in any danger, though. He would be fine. 

Gaster ignored him, instead looking at a report from one of the CORE construction crews. It seemed that a set of fittings for some tubing weren’t fitting, and that was a problem that needed to be fixed. 

“d-di-ings—” Sans whimpered. 

Gaster checked the dimensions of the fittings. Everything matched up.

“h-hel-p—…”

So a manufacturer error, then. He would have to get new fittings entirely. 

“i-it hurts—!”

“You are fine, Sans. Stay still.”

Sans let out a shocked, hurt sound, then was silent.

Gaster felt a spark of guilt, a small little bit of him that still wanted to love Sans. He pushed it aside. Indulging in feelings like that, acting on them, would only lower his Lv, which would make hurting Sans hurt Gaster more. 

It was better like this, he told himself. This way, what needed to get done was done, and only one of them had to hurt. 

It was better that only one of them had to suffer, this way. 

It was better, right?

Yes. Yes, this way, Gaster could remain clear-headed, undamaged. Only one person had to get hurt. 

… It…

… was better…

… right…?

Yes. He told the small reluctant part of him firmly. Yes, it is.

~o0o~

Sans was in a lot of pain. 

And it wasn’t just physical pain. Sure, he was in a lot of that. It felt like his skull was split open, and his left eye socket was bandaged over so couldn’t see out of it, but that wasn’t the bad part.

The bad part was that, when Sans had called for help, Gaster had essentially told him to shut up. 

There hadn’t even been a shred of remorse on his voice. Just… a cold, hard command, one that could not be disobeyed. 

So now Sans was lying on the steel table, shivering, the pain in his skull surpassed only by the ache in his Soul. 

And oh, how it hurt. For fourteen years, Gaster had always been there. Always right beside Sans, helping him whenever Sans asked. 

And now he wasn’t. In fact, he was actively refusing Sans’ plea for help. 

Was this because Sans hadn’t wanted to keep up with the DTW project? Because Gaster was mad at him for that?

Or-…

Sans shuddered. 

Or had it all been a ruse? All the kindness and love and raising him as a child-… 

Had that all been just to get Sans to cooperate, to be nice and listen to Gaster, and now that he wasn’t, all that was pointless? 

Was…

Was Sans really just a test subject? Had he really always been a test subject, the entire time? 

Sans choked back his sobs. 

It’s true, isn’t it? I’m just his test subject. He said so. That’s all I am…

~o0o~

Sans spent the day lying there, slowly trying to accept that all he was was Gaster’s test subject, that he never had been Sans, but always S642. 

Emphasis on tried.

Every time he told himself, his mind would flash back to that time— when Gaster had shared those hotdogs with him— taught him about Magic, about Souls, about anything— held him when he couldn’t sleep— told him it was going to be okay when he was in pain— no, no, that couldn’t be fake! Gaster was his creator, like his father, and he loved Sans! You couldn’t bluff through that for fourteen years straight, Gaster had loved him. 

But then why had this happened?

Was it—…

Was it because Sans really was his test subject? 

… No! No, he couldn’t be!

And around and around Sans went. 

Finally, despite the pain in his head and Soul, he slept. 

~o0o~

“— have to let me see him!”

It was Jeff’s voice that woke Sans.

“No, actually, I don’t.” Gaster responded coldly. 

Sans rolled over on his side a bit, peering through his working eye at the door. Gaster was more or less fully blocking it with his body, preventing Sans from even seeing Jeff, much less the cat monster entering the door. 

“Where is he?” Jeff demanded.

“That is none of your concern.”

“None of my—!! I have every right  to be concerned about Sans! I took care of him just as much as you in the beginning, and, seemingly unlike you, I still want to protect him!”

“You seem to be implying that I am not properly taking care of Sans.”

“Not—” Jef scoffed. “Every single lab employee saw how cold you were towards him! And now no one’s seen him for the last four days! All the times he’s been injured, you’ve been down here taking care of him, but he’s been gone, and you haven’t. Now, where is Sans?”

“jeff—!” Sans choked out, his voice hoarse with disuse. “j-jeff-…”

In a surprising show of strength and courage, Jeff shoved by Gaster, into the lab. He froze, eyes widening, though, when he saw Sans, lying on the operating table, hooked up to all the monitoring machines, with half his skull bandaged up. 

Then he was hurrying over to Sans. He settled one paw on Sans’ arm, the fingertips of his other gently brushing against the bandages around Sans’ eyesockets. 

“Annoying Dog,” Jeff murmured, “what did he do to you.”

Sans tried to respond, but he could only let out a choked sound of misery and relief. Here was Jeff, who had always done his best to help Sans, he was here now and he would help Sans just like always, he would put an end to this suffering. 

But then Gaster was there, wrenching Jeff away with summoned hands, all while Speaking in Hands with his normal hands. “Jeff, get out. Now.”

He started dragging Jeff away to the door. Jeff struggled against his grip, shouting about child abuse and hurting Sans, and Sans weakly reached for Jeff, calling out to him for help, his head pounding and body screaming in protest, and then—

Gaster shoved Jeff out the door, and closed it behind him.

Heaving a sigh, Gaster looked back to where Sans was lying on the table, curled up on his side, shaking and trembling and sobbing. 

Sans hurt so much. His head felt like it was going to explode and he felt sick, but again the worst pain was from the coldness in Gaster’s expression, the way he was looking at Sans…

Gaster just sighed again. 

~o0o~

Jeff stared at the door to Gaster’s lab, shocked. 

Never had he approved of Gaster’s experimentation on Sans, but it had always seemed like he and Sans had cooperated together, loved each other. 

This, though… 

Jeff shook his head. 

He couldn’t allow this. 

He couldn’t.

But if he was going to do something… he’d have to be careful. Jeff knew Gaster, knew that the Royal Scientist was incredibly dangerous. If he was going to do anything at all, he couldn’t leave the smallest space for assumption, could have no margin of error. 

He knew he couldn’t tell anyone. Gaster would make good on his threat from all those years ago.

… so what could he do?

What could he do?

Jeff slid down, back against the wall, still looking at the door. 

He couldn’t let Gaster do this to Sans, couldn’t let Gaster run these experiments in Sans. 

He had to do something…

Jeff sat there for a long time, doing nothing but staring at the door to Gaster’s lab.

… Doing nothing…

Jeff was Gaster’s most productive employee. If there was one thing that Gaster liked aside from results, it was cooperative, productive underlings. 

Jeff smiled, a small, rueful smile. 

He had…

Well. It wasn’t an idea. More like the barest of concepts. But, it would work.

It had to work. 
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19 ~ Dr. Gaster, the Royal Scientist

Sans had been awake for a good few hours now. 

He had fallen asleep some time after Jeff had come… and then was forced out. How long he had been asleep he didn’t know, but he had been awake for several hours. 

At least, he thought it had been. It felt like hours. Maybe it hadn’t been. Maybe it had only been a few minutes. 

Maybe, it had been an eternity.

Maybe, decades had passed outside the lab, and monsters had all gone on with their lives, lived with their families, alive and well, and fathers took care of their children—

“Sans.”

Sans half-opened his right eye. As soon as he did so, a wave of nausea flooded over him, but he forced it down. Gaster was standing beside the table, looking down at Sans. 

“… hnnngn…”

“I need to take the bandage off. Check to make sure everything’s still healing right.”

“… ‘kay.” He closed his eye again.

“Sit up.”

Sans blew out a slow breath. His head still hurt, and moving too much made him feel sick.

“Sans. Sit up.”

Sans took a deep breath. Slowly, right eye still tightly closed, he pushed himself up on his elbows. He paused there for a moment, breathing slowly to ward off the oncoming nausea. After a moment, he began to push himself to sit up.

By the time he was sitting upright, he felt like he was going to puke. He was shivering fiercely, and doubted he would be able to stay upright for long. 

Suddenly, though, there was something pressed against his back, supporting the base of his skull, keeping him up. Sans realized it was Gaster’s arm, his hand holding Sans’ head in place.

Sans leaned into Gaster’s arm, still trembling and nauseous, but just a bit less so with the support. 

Gaster, meanwhile, began unwrapping the bandages around Sans’ skull. Once the bandages were off, Gaster tilted Sans’ skull forward, looking along the back of it.

Sans tried to stay still, stop trembling. He took deep breaths, eyes tightly closed, trying to block out the pain in his skull and the nausea that made his vision swim. 

Then a sharp stab of agony tore through his skull. He cried out, lurching forward and away from the pain. 

Gaster let him sit for a moment, hunched over, head nearly to his knees, breathing hard, before carefully but firmly forcing him up again. This time, though, Gaster gripped Sans’ jaw, tilting his skull upwards. 

“Open your eyes.”

“n-no-…” Sans whimpered. Opening his eyes would only mean more nausea.

“Sans.”

“n-no— don’— wanna—… m-makes me s-i-ick-…”

Gaster sighed frustratedly. “Sans, I need to see your eye. The sooner I can make sure everything is in order, the sooner you can go to bed.”

Bed… sounded good. Sans wanted to go to bed. He wanted to curl up under the covers and sleep, sleep forever, just sleep. 

Slowly, taking shaky breaths, Sans opened his eyes. He struggled against the wave of nausea that threatened to drown him, his trembling getting worse every second, his breaths coming sharp and fast. 

Gaster stood, holding his skull back, looking into, or, rather, at his left eye. 

Eventually, just when it seemed Sans would pass out, Gaster nodded once, releasing his grip on Sans’ jaw. Sans immediately ducked his head and hunched his shoulders, eyes snapping shut. 

Gaster let him sit like that for a few seconds, before lifting his skull once more and beginning to wrap the bandage around it again, covering Sans’ left eye socket once more. When he finished, he lowered Sans again back onto the table, and started detaching the various sensors across his body. 

When he finished that, he said, slowly, “And I suppose you’re not going to be walking yourself to bed?”

Sans just gave a small, barely perceptible shake of the head. 

So Gaster scooped him up and started walking. There was no love in his grip, and the only gentleness was to ensure Sans was not damaged, rather than for comfort. He strode into the small bedroom and set Sans down on the bed, not bothering with the covers.

Sans was so intent on trying to breathe steadily, on calming the nausea that threatened sickness, on pushing away the pounding in his skull, that he did not hear Gaster leave, didn’t hear the swish of the door closing, didn’t hear the soft click as Gaster turned the door’s lock. 

And as Sans finally began to slip into something resembling sleep, he came to a conclusion. This was not the same Dings he had known all his life. This person who was here now was not the same Dings who had raised him for fourteen years.

This was Dr. Gaster, now, the Royal Scientist.

~o0o~

Jeff was still sitting in the hallway when Gaster stepped out of his lab. 

The tall skeleton paused after locking the door to his lab, peering down at the cat monster. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting.” Was Jeff’s short response. 

“…For?”

“You to let me in to see Sans.”

Gaster just scoffed and walked away. 

And Jeff sat there. 

And waited. 

It was rather boring, sitting there. But it was okay. It was the least he could do; Sans needed him, and he wanted to help Sans. 

So he sat there. 

Eventually, Gaster returned, a folder tucked under his arm. He stopped in front of Jeff. “Still here, I see.”

“Yes.”

“Have you moved?”

“Not really, no.”

“Hm.”

Gaster unlocked the door to his lab and slipped inside, pulling the door closed behind him. 

And Jeff sat there. Honestly, he should have planned this better. Gotten some food before deciding to stay there. He was getting really hungry. 

But, he would stay there. Sans needed him, and he wanted to help Sans. 

More time passed, and Gaster came out of his lab again, a sheaf of papers in his hands. He dumped these in Jeff’s lap.

“If you’re just sitting there, you may as well do some work.”

Jeff gathered up the papers, shuffled them into a neat stack, and set it on the floor beside him, then folded his hands over his chest. “Or, you could let me in to check on Sans.”

Gaster practically rolled his eyes, before disappearing back into his lab. 

Jeff allowed himself a small grin. This was working better than he had expected it to. If things kept up like this, it would only be a few more hours before Gaster caved. 

~o0o~

It was more than a few hours. 

Checking his watch, Jeff saw it was nearly one in the morning. He was starving, and hadn’t seen Gaster since the Royal Scientist had tried to get him to work. 

Jeff stuffed his hands into his lab coat pocket, and was pleased to find that he did, in fact, have a snack bar in one pocket.

But, he might be sitting here for a while, so best to ration it. 

He broke it into quarters, stuck three of the quarters back in the wrapper and that back into his pocket, and started to chew on the quarter he had kept out. 

After eating that, he fell asleep, there in the hallway. 

He was awoken around three in the morning by the sound of Gaster’s lab door opening. 

And yet again, Gaster stopped, irked. “You’re still here?”

Blinking the sleep from his eyes, Jeff looked up at Gaster. “Yeah. And I’m going to stay here until you let me see Sans.”

Gaster let out an irritated breath, dragging his hand down his face. “… Fine. Come on, make it fast.”

Jeff scrambled to his feet, and followed Gaster into the lab. Sans wasn’t still on the steel table, though. 

“Where…?”

“This way.”

Gaster led Jeff to a door, and unlocked it. Inside was Sans’ small bedroom, and, curled up on the mattress, was Sans himself. 

Jeff let out an involuntary gasp of pity, hurrying forward to the mattress, reaching out to Sans. At his touch, Sans flinched away, whimpering and trembling.

Jeff paused a moment.

While healing Magic was mostly used for healing physical damage and restoring HP, it also helped with things such as anxiety, and calms people down. 

So when Jeff reached forward again, soft greenish flickers of healing Magic played across his hands. He was, after all, a doctor, and healing was his main skill. 

This time, Sans whimpered, but didn’t pull away. Jeff gently rubbed Sans’ shoulders, working the Magic into his body. It took a little while, but gradually, Sans began to calm down. His slight trembling eased, his breathing leveled out. 

Jeff kept at it with the healing Magic, rubbing Sans’ shoulders and back and arms, cradling Sans’ skull in his other hand. 

Eventually, Sans stirred a little. He twisted a bit to look up at Jeff with his not-bandaged eye. “… jeff…?”

Jeff gave him a small smile and nodded. “Shhh, just relax, Sans. It’s okay, I’m here. You’re going to be okay.”

Sans just let out a small, agreeable sound. 

“Do you want to try to sit up?”

A small nod. 

“Okay. I’ll help you.”

Sans sat up and leaned against Jeff. Like this, Jeff could feel each of the little tremors that ran through the small skeleton’s frame. 

For a minute or two, Jeff just hugged Sans. 

Then, quietly, “Have you eaten recently?”

Sans shook his head. 

“Are you hungry? I have a little food…”

For a moment, Sans hesitated. Then he gave a small nod. 

Jeff pulled one of the three remaining quarters of the snack bar out of his pocket and handed it to Sans.

Sans took the small morsel in both hands, clutching it like a squirrel with a nut. After a second, he shoved it towards his jaw. Jeff looked away for the moment that Sans was slipping the food into his mouth, still preferring to never see that again. 

And then Sans was snuggling against his chest again. Jeff hugged him, rocking gently back and forth.

Slowly, Sans relaxed more and more, his breaths becoming more spaced out, and the trembling stopping entirely. 

Jeff kept Sans pressed to his chest, still gently rubbing the healing Magic into Sans’ bones. 

And finally, Sans slept, deep and peacefully, his face relaxed so the permanent smile almost seemed genuine. 

Carefully, Jeff lowered Sans onto the mattress, tucking him under the blankets. For another minute or two, he stayed there, hand resting on Sans’ skull. 

Then he turned to leave. 

Gaster was at the door. “Well. I will admit, that was… impressive. Now I know where to go if I have any more… problems.”

Jeff wanted to tell Gaster to go solve his own problems, to leave Sans alone, to stop all this stupidity. But that would lose him his job, and Sans needed him, and he would be there for Sans. 

So he just nodded grimly, and left.

He would be there for Sans. 
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20 ~ The Second Subject

Sans awoke to warmth. 

This was how he had been woken after each of Gaster’s experiments in the last two months, whether they be routine injections, or something else entirely.   

Because Gaster had started doing other things. Painful things. Sans had honestly stopped paying too much attention to what was being done to him. He knew it was something that was supposed to make him “stronger,” and it always hurt, no matter what it was. 

It wasn’t that Gaster was cruel, exactly. He was just cold. He had no anger against Sans, Sans was just his test subject. If Sans really did need more time to rest, then he was given time to rest. And if he really couldn’t handle the upcoming experiment, then it wasn’t done. 

There was simply none of the former warmth, none of the love that Gaster used to have. 

But there was Jeff. 

Always, Jeff was there when he woke up. He always was rubbing healing Magic into Sans’ body, always trying to ease the soreness from Gaster’s latest experiment. Sometimes he brought food, too. Little morsels of whatever he could fit in his pocket. Because Gaster had switched back to giving Sans the food solution, and, while Sans displayed a now well-practiced apathy towards it, same as everything, it still didn’t taste good.

Sometimes Jeff could only stay until Sans woke up. He said he had to make sure he at least was a bit productive, so Gaster didn’t just get fed up with him and fire him. 

But, other times, he stayed with Sans for hours. 

Sometimes they would talk a bit, and Jeff would tell Sans what was going on. About how the CORE was almost finished, nearly one thousand, six hundred feet tall. About how everyone had been curious as to where Sans had gone, and Gaster had refused to tell anyone beyond, “he’s gone.” About how people had mostly stopped asking.

Sometimes, though, they just sat in companionable silence, Sans silently happy for Jeff’s presence, and Jeff silently mourning the plight of the small skeleton. 

Eventually, the bandage around Sans’ skull came off. He learned Blue Magic quickly after that, his left eye glowing blue with the focus. During his training sessions now, Gaster always kept a grip on his Soul with Blue Magic, just in case Sans tried something with his new power. He never did, never would; some part of him still thought of Gaster as his friend, his father. Hurting him would be unthinkable. 

Gaster still took precautions.

Months passed like this. Sans became even more depressed as time went on, obeying Gaster without complaint or joy or any emotion at all, just blankly doing as told. The best part of his day was when Jeff was there. 

One day, as Sans had woken up, he had looked up at Jeff.

“… hey, jeff…?”

Jeff looked down at him, same small, slightly mournful smile as usual. “Yeah?”

“… what would happen if… if i just… stopped…?”

Jeff paused. “What… what do you mean?”

Sans closed his eyes, sighing. “if… if i didn’t do it anymore. just… didn’t get up when gaster called me. didn’t do what he told me to, didn’t use my magic when he wanted me to… what do you think would happen? if i just… laid here, forever?”

“… Are you saying, what if you gave up?”

“… i think so. yeah.”

Jeff hesitated. “… Sans. You can’t give up. If… if you gave up… if you lost hope… you would die.”

“but would that be such a bad thing? it’s not like i have much of a life to lose down here anyway. i’m just… gaster’s test subject.”

Jeff shook his head sorrowfully. “No. No, you’re not, Sans. You are so much more.  Even if Gaster doesn’t say so. You have always been more, and you always will be.” He hugged Sans. “Even if you don’t think so. You can’t give up hope.”

Sans just sighed.

“Promise me, Sans. Promise me you won’t give up.”

Sans leaned into Jeff’s side. “i… i promise.”

~o0o~

Time went on, and things only got worse. Gaster increased the dosages for the DTW injections, and, while everything worked okay, and there was no meltiness, it still hurt Sans a lot more. It took longer for Jeff to wake him up, and even longer to calm him down.

And still Gaster went on with all his other work, all his other experiments on Sans. 

Physically, Magically, Sans was strong. He was stronger than Gaster, probably. But his Soul, his HP, was weakening. 

And Jeff decided that was where he drew the line. 

“You have to stop this.” He said to Gaster one day, just after Sans’ fifteenth birthday (which had gone largely uncommemorated.)

Gaster looked down at the papers on his desk. “What’s wrong with the CORE power distribution? It seems perfectly safe to me.”

“Not that. With Sans.”

“You do not get a say in that, Jeff.”

“His HOPE is dropping. He’s going to die, doctor, because of you.”

Gaster closed his eyes. When he opened them again, his face was perfectly calm. “I already allowed you far more involvement in this project than I had originally intended. I see now that was a mistake on my part, and I apologize for my shortsightedness. Jeff, I am removing you from the DTW project.”

“You idiot.” Jeff hissed, bearing his teeth, the fur on the back of his neck stiffening. “It’s only because of me that he’s still alive. If you don’t let me see him, I can guarantee he will give up and die within the month.”

Gaster looked at Jeff, the ridge of one brow raised. “First of all, I suggest you remember to whom you are speaking. I am still your boss, Jeff, even if you do not approve of my actions. Second of all, how do you propose I fix that?”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am entirely serious.”

“Fine, since you seem so intent on denying exactly what you know needs to be done, here is what I propose you do: Stop hurting Sans. Let go of all the Lv you’re holding on to. Take care of Sans. Love him again. And end the DTW project.”

Gaster leaned forward in his seat, folding his hand over his desk. “You and I both know that is not going to happen. I cannot stop the DTW project. The result is far too valuable, far too necessary.”

“You’ve gotta be kidding me.” Jeff hissed, flexing his paws, his claws unsheathing with the movement. 

“I assure you I am not kidding you, and, as you seem to care so much about Sans, and you are a doctor, I suggest you find a different solution.”

For a moment, Jeff just spluttered incredulously. 

“Well, Jeff?” Gaster tapped his fingers together. “If you can only come up with nothing, then nothing will be done. And if all you can do is curse me, then I will refuse to have you on my payroll.”

Jeff closed his eyes for a moment, his paws curling into fists. After a few deep breaths, he opened his eyes again, his pupils mere slits, ears laid back. “His HP is falling because he sees no reason to continue hoping.” Jeff snarled, making it clear that he would much rather be talking about ways to make Gaster stop than Sans keep going. “So you have to find something to give him reason to want to live.”

“… Such as?”

“I don’t know! Some.. responsibility or something. Something relying on him, something that needs him to keep going.” On seeing Gaster begin to speak, Jeff added, “Something other than breaking the Barrier and killing humanity, as that is obviously A- not your motive anymore, and B- not working anyway. It needs to be something closer. More immediate. A real, tangible thing that’s there, every second, not— not a vague idea that might not even work, some undefined time in the distant future.”

Gaster was silent a moment, deep in thought. Finally. “Hm. Perhaps. … I will consider it. You may go.” 

Jeff opened and closed his mouth a few times, but realized he wasn’t going to be getting anywhere with this. So he left.

Gaster waited a little while, going back to working on the problem of how to distribute the CORE’s power across the Underground. It was a tricky problem, as Asgore didn’t want a bunch of pipes and tubes and wires everywhere, not to mention that, if there were a bunch of pipes and tubes and wires everywhere, some idiot would undoubtedly get into things, mess it up, and either light everything on fire or blow up the CORE. 

Gaster did eventually find a solution, then moved on to the problem of Sans’ HP.

To be honest, this one was rather easily solved. Something for Sans to hope for? Something to give him responsibility for? Something to rely on him?

Yes, this was easy. 

There were sections of the lab that Sans had never been to, that Jeff had never been to, that Asgore had never been to. These were sections of the lab that Gaster had completely cornered off, claiming as his own, not allowing anyone else there. 

In one of these sections, there was a tank. A suspension tank, one that had been quietly humming, fans whirring, filled with a bluish gel, keeping the small, Soulless frame inside “alive” for the last fifteen years. 

It was to this section of the lab, this suspension tank, that Gaster went to.

It was time to give DTW Subject-643 a Soul. 
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21 ~ Not Your Brother!

Jeff came into work early that morning. He had been doing so for the past few months so he had time to check on Sans before getting to work. 

He also had a few things to say to Gaster. 

When he came into his workspace, though, to drop off some stuff at his desk, though, he found there was a note there. He recognized it instantly as being from Gaster; the Royal Scientist’s handwriting was beautiful and elegant when writing in Hands, but he had never really taken the time to learn how to write well in the Roman alphabet. (His main response whenever anyone asked why was usually along the lines of “I’m the boss here, so everyone else should obey me and learn how to read Hands.”) The letter on Jeff’s desk was written in Gaster’s poor Roman alphabet handwriting.

So he set down his stuff and picked up the note, beginning to read.

I’ll be gone for a few days. Take care of Sans. Do NOT take him from the 10th floor. You are relieved of all your other work until I am back. 

               -WDG

Jeff blew out a slow sigh. Happy as he was that he got to tell Sans that there would be no experiments, at least for a few days, he knew that Gaster was probably up to no good. 

Well. At the very least, he might as well make the best of the time he had. 

So he hurried to Gaster’s lab. Luckily, Gaster had not forgotten to leave the door unlocked. 

Jeff opened the door to Sans’ room quietly. Sans was lying on the bed, hands folded behind his head, eyes closed. Jeff walked over and sat on the edge of the mattress. Sans cracked open one eyesocket to peer at Jeff. 

“mornin’.” He sighed, before closing his eye again. 

“Sans. You’re gonna like this.”

“huh?”

“Gaster’s gone for a bit. No experiments for a few days.”

The edges of Sans’ permanent grin lifted just a little as he looked up at Jeff. “cool. that’s great.”

Jeff thought, not for the first time, that Sans looked more weary than any fifteen year old should ever look. “Yeah. He also said I need to ‘take care of you’ while he’s gone, which I would assume means I get to stick around all day.”

Now Jeff could tell Sans was smiling for real. “that’s awesome.”

Jeff smiled. “Yeah. You wanna go get some food?”

“… yeah.”

~o0o~

Four days passed unfortunately quickly.

In this small reprieve from the hell that had become his life, Sans smiled and laughed more than he had in the last year. 

The worst part of it, aside from the end, was when Sans first came into the break room and opened the refrigerator. There, on the door, same as always, was a bottle of ketchup, and beside it, one of mustard. It only served to remind him of that day. 

He knew that Gaster had likely drugged both the ketchup and the mustard, but it had been the mustard that did it. 

He took the ketchup bottle.

When Gaster finally came back, both Sans and Jeff were in the break room, talking about anything and everything that came to mind, simply enjoying the fact that neither of them had to do anything. 

That is. Until Gaster swept into the room. 

Both of the two monsters froze, looking for all the world like deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. 

For a moment, Gaster just looked at them. At the ketchup bottle in Sans’ hand, at the plate of leftovers in front of Jeff. At the fear on their faces. Then, “Sans. Come. Jeff, you can return to your job.”

“But-”

“Now.”

Sans reluctantly stood and followed Gaster out the break room, Jeff still muttering quiet protests behind him. 

Gaster led Sans down the hall and back to his lab— Sans had not set foot in there since leaving it the first day with Jeff. 

When they walked in, Sans almost immediately noticed the the small shape on the operating table, twitching incessantly  

“is that-…”

Gaster motioned him over. Sans saw it was indeed a small skeleton, but in it’s chest was not a whole Soul but what appeared to be a fragment, glowing a soft white. 

“This is DTW Subject-643. And, as you seem to have nothing better to do than laze about when you’re not with me, you’ll be taking care of it.”

Almost hesitantly, Sans reached out a hand to S643. “Where…” he trailed off. 

“You are from my left hand,” Gaster intoned, “it is from my right.”

Sans watched, enamored, as the small figure shivered at his touch. Then he paused, looking up at Gaster. “wait… so… he’s my brother?”

Gaster scowled. “No. You and it, not he, are both my clones, and test subjects for the DTW project. Nothing more.”

Sans blinked a little more, then looked back to S643. He remembered Jeff telling him that Gaster was wrong, that he was so much more, and he knew, just like him, S643 was more than a test subject. 

“he’s my brother.” Sans whispered quietly, tickling S643’s sternum with one finger. S643, eyes still closed, made a face and tried to wiggle away. 

Gaster sighed irritably. “You are just as bad as Jeff.”

Sans ignored Gaster. “an’ i really get to take care of him?”

“It, Sans. Yes, you’ll be taking care of it. I will show you how to make the food solution for it, along with the dosage size… for it, and yourself at the same time, I think.”

His grin stretched as wide as it would, Sans just reached out to lift S643 off the table, cuddling the small skeleton to his chest. S643 snuggled against him, instinctively seeking out the warmth of Sans’ Magic.

“…my little brother…”

~o0o~

Despite his irritation with Sans for the whole “brother” business, Gaster was pleased. Sans had responded to S643 exactly as Gaster had wanted, and in the past few weeks, Sans maximum HP had risen back up nearly to what it was before. 

Granted, Gaster had lost another chunk of his Soul for it, but that was a small price to pay. 

There was only the small problem of Sans becoming too attached to S643. He talked to it constantly, murmuring in a voice just beyond Gaster’s hearing, stopping whenever Gaster was in earshot, and he carried it everywhere. He was always snuggling it and playing with it— when it wasn’t sleeping, and despite the fact it had yet to even open its eyes. Gaster had been a little worried that Sans might accidentally damage S643, but Sans quickly proved himself to be beyond careful with it. 

Now, for the most part, all of this was okay, all things Gaster could deal with. The problem came with Sans not trusting Gaster with S643. He was scared, apparently, that Gaster would start using S643 for the DTW experiments.

Because, evidently, the ID of “DTW Subject-643” wasn’t a dead giveaway. 

The realization of Sans’ distrust came only a day after he had been given care over S643.

Gaster had been going to get him for the next phase one injections. 

He unlocked the door to Sans’ room, and walked in to find Sans sprawled across the bed, S643 curled up on his chest.

When Sans noticed Gaster come into the room, he sat up, clutching S643 to his chest. 

“Sans. Come. It’s time for the phase one injections.”

“but what about my brother?”

That was another thing. Sans refused to call it S643.

“What about S643?”

“i don’ wanna leave him alone. i’ll be gone for a long time, and something might happen to him.”

Gaster shook his head. “It’s not yet developed enough to move more than twitching. It is incapable of getting into something.”

Sans just tightened his grip on S643. “something might happen to him.” He repeated, staring at Gaster. 

Gaster sighed. So that’s what this was about. Fine, then, if Sans was so determined to keep S643 away from the DTW project. It wasn’t like that was the reason it had been brought out of suspension, anyway. 

Not that Sans knew that. 

“Sans, so long as the first test subject is fully functioning, I will not need to experiment on the second. That is the reason for its existence; a backup in case something goes wrong with you. And, if I were to begin experimenting on it, and something were to go wrong with you, then who is to say I wouldn’t have already made the same mistake with it that I made with you?”

The deal was veiled, but Sans understood it immediately: if you cooperate, if you do everything I say, then S643 won’t be used instead of you. 

So Sans slid off the bed, carefully tucked S643 under the covers, and followed Gaster out of the room. 

~o0o~

Jeff knew that Gaster had planned one experiment or another today, but he didn’t know when exactly the experiment was. Because of that, when he came to check on Sans, they had already finished with what they were doing some several hours ago. 

As Jeff came into the lab, Gaster glanced up at him, but said nothing.

Jeff continued on to Sans’ room. When he stepped in, he saw Sans was curled up in his side. Normally, whenever Gaster finished with Sans, he simply left Sans lying on his back on the bed. 

As Jeff approached, he saw Sans was curled around something…

It was another skeleton. 

Sans was hugging another skeleton to his chest, clinging tightly to the smaller figure. Both were sound asleep. 

Jeff just stared at them a moment.

Then he backed out of the room, and turned to Gaster. “Why is there another one?”

“Hmm?” Gaster didn’t even look up from his work. 

“There’s another skeleton. Who is he, and where did he come from?”

Gaster finally looked up at Jeff. “It is DTW Subject-643. The clone from the matter of my right hand.”

Jeff frowned. “You made another one?! Isn’t it enough that you’re already torturing Sans?!”

“Jeff.” Gaster’s gaze bored into Jeff. “First of all, I had already created it, and only just brought it out of suspension a few days ago. Second of all, I did it at your suggestion.”

“At my—!?” Jeff spluttered. He would never have suggested bringing another child into this science experiment hell.

Noticing Jeff’s surprise and horror, Gaster continued. “Yes. S643 is under Sans’ care. You did suggest giving Sans something to care for, correct?”

Jeff’s mouth opened and closed. He wanted to say, but this isn’t what I meant! but he knew that it was. Granted, he had been thinking more along the lines of a puppy or a kitten or something, but of course that was foolish. Gaster would never have let an animal into his lab unless it was for an experiment.

Knowing he didn’t have much of a say in the matter, Jeff just sighed and shook his head. 

~o0o~

Sans woke up much more quickly than usual this time. 

Perhaps it was because he had already been resting for a while, or because he was beginning to get used to the dosage size Gaster was injecting him with, or maybe because Jeff was using extra healing Magic. 

Or maybe it was because he had his brother curled up in his arms, because he was aware of the small life tucked against him, because he could feel the Magic of the smaller skeleton, so similar to his own, because he could feel the small, growing, almost-Soul beating alongside his own. 

Had anyone asked Sans, he would not have been able to describe it.

It had just been an instant thing. The moment he had seen his brother, he had fallen head over heels in love. With all his Magic, all his life, all his Soul, he loved his brother. He always would love his brother, this other life that clung to him, sleeping pressed to his chest.

In those moments that Gaster had given care of the small skeleton to Sans, Sans had promised his brother and himself that he would do his very best. He would always be there, and would always protect his brother, always love him, always just… be there.

And he wouldn’t let anything hurt his brother. He promised. 

He couldn’t have said why. He just did. He loved his brother. 

He always would. 

As Sans woke up, Jeff easing the lingering stiffness from the injections, Sans’ brother stirred a bit in his arms. 

The little child didn’t have a quite fully-growth Soul yet, it was still just a fragment. But Sans could already see it had gotten bigger since leaving for the injections. 

He gave his brother a squeeze before starting to sit up. He smiled at Jeff, the edges of his grin lifting.

Jeff smiled back, then gestured to the figure in Sans’ lap. “Who’s this?”

Sans looked down at his brother, snuggling him a little closer to his chest, rubbing one hand over his skull. “my little brother. he doesn’t have a name yet, i’m still trying to figure out what it is.”

“Ah. Right, I remember you telling me naming skeletons was hard.”

 Sans nodded, still looking at his brother. “gaster says he’s “s643,” but i’m not gonna call him that. i’m never gonna call him that.”

Jeff nodded a little. “That’s good. He’s more than just a test subject.”

Letting out a small sigh of contentment, the still-sleeping figure shifted a little in Sans’ arms, snuggling closer to Sans’ chest. One hand curled into a fist, grabbing up a handful of Sans’ shirt.

Jeff could easily see that Sans was completely enamored with his brother. 

Slowly, Jeff reached out, gently rubbing a hand against the smaller skeleton’s skull. 

“You’re going to be a great older brother, Sans. I can already tell.”
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22 ~ Survival

The first time Sans’ brother opened his eyes was late one night. 

It was several months after Sans was given his brother, and the Soul fragment was almost three fourths the size of a normal Soul. 

Sans should have been asleep. He knew he should have been. Tomorrow Gaster was giving him another of the physicality serum injections, and, once again, he had increased the dosage. 

This always happened when Gaster told Sans he was increasing the dosage. Sans got nervous about it, got scared he wouldn’t be able to handle it. This time especially, because he had promised his brother he would never let him be a part of the DTW experiment. 

So now, what would happen if it was too much, and Sans died? Then his brother would be forced into his place. 

So he was awake. 

Sensing Sans’ nervousness, the small skeleton was also awake and nervous. 

Sans was trying to calm him down, get him to sleep at least. So Sans was playing with him. 

He would tickle his brother’s ribs, laughing as the little figure grinned and tried to squirm away from Sans’ hand. He always ended up rolling into Sans’ side, where Sans would hug him close. After a second, Sans would loosen his grip, letting him wiggle away, before beginning the game anew. 

In reality, this probably calmed Sans down more than it did his brother. But, for the most part, they both enjoyed the game. 

And then, the small skeleton caught Sans’ hand.

Sans watched, a little surprised and confused, as his brother turned his hand over, small fingers trailing over Sans’ broader ones, before he set his palm against Sans’, splaying his fingers out to match. 

Sans looked at his brother. 

He was looking at their hands, eye sockets wide and curious. 

For a moment, Sans just watched his brother, still fascinated by their hands. Then Sans leaned over a little, into his brother’s range of vision. 

“…hey, there.” 

For a moment, the small skeleton just stared, and Sans stared back.

Then his brother’s face split in a wide smile, and he reached forward for Sans. Sans pulled his brother close, settling his forehead against his brother’s, both of them just looking at each other, grinning like idiots. 

Sans didn’t need to be told that his brother recognized him, that his brother knew him and loved him. 

Words, in that moment, were unnecessary. There was simply a connection between the two, finally, really able to see each other, something strong and deep, a bond between their Souls.

There was something in the knowledge that his brother was aware, and could finally see, that made things all the more real for Sans. Before, Sans had promised to protect his brother, but now, with his brother looking in his eyes, Sans knew that he accepted that promise, he would hold on to it, that he would cling to Sans as a lifeline.

And then, the small skeleton closed his eyes, tucked his head down against Sans’ chest, and slept. 

Sans held his brother to his chest, still reveling in in the closeness. 

After a little while, he too fell asleep. 

~o0o~

The next morning, Sans jolted awake when Gaster came into the room. 

As he sat up, his brother began to wake as well, blinking as he tried to snuggle back against Sans’ chest. 

Gaster noticed. “S643 opened its eyes.”

Sans nodded. “uh huh.” He settled his brother into his lap. 

“Well. Come on. I have work to do today.”

Sans started to get up, then stopped.

Gaster sighed. “What now?”

Sans looked at his brother. “… he moves around a lot more now, and he can also see…”

Gaster saw where Sans was going with this. “It will be fine, Sans. Leave it here.”

“what if he falls off the bed?”

“You fell off the bed several times. And then you learned not to.”

“but what if he gets hurt?”

“Then it’ll learn faster.”

“i don’t wanna just let him get hurt!”

Gaster scowled, sighing irritably. “If you’re so concerned, you can leave S643 with Jeff. But hurry.”

Satisfied with this solution, Sans slipped off the bed and trotted out of the room, holding his brother tightly. 

Jeff was just stepping out of the elevator when Sans found him. Jeff smiled when he saw Sans coming. “Good morning, Sans.”

“hi, jeff. um, can you do something for me? can you watch my brother while i’m… y’know, unconscious? he opened his eyes last night and i was just worried…”

“Of course, Sans. Here, let me see.” 

Carefully, Sans slipped his brother into Jeff’s arms. The small skeleton tried to hold on to Sans’ shirt, looking scared all the while, but Sans gently pried his hands away.

“hey,” he said softly to his brother, “it’s okay. you know jeff. he’ll take good care of you while i’m gone. it’s okay.”

Jeff gave the small skeleton a snuggle, cradling him in his arms. In turn, Sans’ brother looked up at him, his fear temporarily forgotten in his curiosity over looking at Jeff’s face. 

Jeff smiled at him. “Hey there. So you can see, now, huh? You’re adorable.” 

Sans’ brother had heard Jeff’s voice, and recognized it. He smiled up at Jeff.

Sans nodded. “looks like you’ll be alright. i need to get going, or gaster’s gonna flip out.”

“Alright. See you later, Sans.”

Sans turned and started to walk away. He knew that Jeff would take good care of his brother, so there was that worry taken care of, at least. He was still nervous about surviving the increased dos-

Sans was about halfway down the hall when he heard a yelp. 

He turned around to see his brother attempting to struggle out of Jeff’s arms, one hand extended in Sans’ direction, an expression of worried fear on his face. 

As Sans looked on, his brother let out another cry, a loud, wordless plea for Sans to come back.

Sans’ Soul almost broke as he turned away. He knew that he had already taken longer with this than Gaster would have wanted, and if he went to his brother now, he might not be able to leave again. 

But that didn’t make it any easier.

~o0o~

Jeff found that taking care of Sans’ brother was easy, once he calmed down, but not at all enjoyable. It was downright depressing.

The small skeleton missed his brother, that was obvious. He just sort of curled up in Jeff’s lap, staring blankly ahead, sometimes letting out small sighs or sad whimpers. 

He was never like this when he was with Sans. 

Jeff did the best he could, keeping Sans’ brother close, hugging him and snuggling him, telling him that it was okay, that Sans would be fine, and soon they would be together again.

A few hours passed. 

Jeff decided it was time to go see if Gaster and Sans were done with… whatever experiment Gaster had for today. He rose, cuddling Sans’ brother to his chest, and headed for Gaster’s lab. 

Just as he was slipping in, Gaster was closing the door to Sans’ room. So, then, they had just finished, and Sans was probably unconscious.

Gaster barely acknowledged Jeff before he was at his desk, working on something or other. 

Jeff carried Sans’ brother into Sans’ room. The small skeleton let out a happy shout on seeing Sans.

Sans was indeed unconscious, lying sprawled on the bed. He was shirtless, Gaster having left his shirt and lab coat folded on the foot of the bed, but, Jeff noted with no small amount of relief, there were no bandages wrapped around any part of Sans. 

Jeff stepped over to the bed and set Sans’ brother next to Sans. He immediately cuddled up to Sans, and Sans, out as he was, shifted, rolling onto his side and curling around his brother, hugging him. The smaller skeleton let his skull rest against Sans’ sternum, fingers lacing between Sans’ ribs as he let out a sigh of contentment.

And then Jeff noticed something. 

Sans’ Soul.

It was glowing brighter than usual, the light filling his ribcage, casting light shadows through his ribs. 

Jeff smiled. 

They really were close.

~o0o~

Even with Gaster’s agreement to not experiment on S643, he still preformed the same weekly checkups on it as he did Sans. This was necessary, to ensure that it was still growing properly, and there wasn’t some… problem.

So first was Sans, lying on the table, hooked up to all the machinery, with S643 lying on his chest, napping. When Gaster was finished with him, it was S643’s turn, and Sans sat on the edge of the table, holding S643’s hand the entire time. 

Gaster had just finished checking over S643’s health. It was growing much faster than Sans had. 

“Sans. I want you to start adding the growth serum to S643’s meal every day.”

Sans head snapped up from looking at S643. “what? no!”

“Sans.”

“you said you wouldn’t use him for the dtw project!”

Gaster sighed, rubbing his nasal bone. “The growth serum is not a part of the DTW project. It simply promotes a stronger, healthier body, at a faster rate.”

“yeah, but he’ll be stunted!”

“That hardly matters. It will be stronger.”

“besides, i thought you said you didn’t start giving that stuff to me until i was four months old! he’s only three!”

“Yes, but it’s opened its eyes a month ahead of you, and used it’s voice an entire three months before you. It is growing faster.”

Sans looked like he was about to protest still.

“Sans. S643 will be fed the growth serum. The only difference is whether it’s you feeding it to S643, or me.”

Sans sighed, looking down at S643. Gaster could remember looking once similarly to that to Sans.

“… okay…”

Perhaps that was the cause of the growth. The unconditional love, the constant care, the endless snuggling…

Gaster felt something bubbling up in his chest. 

No. No, I can’t. I gave that up, in turn for strength. Strength to do what needs to be done.

He looked away as Sans lifted S643 off the table. 

This will work. 

I will do this. With Sans, I will break the Barrier. I will kill humanity.

I

Do not need

Love. 

I 

Have

LOVE.

… That will be enough. 
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23 ~ Continuing On

Having discovered his voice, Sans’ brother “spoke” quite a bit— not actual words yet, just babbling nonsense, but it was a nearly constant thing. And he had one of those voices— where Sans’ voice was low, his was high, where Sans’ voice was soft, his was sharp, and where Sans’ voice curved and dipped, his voice stood out tall and straight. It was one of those voices that demanded attention, regardless of the actual words. It was a proud voice.

Since hearing his brother’s voice, Sans had been running through all the fonts he could remember from his own name-hunting days. 

It had to be the right name. It had to be perfect.

But none of the fonts seemed to fit. They all fell short of the— … Of the greatness that was his brother. 

So he asked Jeff for help. 

“all the tall fonts,” he told Jeff, “all of ‘em that are tall and straight and… and proud. the ones that are different because they’re unusual and amazing and…”

Jeff had nodded, and told Sans he would see what he could find.

From then on, every few days, he would bring Sans a paper or two on which he  had printed off a bunch of fonts.

Still, none seemed to fit. 

Gaster found some of the papers. 

“Sans, S643 is a test subject. Not your brother, and certainly not getting a name.”

“you let me have a name.”

“And I will not make that mistake twice.”

Jeff always took the papers with him when he left, after that. 

And still the hunt continued. Jeff started looking farther and farther, hunting through old archives, looking through obscure old typography books, until, finally…

“papyrus.” Sans paused, one finger on the printed word. He looked at his sleeping brother, then gently poked him. 

The small form uncurled, peering through sleepy eyesockets up at Sans. “Nyeh…?” He questioned. 

“papyrus? pap?”

The small skeleton grinned. He didn’t know the significance of those words, but he liked the way they sounded. 

“Is that it?” Jeff asked, smiling. “Papyrus?”

They both looked at the small skeleton. At Papyrus. “Paah-… Pa’yw-… Pa’ywuh…?”

The edges of Sans’ grin lifted. “yeah. papyrus.”

And so, he was Papyrus. 

Of course, Gaster wasn’t happy to learn they had named S643, but in the end, he realized, there was nothing he could really do to stop them. 

Not like it mattered in the end. It was still S643. Still his test subject.

~o0o~

Gaster had told Sans that he was increasing the dosages again.

This was the biggest size increase yet. 

Sans hadn’t gotten used to the previous increase yet. It still hurt immensely, still had him screaming and writhing against the restraints, begging but hardly able to understand his own words…

A bigger dosage would hurt even more. 

Perhaps he would ask Gaster again about just knocking him out right off the bat. Sometimes the Royal Scientist would actually do it. Maybe Sans would get lucky. 

And then, suddenly, it was time for him to get up. 

As he walked behind Gaster down the hall, Papyrus’s hand in his, stepping alongside him, he felt something strange. 

He was scared. Scared of the bigger dosage, scared it would kill him, scared he would crumble to dust…

Scared he would leave Papyrus behind. 

He couldn’t do that. He couldn’t let Papyrus be alone here. 

That alone stirred the Determination in his bones, in his Soul. It flared through his body.

He would survive this. He had to survive this. 

And then Jeff met them in the hallway. Papyrus went with him, smiling over his shoulder and waving to Sans as they walked away. 

And then Sans and Gaster were walking into the lab. Sans’ Soul was pounding.

He took off his clothes. Laid back on the table. Gaster started tightening down the restraints. 

“h-hey-… hey gaster?”

Gaster didn’t stop with his work. “Hm?”

“d-… d’you think you could just-… just knock me out for it?”

Gaster did pause now, glancing at Sans’ face. “I’ve never fully knocked you out for the phase one injections.”

“we-… we’ve also never done any this big-… i- i’m just really nervous, an’… and i remember you sayin’ once before that my body accepts it better if i’m relaxed, an- and i’m not gonna be relaxing any time-”

“That’s enough, Sans.”

Sans stopped talking. 

Gaster sighed. “I suppose I could give you a sedative.”

“please?”

Another sigh. “One minute.”

Gaster walked away. A few moments later, he returned, and held a cup to Sans’ mouth. “Drink.”

Sans did so, struggling not to gag on the thick, gross-tasting liquid. 

It only took a minute or two before the sedative took affect. Sans started to feel woozy, and his head felt light and fluffy. And then he slipped into darkness.

It was quiet. And warm. Soft. Nothing there, just dark. Peaceful. 

Sometimes a slight pressure along his chest or limbs or skull, but it always faded quickly, and wasn’t all that uncomfortable.

Sans could have stayed like that forever, in that calm darkness.

And then there was a shockingly loud, sickening CRACK! and Sans was suddenly very awake, and quite aware despite the sedative, but unable to control the way his body writhed against the restraints, unable to do anything about the agony that ripped through him.

And he was screaming, screaming long and loud and hard, and his vision was going dark again, choked thick with all the dust, dust, so much dust. Where had all this dust come from?

And then there was a sound like shattering glass, and everything stopped.

It was black again. Something in the back of Sans’ mind clicked into place. 

Dust. Shattering. Darkness. 

He had died, hadn’t he? Yes, he had. 

But no! No! He couldn’t die! He couldn’t leave Papyrus!
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Sans stared, breathing hard, at the two words in front of him. 

Continue. He had to continue. He had to be there for Papyr—

~o0o~



—alked behind Gaster down the hall, Papyrus’s hand in his, stepping alongside him, he felt something strange. 

He was scared. Scared of the bigger dosage, scared it would kill him, scared he would crumble to dust…

Scared he would leave Papyrus behind. 

He couldn’t do that. He couldn’t let Papyrus be alone here. 

That alone stirred the Determination in his bones, in his Soul. It flared through his body.

He would survive this. He had to survive this. 

And then Jeff met them in the hallway. Papyrus went with him, smiling over his shoulder and waving to Sans as they walked away. 

And then Sans and Gaster were walking into the lab. Sans’ Soul was pounding.

He took off his clothes. Laid back on the table. Gaster started tightening down the restraints. 

“h-hey-… hey gaster?”

Gaster didn’t stop with his work. “Hm?”

“d-… d’you think you could just-… just knock me out for it?”

Gaster did pause now, glancing at Sans’ face. “I’ve never fully knocked you out for the phase one injections.”

“we-… we’ve also never done any this big-… i- i’m just really nervous, an’… and i remember you sayin’ once before that my body accepts it better if i’m relaxed, an- and i’m not gonna be relaxing any time-”

“That’s enough, Sans.”

Sans stopped talking. 

Gaster sighed. “I suppose I could give you a sedative.”

“please?”

Another sigh. “One minute.”

Gaster walked away. A few moments later, he returned, and held a cup to Sans’ mouth. “Drink.”

Sans started to, then coughed, spluttering and choking. This was familiar. This had happened.

Gaster cocked his head slightly to the side, the ridge of one brow raised. “Changed your mind? Suit yourself.”

Gaster slipped away.

“w-wait!! wait, gaster!! no, you can’t—!! please, wait— no, no, listen— no, no, nonononoNONONONNNNNAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGHHHAAAAAHH—HH-AAAAAGGGHHAAA –

Something broke. 

Blackness. 

No, no no no! Sans

Could not

DIE.

He had to be there for—

~o0o~

—alked behind Gaster down the hall, Papyrus’s hand in his, stepping alongside him, he felt something strange. 

He was scared. Scared of the bigger dosage, scared it would kill him, scared he would crumble to dust…

Scared he would leave Papyrus behind. 

He couldn’t do that. He couldn’t let Papyrus be alone here. 

That alone stirred the Determination in his bones, in his Soul. It flared through his body.

He would survive this. He had to—

This had happened. 

Sans stopped. 

This had happened.

“Sa-an’?” Papyrus asked, calling Sans name as best he could, curious as to why they had stopped. 

At Papyrus’s voice, Gaster turned around too. 

“Sans. Come.”

“n-no! no, i can’t!”

“… What?”

“it’ll kill me! i’ll die— i don’ wanna die!”

“Sans.” —so long as the first test subject is fully functioning, I will not need to experiment on— “Now.”

“t-this’s already happened, ‘n’ i just die! the increased dosage kills me, and i won’t do it!”

— if you cooperate, if you do everything I say, then S643 won’t be—

Sans suddenly found himself being shoved aside with Blue Magic, his head slamming against the wall with surprising force. 

And Gaster was scooping up Papyrus, who was sobbing and writhing, walking away—

“NO!!” Sans screamed. “PLEASE, NO—!!”

— cooperate, if you do everything—

But when he tried to stand, he found that his head hurt, and he was too dizzy, flopping back onto the floor— 

—say, then S643 won’t—

“PLEASE-!!”

Jeff found him like that, lying sprawled on the floor, sobbing and shaking. 

“Sans?! What— oh Annoying Dog— Sans, your skull is cracked—!”

As Jeff started to heal the cracks in Sans skull, the healing Magic calmed him down just a bit.

“Now,” Jeff said, gathering Sans up in his arms, “tell me what happened.”

Sans started to sob out the story, in bits an pieces. 

Gaster took Papyrus. That was priority. 

Why? Because Sans hadn’t wanted to do the injections. Had refused to. 

Why? Because it had killed him.

It had killed him.

So he had gone back. Gone back to change it. Fix it. Couldn’t die. 

Gone back. 

Gone back.

Blackness. 
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Without hesitancy, Sans reached for reset. 

He had to fix—

~o0o~

 —alked behind Gaster down the hall, Papyrus’s hand in his, stepping alongside him, he felt something strange. 

He was scared. Scared of the bigger dosage, scared it would kill him, scared he would crumble to dust…

Scared he would leave Papyrus behind. 

He couldn’t do that. He couldn’t let Papyrus be alone here. 

That alone stirred the Determination in his bones, in his Soul. It flared through his body.

He would survive this. He had to—

This had happened. 

Sans stopped. 

This had happened.

“Sa-an’?” Papyrus asked, calling Sans name as best he could, curious as to why they had stopped. 

At Papyrus’s voice, Gaster turned around too. 

“Sans. Come.”

Sans took a breath. If he refused, Papyrus would be taken instead. If he obeyed, he would die. 

“Sans.”

“g-gaster— i— you gotta decrease the dosage—”

Gaster frowned. “What?”

“p-please- please, it’ll kill me this high. i don’ wanna die—… please, don’t take pap— just not so much— please d-dec-rease t-the dos-sage–”

Sans was suddenly aware that he was sobbing.

Gaster took a step forward, expression blank. “Sans-…”

Sans pushed Papyrus back, dropping to his knees. “p-please!!! i’ll do the injection, just p-please don’t m-ma-ke it so much!! please, dings!! don’t take my brother!! please, i’ll do the injection, please, dings lower the dosage—”

“Sans, enough-”

“What’s going on here?” That was Jeff. 

“please.” Sans whispered, his face wet, tears still dripping from his eyesockets, still on his knees.

“That’s none of your business, Jeff. Sans, if you don’t come now, I will use S643 instead.”

“gaster— i— i’ll come, just please, lower the dosage!! i don’ wanna die!”

“I am not going to-”

“Why not?” Jeff demanded. His fur was standing on end. “Look at him, Gaster. He’s on his knees, begging. And it’s not even that you stop, just that you lower the dosage. Why can you not do something so small as that? Does Sans mean so little to you that you disregard any of his concerns and fears, even his biggest one?”

For a moment, Gaster just stood there, looking at them all with his cold stare.

“… Fine. I’ll decrease the dosage.”

~o0o~

Sans began to wake up.

He could feel Papyrus in his arms, clinging to his shirt. 

He started to sob. His body shook, trembling, as he choked and cried, hugging his brother to his chest. 

“Sans?” Jeff asked, a hand still on Sans’ shoulder.

Sans couldn’t answer. He could only cling to his brother, sobbing, sobbing so hard, clutching his brother for dear life.

Papyrus just hugged him back.
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24 ~ Gone

Sans was lying in bed. He had pleaded that he was still in a lot of pain from yesterday’s injection. And, truth be told, he was, just not physical pain.

He didn’t understand what had happened. He didn’t understand how he could go back. How he could change things like that. And he still could do it. He had tried, slipping into that blackness, able to reach for the buttons…

He always hit continue. He didn’t want to reset, have to go through all that again…

More painful than that was the thought that, one of those times, he had let Papyrus be taken. He had let Papyrus be used for the DTW project.

He had broken his promise. He didn’t want to do that. He didn’t want to be like Gaster. 

He couldn’t break his promise.

…. he couldn’t break his promise….

~o0o~

Jeff had decided that this was enough.

Seeing Sans on his knees like that, begging. Not even to not do the injection. Just to lower the dosage.

It was more than enough. Jeff could not simply stand by while this happened. 

He had to do something. Now. 

This had gone on for far too long!

~o0o~

It was late. Gaster was sitting at his desk, running some calculations. 

It was strange. It seemed that Sans somehow had known he made a mistake. Looking at things now, hid he had gone on with the dosage increased as he had, Sans would have probably died.

How had Sans known when Gaster hadn’t? Especially since Sans had never even seen the dosage calculations. 

How had he known?

He would have to ask Sans. Perhaps the Determination gave Sans some sort of premonit— 

Gaster’s phone rung. He had stressed the importance to people of only calling him if there was imminent danger. 

Grumbling, he answered the call with a sharp “What?”

“D-doctor Gaster!” A voice on the other end stuttered. “S-someone’s fallen off the catwalks in the CORE!!”

Gaster growled a couple of irritated words. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

~o0o~

Sans was lying in bed. Papyrus was snuggled close to his chest, sound asleep.

Sans didn’t sleep much anymore. Not well, at least. He always waited, tense, for that moment Gaster would come in and tell him to get up, that it was time to start for the day-…

He didn’t sleep much.

And when the door opened, he flinched, curling tightly around Papyrus. He might have also whimpered a little, and cringed when a hand landed on his shoulder.

“Shh, shh. It’s just me, Sans.” Jeff. Sans relaxed. “Come on, we have to hurry.”

Sans uncurled a little. “why? what are we doing?”

Jeff grinned with a surprising viciousness. “Getting you two outta this hell.”

Sans was up immediately, holding Papyrus to his chest. “what?!”

“Yeah! Come on!” Jeff was already running out the door. 

Sans bolted after him. “how’s this working?” He asked as they reached the elevator. 

“I’m going to take you to New Home. From there, my nephew will lead you to a hotel, where you can lay low until Gaster calms down.”

“where is gaster?”

“At the CORE. My nephew wants to be an actor, so I had him call Gaster in one of playacting voices, that someone had fallen off one of the catwalks. When he gets there, he’ll have to hunt all over to find them.”

“but they won’t be there!” Sans’ grin widened.

“Exactly.”

The elevator door opened, and they were racing out of the lab. This was the first time Papyrus had been not only in the elevator (that had scared him), but outside the lab. He let out a whimper as they entered the sweltering heat of Hotland. Sans hugged him tighter, reveling in the sudden exhilaration of freedom. 

The same Determined feeling he felt the other day in the hallway filled him again, bubbling up in his chest, and Sans knew that if anything went wrong, he could return to this moment, and try again. 

They ran on, coming to New Home. A short cat monster with an even more nervous disposition than Jeff’s normal look was waiting for them. Really, he was more of a kitten— probably seven or eight. 

Jeff gave him a quick hug. “Hey, furball. You know where you’re going?”

“Yes, Uncle Jeff. The hamsters’ hotel.” 

“Yeah. Good.” Jeff turned to Sans. “When you get there, sign in with the name ‘Felinurst.’ That way, I’ll be able to come find you.” He reached out, giving Sans a handful of gold. “And that should be enough for about six months’ rent. To get food, just call room service. Don’t leave until I tell you it’s safe.”

“jeff, i—… thank you.”

Jeff shook his head. “No, Sans. I should have done something a long time ago.”

“still.”

Jeff smiled a little. Then he leaned forward and hugged Sans for a long moment. Eventually, he pulled away. 

“Now go! I need to get back to the lab!”

Sans nodded, and took off after Jeff’s nephew, who had already started running. 

From there, everything went smoothly. They made it to the hotel. Sans checked in with the name Felinurst, and paid the six months’ rent. 

The room wasn’t large, or anything special. It was room number twenty six, on the second floor. It was just a kitchenette, a bathroom with a shower you could hardly turn around in, and a small bedroom with a small tv at the foot of the queen size bed. 

But to Sans, it was heaven.

He and Papyrus were safe there. Sans didn’t have to worry about the next experiment, or Gaster getting annoyed and taking Papyrus, or dying.

It was… exhilarating. 

There was practically nothing to do in that small hotel room, but Sans was so excited, he didn’t know what to do first.

And then he remembered the small life in his arms, the way Papyrus was clinging to his shirt, shaking with fear. So, first was calming Papyrus down. 

Sans sat down in the middle of the kitchenette floor, and relaxed his grip on Papyrus.

“hey, pap, ‘s okay. we’re okay. we’re safe here.”

Continuing to speak softly to him and rubbing his back, Sans gradually coaxed Papyrus’s grip to loosen, to get his brother to slowly crawl out of his lap.

“there, see?” Sans murmured softly, as his brother’s fear gave way to curiosity. “it’s okay. we’re safe here. no more hurting.”

Papyrus didn’t fully understand what Sans was saying, but he could hear the soft contentedness in his brother’s voice. That made him happy. 

So he stood up and toddled over to Sans, flopping forward to hug him. Sans chuckled and returned the hug.

And then, the exploration commenced. Papyrus wanted to know all the ins and outs of the room, and Sans humored him, “discovering” all the interesting things, such as the minifridge in the kitchenette, or the tv, or the shower.

They both got thoroughly doused with the last one, and, in pulling off their clothes to squeeze them out as best he could, Sans was suddenly reminded of his first time in Snowdin. They had ended up at Gaster’s house, drenched, and—

No. No, that time is done and gone. I need to think about right here, right now. About Papyrus. 

After setting out their clothes to dry, Sans pulled two blankets off the bed, one for each of them to wrap up in. Sans made a mental note to ask Jeff about getting more clothes next time he saw him. They only had one pair each. 

They were huddled to each other, when Papyrus let out a small whine. “Sa-an’…”

“yeah?”

“… Nyeh…”

“hungry?”

Papyrus nodded.

Sans remembered what Jeff had said, about getting room service. He got up and walked over to the small table beside the door, on which there was a phone. Under it was a phone guide, and then a room service menu. He was looking through it, and about to ask Papyrus what he wanted, when he realized that Papyrus had never had anything beside the food solution. Sans hadn’t had much else recently, either.

So he flipped through the menu a bit, looking for something simple and plain, that wouldn’t taste too wild or shocking. Something to ease Papyrus into this entire new world, something warm, and probably liquidy, as that was what he was used to.

Finally, he found it. 

He ordered to room service: two hot dogs and a ketchup bottle for himself, and a bowl of oatmeal for Papyrus.

The food arrived. 

Anticipating the potential mess, Sans brought Papyrus into the kitchenette, where the floor was tile. They sat down, and Sans set the bowl of oatmeal in front of Papyrus. Papyrus looked at it, confused. 

“here, lemme help. open your mouth.”

Papyrus did so, and Sans scooped up a spoonful of oatmeal and dumped it into Papyrus’s mouth. “there ya go. eat that.”

Papyrus did so, his expression one of wild wonder. 

Then he opened his mouth again. “Nyeh?”

“more?”

Papyrus nodded. 

Sans chuckled, and scooted a little closer to Papyrus to feed him more easily. 

He knew that Papyrus could easily hold the spoon and feed himself, but… in all honesty, Sans enjoyed this. He liked being able to take care of his brother like this, with no interfering problems like—

… Like falling unconscious during an experiment, and not being around to help Papyrus for a while.

But now he didn’t have to worry about that. They were safe here, safe enough that, if Sans wanted, he could snuggle up to his brother and take the time to spoon-feed him, if he wanted.

After the first few spoonfuls, Papyrus wanted to feed himself. Sans let him. It made a mess everywhere. 

Sans didn’t mind, though. He could clean it up. Without Gaster coming in and telling him it was time for an injection. 

He did so. Then he cleaned Papyrus off in the shower. Then he cleaned himself off in the shower. 

By then, their clothes were dry. They abandoned the blankets and got dressed again.

Then they curled up together in bed, and slept.

~o0o~

Gaster was furious.

To see him mad, that was terrifying. He yelled and shouted and swore, sometimes threw things, sometimes threatened people.

But when he was furious… That was another story. 

He was cold. Icy calm. Said exactly what he meant. Moved with a sharp precision.

And his eyesockets went completely black, dark voids of icy rage. 

There was a not-so-funny joke that went around the lab about that. How he was seldom seen like this, and no one ever saw it coming; how if he only wore black, instead of the white lab coat, he would be the Grim Reaper. Death itself.

Gaster knew of this reputation. He didn’t contradict it.

When he found Jeff on the third floor, he stopped.

“Jeff. C o m e .”

Everyone in the room stopped, looking from Jeff to Gaster and back again.

Slowly, looking nervous and confused, Jeff came. Followed Gaster down the hall, into an empty lab.

Gaster immediately rounded on him. “W H E R E   A R E   T H E Y ?”

“W-what?” Jeff stammered. In all the time he had worked with Gaster, he had only seen him like this three or four times. It still scared him.

“My test subjects. Where are they?”

“They’re not— not in your lab?”

“No. What did you do with them?”

“What did I—?! Nothing! You said you would kill me if I did anything!”

“That was before you became attached.”

“Gaster, I didn’t do anything!”

Gaster scrutinized the cat monster. But he saw no giveaway, no tell that Jeff was lying. 

So, signing a number of expletives in Hands, he stalked out of the room. He had test subjects to find, and no time to waste with clueless assistants.

Jeff was left alone in the room, silently thankful for his nephew’s insistence that Jeff practice acting skills with him. 
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25 ~ Living

Sans woke with a start.

How could he have fallen asleep?!! How could he have done that when Gaster could come in at any moment and take Papyrus—

And then he remembered. 

They had gotten away. Jeff had helped them.

He and his brother were safe, tucked away in a hotel in New Home, safe and sound, Gaster didn’t know where they were-

They were okay. 

The realization hit Sans once again like a ton of bricks. 

They were safe. 

Smiling, Sans settled back down in bed, and pulled Papyrus close. 

He was asleep again in minutes.

~o0o~

The next time he woke up, it was to Papyrus gently poking him repeatedly in the ribs. 

“hey, pap.” Sans yawned. “whassup?”

Papyrus grinned. “San’!”

Sans sat up. “so. what do we do now, huh? we got a whole day, n’ then more days to do whatever we want here in the hotel. what’s first?”

“Nyeh heh!”

“food? yeah, you’re right. breakfast is a good idea.”

Sans got out of bed, Papyrus right on his heels. Sans ordered room service, more oatmeal for Papyrus, and a heaping load of pancakes for himself. And, of course, ketchup. 

Papyrus managed to make a slightly smaller mess this time, and, halfway through, he decided that he wanted some of Sans’ pancakes. Sans was happy to share, and funness ensued.

And then they napped. Sans needed to rest to keep his Magic up, what with the whole boosted-capacity thing, and Papyrus was still at the point where naps were a constant thing. So they curled up together, Papyrus’s skull resting on Sans’ chest, and Sans’ arms around his brother’s shoulders, and they slept.

They slept well. They slept carefree. No worry that Gaster would come, take Sans away, no worry of the next experiment, just each other, and their unbreakable love, the safety of each other’s Magic, just… brothers.

Together. 

When they woke up, Papyrus was fascinated by the tv. Sans turned it on, showed him how to use the remote. They spent an hour or two with that, not really “watching” anything, because of Papyrus’s endless fascination with the tv remote, how he could just press a button, and the entire thing would change, even though there were literally only five channels. 

Sans was okay with this, though. Papyrus was having fun. So Sans was having fun with Papyrus having fun. 

Then they played. Wrestling on the bed, Sans would let Papyrus tackle him down, then struggle free, and attack his brother with a ferocious tickle attack, and laugh when Papyrus tried to tickle him back. And that seemed to last forever.

But, eventually, they grew hungry again. 

Lunch was hotdogs. Papyrus seemed to not like the grease too much, but was otherwise fine. 

And then Papyrus slept again. Sans didn’t really feel the particular need to take a nap, but he did anyway, because he could. Because he didn’t have to worry about Gaster coming to get him. 

And when they woke again, Sans spent a while trying to teach Papyrus to talk.

That was met with… limited success. But they both had fun, and enjoyed it, so that was fine. 

And that was what they did.

After a dinner of pizza, they settled down for the night, and Sans realized something.

He was… actually content. He hadn’t felt like this, calm and peaceful and happy, not wanting for anything, in a long time. Of course, there was still the small worry that Gaster might find them, drag them back, but Sans trusted Jeff. And there was the quiet wish that Gaster would go back to being Dings, the person who had taken care of Sans in the beginning, who would show up at the door and wrap Sans in a hug, say it was all a mistake, and he was sorry…

But, in the end, Sans was… happy. Truly happy. Content to be here with Papyrus, no concerns beyond what they should do next, able to take a nap whenever just because, just safe and comfortable with his brother…

Sans was happy.

And happy, he fell asleep.

~o0o~

The days kind of blurred together for Sans. 

It was all just the hotel room, and Papyrus. Sans loved it. 

The brothers spent all day, every day, together, playing and laughing and just together. Sans was constantly doting on his brother, just loving him, and not for one second was he ever bored or upset or mad with Papyrus. It didn’t matter if Papyrus had just made a massive mess, or had woken Sans up by suddenly tackling him, Sans was infinitely happy with his brother. He might get Papyrus to help him clean up, or, rubbing his ribs a little, gently reprimand Papyrus, but there was never any anger or bitterness or meanness between them. 

They loved each other, plain and simple. 

Three weeks passed like this. They lived in the confines of the small room, and both were totally happy with it. With each other. 

And then, there was a knock on the door. 

Sans was suddenly afraid. He hadn’t ordered room service, and no one else knew they were there.

Unless it was Gaster. Had he found them? Had he come for them?!

Sensing his brother’s stiffness and fear, Papyrus huddled close to Sans, also afraid.

There was another knock. “Sans? It’s me, Jeff.”

Ah. Jeff. 

Sans relaxed, rising off the floor to go open the door.

Sure enough, the cat monster was standing there. He was dressed in jeans and a green tee shirt, a cardboard box under his arm.

Sans grinned at him. “hi, jeff. come in?”

Jeff smiled and stepped in.

Papyrus let out a happy sound when he saw Jeff. 

Sans had found in the last three weeks that, because of how young Papyrus was, the time in the lab was already starting to fade from his memory. Sans thought this was a good thing. The less Papyrus remembered of that hell, the better. 

But, Papyrus recognized a friendly face, and clamored to his feet to greet Jeff with a hug around the legs.

Jeff laughed, reaching down to rub Papyrus’s skull with his free hand. “Hey, Papyrus, it’s good to see you too.”

When Papyrus had let go, and Jeff had set his box on the small counter in the kitchenette, he turned to Sans. “So, you two are doing okay here?”

Sans smiled, looking back to Papyrus, who was in the process of dissecting an orange and eating it. “yeah. it’s… heh. yeah, it’s good.” Then he looked back at Jeff. “so what’s with the getup? got fired?”

“Wha-” Jeff glanced down at his casual clothes, then laughed. “No, actually. It’s my off day.”

“and the box?”

“Heh. Stuff to keep you and Papyrus busy, once I’m gone. It’s gotta get pretty boring here, right?”

“actually, no. pap makes sure of— no, no! papyrus, you don’t eat that part! don’t eat the orange peel!”

Papyrus looked up, a chunk of orange peel sticking out of his mouth. “Whff?” 

“because it’s not good.” Sans knelt down and pulled the peel from Papyrus’s mouth.

“Why?”

“it just isn’t. trust me, ‘kay? don’t eat orange peels.”

Papyrus grinned. “Okay!”  And then he went back to eating his orange, careful to not leave any of the peel on the slices.

Jeff let out a small whistle as Sans stood up. “That’s impressive.”

“what?”

“He just… listens to you.”

“‘course he does. he listens to me, ‘n’ i take care of him. it’s a mutual agreement of love and cooperation. 

“My kids were never that cooperative.”

“heh. your kids weren’t pap.”

Jeff laughed. “No. You’re right. They weren’t.”

They were silent for a moment, watching as Papyrus bit off a chunk of a section of the orange, and sucked the juice out of the rest of it. Then he just ate the thing. 

“so, uh, what’s going on at the lab?”

Jeff shrugged. “Not a lot. Gaster… well. I think he’s still mad about you disappearing, but he doesn’t talk about it too much.”

“no interestin’ new projects?” 

“Not really. Y’know those Magic crystals in Waterfall? There was one involving those that seemed like it would have been pretty cool, but it flopped before it even got started.”

“aw. shame.”

Papyrus stood and walked over to Jeff. He lifted an orange slice up to the cat monster. “Wan’ one?”

Jeff smiled at Papyrus and accepted the orange slice. “Thank you, Papyrus.”

Papyrus smiled back up at him, the walked over to where he had left his orange, and started pulling it apart again. 

“So that’s pretty much all you do here?”

“yep. pretty much.”

“And it doesn’t get boring?”

“nope.”

Papyrus stood again and walked over to Sans. He lifted up one hand, an orange slice in it. He smiled at Sans. “Wan’ one?”

Sans’ grin widened. “sure, pap. thank you.” He accepted the orange slice, and did that thing to get it into his mouth. Jeff was still unnerved by it, but Papyrus seemed unfazed. He had, after all, only ever known Sans to eat like that. 

Sans leaned down and gave Papyrus a quick hug. “thanks, bro. love you.”

“Luf you, San’.” Papyrus hugged him back.

And then Sans was standing up as Papyrus went back to his orange.

When Sans looked back at Jeff, the cat monster had a funny look in his face.

“what?”

“That was adorable.”

Sans didn’t miss a beat. “‘course it was. it was papyrus.”

~o0o~

Jeff stayed for another hour or two before Papyrus fell asleep.

When he had left, Sans joined Papyrus’s nap. 

And when they woke up, Sans said he had a surprise for Papyrus. 

It was the box that Jeff had brought. 

Inside were a number of things— firstly, some changes of clothes, just pants and teeshirts. It seemed Jeff had anticipated Sans’ clothing wants. 

Then there were books. Several textbooks for Sans, and picture books for Papyrus. His favorite was one about a bunny playing hide-and-go-seek. 

Then there were some notepads. One was a high-grade pad, for Sans, with drafting pens and high-grade pencils, for whatever he might want to use. The other was for Papyrus, with a generous collection of crayons. 

There were a few pre-school books, to help Sans with teaching Papyrus. 

And then there was an assortment of toys, all of which Papyrus cherished.

Sans had to admit, Jeff knew how to keep a child amused. 

It was all for the better— Sans knew he was content with this life, but he doubted Papyrus would remain so for long. Papyrus was curious and growing, and always wondering. It would have only been a matter of time before he got bored with their confines. 

And so things continued. Jeff came every two or three weeks with a small something or other for Papyrus, prolonging Papyrus’s boredom. Between his visits, the brothers were left to their own devices, and they made good on that. Papyrus grew, and Sans took more naps, just because he could. 

And time slipped by. Suddenly, Sans was seventeen, and Papyrus two. Their six months in the hotel room was over, and Jeff came and got them a bigger room, with two bedrooms. 

They had their own rooms. Slept apart from each other for the first time ever.

~o0o~

Sans was lying awake, alone in his bed. 

It was weird. He had gotten so used to snuggling his brother. He was having a hard time sleeping now, without Papyrus there. 

Papyrus was asleep— Sans had stayed in his room and read the story about the bunny to him, and he had dropped right off. And then Sans had gone to his own room. 

But now he couldn’t sleep. He was lonely.

When the knock sounded on his door, he immediately answered. “yeah?”

The door opened, and there was Papyrus.

“hey. what’s wrong?”

“‘M scared.”

Sans motioned his brother over. “why? have a bad dream?”

Papyrus nodded. 

“well. you can sleep with me.” 

Papyrus nodded again and climbed up in Sans’ bed, snuggling to his side. 

Sans could feel his brother trembling. That was bad.

“hey. howsabout we stay up a little while, and make sure the nightmare doesn’t come back?”

Papyrus bobbed his head up and down.

“alright. come on, we might as well get up, then.”

Fiveish minutes later, they were curled up in the living room (little more than a small couch in front of a tv), each with a mug of hot chocolate from room service. Papyrus was snuggled against Sans’ side, still shaking a little, but greatly calmed down, partially thanks to the hot chocolate.

“pap,” Sans said quietly, “it’s okay. you’re safe. I’ll protect you.”

Papyrus nodded and sipped at his hot chocolate.

“an’, y’know, you really don’t have to be afraid of nightmares. y’know why?”

Papyrus looked up at Sans, his eyesockets wide and innocent and trusting. Sans was suddenly reminded of that night, almost two years ago, when Papyrus had first opened his eyes. 

“W-why?”

“because,” Sans said softly, remembering his promise, all that time ago, “if something bad ever happens in real life, i’ll be there to protect you.”

“Really?”

“uh huh.”

“… Thank you.”

“‘course you’re welcome, pap. love you.”

“Love you too.”

They slept on the couch.
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26 ~ Mail

Gaster was sitting at his desk, tapping his pen against the desktop. 

It was going on eleven months now, and no sign of Sans or S643. For the most part, he had shut the DTW project down. He still kept an eye out for his creations, though. 

He was fairly certain Jeff had a connection with them, but if he did, the cat was a dang good liar. Nine months and he hadn’t slipped. 

Gaster sighed, letting his head fall into his arms. 

On the bright side, at least, they didn’t appear to have told anyone, as he wasn’t imprisoned or anything. 

Still. He needed to do…

Something.

He tapped his pen against the desktop a few more times. 

They really had been his greatest creations. Sentient beings. He doubted he could make more. Not without someone else donating the matter and Soul samples. 

He had, quite honestly, taken for granted what they were. 

Slowly, carefully, he set the tip of the pen against the paper, and began to write. 

~o0o~

Jeff was leaving the lab for the night when Gaster caught up with him. 

“Jeff. I need you to do something for me.”

“Um… okay?”

He held out an envelope to Jeff. “Give this to Sans when you go see him tomorrow.”

“What? Gaster, I don’t know where-”

“Oh, shut up, Jeff. I know you know where he is. And I’m not asking you to take me to him. I’m not asking you to bring him to me. I just want you to deliver a letter.”

Jeff took the envelope slowly, suspicious.

“Oh, for Annoying Dog’s sake, Jeff!” Gaster threw up his hands, gesturing furiously. “I swear, all there is in that envelope is a paper and some ink!”

Jeff sighed, but accepted the envelope. 

~o0o~

Sans and Papyrus were both happy. Papyrus was especially excitable. 

Because Jeff was coming today. Sans was just happy to see him, and Papyrus was excited to see whatever Jeff was bringing with him.

Eventually, he came. Greeted Papyrus with the customary greeting of “you’re getting so tall!” (And he had, he was almost three and a half feet tall.) Then Papyrus was happy to go play with his toys, new and old, and Jeff and Sans started to talk.

And Jeff reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope. “Sans. Gaster knows I know where you are.” He continued, noticing Sans’ small bit of panic. “But don’t worry. He only asked me to bring you this, not bring you to him.” He held out the envelope to Sans. 

Sans took it with shaky hands. Carefully, he tore it open and pulled out the contents: just a paper. It was written in Hands, and it took Sans a little while to remember how to read Hands, but he caught on fairly quickly.

~o0o~

Sans,

      I tell you this not because I want your pity or sympathy. Those have no meaning to me. I tell you because you are my greatest creation, and you have a right to know what was done to you. I realize that you have every reason to hate me, and rightly so. So I ask only that you read this letter in its entirety before passing judgment upon me. 

       I’ll start off by saying that I really did love you. You have always been my greatest creation, always will be, but then, I took pride in making sure that you knew that, and that you were treated as such. I did love you as my creation, as my son. So even if you hate me now with all your Soul, please remember I did that for you, and if for no other reason, read this for that man, for the sake of his entirely too unfortunate fate. 

      When things started, it was at first so subtle I didn’t notice. Just a few EXP with the first phase one injection. In fact, I was so worried about you, I felt so bad, that it was almost immediately cancelled out. The first phase two injection was the same. It wasn’t until the fourth or fifth set that I got a few EXP that stuck around. And again, it was so few, I hardly even noticed.

     But I was still hurting you, regardless of whether that was my intent or not. I was knowingly proceeding with the DTW project, causing you pain, and so, with every set of injections, I gained a few more EXP.

Going at the rate I was, it would have been a long time before I reached the point I am at now. But there were several other factors at play. 

Firstly was the fact that your Lv never really goes away. You can push it down, suppress it, eventually forget about it. If you’re lucky, you won’t have to remember it for the rest of your life. You’ll be able to die peacefully, content with the knowledge of, if not a life well spent, then at least one not misspent. But some of us, me, specifically, do not have that kind of fortune. 

I had a very high Lv by the end of the war. And while it’s true that it had gone down, like I said, it is impossible to truly rid yourself of LOVE. With every injection, it rose and rose, and I slipped back towards the hateful apathy of a high Lv. That was only one factor. There were more, such as giving you the Blasters, but that was the biggest thing. 

And then I forced you to fight the human, and you almost died. It didn’t matter that I saved you, that I came back for you. I forced you into that, and it was horrible. From there, things only got worse. The boosted Magic, and you hurting yourself every time I tried to get you to use it. The recovery DT injection that melted your face. 

By the time I asked you about the focus, your eye, I was on the verge of tipping. And when you said no, it was enough to bump my Lv higher than it had ever been. 

And I officially reached the point where I was no longer concerned about gaining LOVE, no longer cared if I hurt people to do what I wanted. 

And, of course, that meant I only earned more of it, faster,  and the spiral downwards continued. 

Bringing S643, or Papyrus, or whatever you call him, out of suspension was not, in fact, to experiment on it. Him. Whichever. That would have given me quite a bit of Lv, but that was not its purpose. Granted, that was it’s overall purpose, but giving it a Soul when I did was only for the purpose of giving you something to hope for. I used it to force you to keep going. Which gave me even more Lv. 

And things only continued from there.

I’m sure that, if I could be, I would be glad that you got away. I was only going to get worse while you were there. The chances of my Lv getting lower in my lifetime are quite low; I was extremely lucky to have it brought down the first time, a second time is highly unlikely. But at least this way, it’s not getting any worse, and I’m not hurting anyone else. I know that’s what’s right, even if I honestly don’t have any regard for right and wrong anymore. 

So that’s why I’m saying this now. I’m done. I’m giving up. Not life, don’t worry about that (or hope for it, whichever.) I’m not going to go throw myself in the CORE or something like that. I’m just done with you. I’m not going to hunt you down, I’m not going to drag you back to the lab, I’m not going to experiment on you. If I happen to see you, you shall simply be another civilian. Perhaps one with a complex history with me, but only that: history. You are no longer my test subject. 

Go. Live your life. Do it well. You only get one of them, after all, and it would be a shame to screw it up as badly as some people. You need not fear me any longer. 

And don’t pity me. I don’t want that, nor do I deserve it. 

With as much apology and love I can muster (which is a pathetically small amount,)

            WD Gaster

~o0o~

Sans had probably just been staring at the letter for a good ten minutes. He looked down though, when he felt a tug on the hem of his shirt. Papyrus was looking up at him. 

“Sans? Are you sad?”

Sans realized he was crying. “… a bit, yeah.” 

“Why?”

He sighed. “… nothin’ you need to worry about, pap.”

“But I do.” Papyrus leaned forward, hugging Sans. “B’cuz if you’re sad, I’m sad.”

Sans sighed and bent down, hugging Papyrus. “‘s okay, pap. really, you don’ need to worry. i’m fine.”

“Well, okay. If you’re sure.” 

“i am.” Sans stood again, wiping his eyes on his sleeve. “i’m fine. you can go play.”

Papyrus nodded, grinning, and ran off. 

“Sans…” Jeff began slowly. “Can… Can I ask what it said?”

Sans wordlessly handed Jeff the letter. Jeff took a few minutes to read it, his own expression shifting to something sorrowful.

“Sans, I-…”

Sans shook his head. “i’m fine. besides, this means me’n pap can go out in the world. i can get a job or something, and maybe actually help with paying the rent on this place.”

Jeff smiled a bit at that. “Yeah maybe. You wanna take Papyrus around town?”

Sans’ grin widened. “yeah. hey, pap! c’mere! i have a surprise for you!”
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27 ~ Learning

Taking Papyrus out around New Home for the first time was… difficult, to say the least. The one time he had really been out of the hotel was when he was at an age that he really didn’t remember anything. So his entire world was practically the hotel room, with Sans and Jeff as the world’s only other occupants. 

So he was scared of the noise, scared of the people, scared of the busy streets. Sans carried him on his back for a little while. Papyrus’s arms were so tight around Sans’ neck that he was quite glad skeletons didn’t need to breathe, as he doubted that he would be able to do it well with the way Papyrus was clinging to him. 

Eventually, Papyrus got used to it, and wanted to walk himself. He still stuck close to Sans, gripping his hand tightly. But now that he was on his own two feet, he could go where he wanted, dragging Sans along. 

So the entire rest of the day was spent with Papyrus running place to place, pulling Sans along by the hand, with Jeff tagging along a little ways behind. Everything in the city was met with wide-eyed wonder and excitement, from the bridge over the river, to the signs above the shops, to the ice cream cone Sans got him, to the cracks in the pavement, and the weeds poking out of said cracks.

To be honest, Sans didn’t mind all the running around— his gait was longer than Papyrus’s, so he kept up with Papyrus easily. And Papyrus was grinning wider than he ever had. If Papyrus was happy, Sans was happy.

But Papyrus was still quite little, and his energy was not boundless, and Sans still had to meet the requirements of his boosted Magic capacity. So, as the huge crystals in the Underground’s ceiling began to dim, Sans said goodbye to Jeff and started back to the hotel, Papyrus half-asleep and riding on his back. 

When he got there, he just collapsed onto the couch, and they slept together there.

~o0o~

Time went on, and Sans and Papyrus ventured out into New Home almost every day— Sans was a little nervous taking him much farther than that, as Hotland was dangerous and Sans didn’t think they would be making it past there without thorough exploration. So, until Papyrus was a bit older, they stuck to New Home. 

A few months went by, and Sans started the hunt for a job. He figured it would be easy- he was smart and responsible, and would work for a ridiculously low amount of pay. It wasn’t that easy. 

For the most part, he could have done okay, but there was just one major problem- no one wanted to hire someone who also came with a curious toddler. Because then there not only was the problem of Papyrus potentially getting into trouble, but then there was the problem of Sans not putting all his attention into his work, having to take care of Papyrus, too. 

Eventually, he realized there were only two options: put Papyrus in some sort of daycare or preschool, which he was not ready to do, if he did it at all, or, make his own job, where he could take care of Papyrus and work at the same time. 

The latter would be difficult- insanely difficult, but Sans just didn’t think Papyrus was ready yet to be without him- or maybe Sans wasn’t ready for Papyrus to be ready- and, on top of that, Sans had Determination.

So he borrowed a bit of money- more money- from Jeff, bought a little stall in one of the market streets of New Home, and started selling hotdogs. That way, Papyrus could play in the small lot space behind the stall (Sans made it clear to him that he needed to stay there) or sit in Sans’ lap and “help” him sell hotdogs. Truth be told, people bought more hotdogs when Papyrus was in Sans lap. Something about adorable advertising. And Sans’ tip jar filled even faster when he told people it was just him raising Papyrus, and that was why he was selling hotdogs.

Things were pretty good. Sans started earning money well, enough to contribute a little to the rent for the room. 

By the time Sans had turned eighteen and Papyrus three, Sans’ small hotdog stand was well-known enough that he had “regulars”- people that came by at least once every week, sometimes every day. People knew his name, and his brother’s, and he knew theirs. He always had a few customers every day, sometimes upwards of a hundred. 

Things were going well.

~o0o~

It wasn’t often that Gaster took a day off. 

It wasn’t that he didn’t enjoy a break from work, it was just that what he considered to be enjoyable was working on any of his private little projects- the ones at his desk, in the the tenth floor, that might blow up if he did something wrong. Those projects. (In fact, one had blown up a couple months ago, leaving him with a crack in his skull from his left eyesocket to his mouth.)

But today… 

He had lost a few EXP points in the last year and a half. Not enough to lower his Lv from it’s devastatingly high 73, but… it was something. That had mostly happened when he had finally stopped chasing Sans, and given that letter to Jeff. 

He told himself that he hoped Sans had read it, understood, and forgiven him. Even if Gaster didn’t really care, one way or another, he still told himself he did.

Maybe, if he really believed it, then it would come true.

He had needed a break. He was tired. He didn’t know what to do. 

He was supposed to be breaking the Barrier, but he had stopped the DTW project. 

He had no other ideas. Nothing new. Nothing that might work. 

He was thinking about maybe resigning. That maybe a person with so high a Lv, someone so likely to hurt others without care to the consequences, shouldn’t hold a position so high as Royal Scientist. He would probably end up making more mistakes, as he had with Sans. 

Gaster walked along the streets of New Home. He was taller than most of the other monsters, and stood out from the crowd. The fact that his reputation preceded him made the monsters split around him to let him through. 

He still felt no guilt for what he had done to Sans. He wished he could. He wished he felt something. But he didn’t.

He stopped. Standing in the middle of the street. 

A little ways away, Sans was sitting behind the counter of a small stall, talking to someone. He was smiling and laughing, his grin genuine. He looked happy. S643- Papyrus- was in his lap. It-he- also looked pretty happy. 

As Gaster watched, Sans handed a hotdog over the table in return for a small bit of gold. The monster took the hotdog and walked away.

Gaster could go over there. He could go over there right now and take Sans. Or just watch him. Follow him. Learn where he lived. 

Sans said something to Papyrus, gesturing to the gold on the countertop. Papyrus looked at it, seemed to be counting it. 

So Sans was teaching him, then. That was…

Sans looked up. Saw Gaster. The happy expression slipped from his face. Turned to one of fear.

No. Not fear. Ferocity. A sort of if you come any closer, you’ll regret it look. Protectiveness. 

On Sans lap, Papyrus said something, oblivious to the target of his brother’s gaze. 

Gaster cocked his head to the side a bit. He looked down at his hands, wondered if Sans remembered Hands. 

Wondered if Sans would understand if he told him to come here, wondered if Sans would obey, if he did understand. 

He lifted his hands. 

“Take good care of your brother, Sans. Better than I did.”

And then he turned, and walked away.

LOVE: 72

~o0o~

Sans watched as Gaster walked away, slipping out of sight.

So. He really was…

Even after Sans had read the letter he had still been on high guard. He had watched constantly for Gaster, ready to sweep Papyrus up in his arms in an instant and run. Or fight, whichever was necessary.

Because yes, Sans had forgiven Gaster. But that didn’t mean he trusted Gaster. 

But now. Gaster had seen them. He could have come up. Taken Sans, taken Papyrus. 

But he didn’t. Instead, he had acknowledged Papyrus as Sans’ brother. Admitted to making a mistake. And then he had left. 

“Sans!” 

“huh? yeah?” Sans’ attention snapped back to the present. 

“Cus’mer.” Papyrus gestured. 

Sans saw a monster he recognized approaching. He could think about Gaster later. For now, he had hotdogs to sell.

~o0o~

And think about it later he did. 

Even at the distance they had been at, Sans had seen Gaster’s face. He had seen the new scar from eye to mouth. He had seen the exhaust in Gaster’s eyes, seen the tired, blank expression. Seen how Gaster was just… dead inside. 

Not the same coldness that had been there when Sans was there. Granted, that coldness was still there. But it was overshadowed by… by a total lack of care. A just… doneness. 

And then… Had it just been Sans’ imagination, or… Or, when Gaster had started to Speak in Hands, had he smiled, just a little? Had just a bit of the light come back into his eyes? Had he stood just a little straighter?

Had he… gotten a little life back?

Sans sighed, and rolled over onto his side. Perhaps tomorrow was the day he would see about enrolling Papyrus in preschool. 

~o0o~

Papyrus, it seemed to Sans, could not decide if he liked preschool, or did not. 

It was the first day, and parents- or brothers- were invited to stay for a few hours to see how things went. So Sans was sitting with his back to one wall. Papyrus seemed to alternate between hanging close to Sans, and being the most extroverted person he could be, talking not just to the other new preschoolers, but also teachers, and other parents. 

In Sans’ opinion, it was adorable. 

Eventually, as the morning progressed, parents were asked to leave. 

Papyrus didn’t want Sans to leave, though. 

Sans was appreciative that Papyrus, at the very least, didn’t throw a temper tantrum like some of the other children. Papyrus just walked up to Sans, hugged him, and didn’t let go.

“pap,” he said softly, “i gotta go.”

“No.” He said it like he was answering Sans if Sans had asked if he needed to leave. Not like he was denying Sans. 

“pap, you’ll be fine here. you don’t think i would ever leave you somewhere you would get hurt, do you?” When Papyrus didn’t respond, Sans continued. “b’sides, it’s just a few hours. i’ll be back before you know it.”

“… You will?”

“‘course. i’d never leave you. ever.”

Papyrus was silent.

“hey, what if i said that when i come to get you, we go get some ice cream or something, huh?”

“… Promise?”

Sans laughed. “promise.”

Papyrus slowly let go. Sans stood up. 

“see ya later, pap.”

Papyrus nodded. “Bye, Sans.”

And thus, Papyrus was in preschool.
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28 ~ Fourth Soul

Within his first few days, Papyrus came to love preschool. Every day when Sans went to drop him off, he would hug Sans tightly, say goodbye, and then race off to his friends. Every day when Sans came to pick him up, he would linger around his friends until Sans called to him, and then the entire walk home would be filled with Papyrus’s voice as he told Sans about his day.

And Sans would listen, and sometimes add a comment or ask a question. Papyrus would always respond with the same cheerful enthusiasm. 

Meanwhile, Sans’ little hotdog business was doing well. Once or twice a Royal Guard member had come by to shut it down, on the premise that he had never applied for a permit to open a business. But monsters were sympathetic creatures, and when he explained that he needed the money to support himself and his baby brother, they usually decided that he really wasn’t doing any harm or anything, and sometimes even bought a few hotdogs. 

But it really was pulling in the gold. By now, he was almost completely paying the rent for the room himself. 

He hadn’t seen Gaster anymore, either. And as much as he was glad that Gaster wasn’t a problem anymore, and as much as he wanted to hate the monster for what he had done, Sans found that he was worried about the Royal Scientist. He had seen the deadness in Gaster’s eyes. The tiredness in his face. And as much as he tried to push it down, that worry kept cropping up.

But, time went on. Sans turned nineteen. Papyrus turned four. Next year, when he turned five, he would be able to enroll in kindergarten. He was excited about that.

Sans, meanwhile, wasn’t. Papyrus was only four inches shy of four feet tall. Sans didn’t want his little brother growing up so fast. He didn’t want Papyrus to be as tall as he was. He didn’t want Papyrus to reach the point where Sans couldn’t carry him around anymore, or have Papyrus curl up in his lap. He wanted his little brother to stay his little brother, to stay the innocent little child he was. 

But Papyrus wouldn’t. Stop. Growing.

Sans supposed he’d just have to settle for an arm around Papyrus’s shoulders. 

~o0o~

Sans was going to pick up Papyrus when he heard the shout. 

“A human!! A human is coming this way! Everyone run! A human!”

He looked forward. The preschool was just six blocks away along the main road. 

The human was coming this way. The preschool would be right in their path. Papyrus would be right in their path.

Sans remembered the dust on the human’s hands in Waterfall, all those years ago. 

Thought about how he was meant to be a weapon, and how Papyrus’s dust might end up on the human’s hands if he didn’t do something. 

How his dust had almost gotten on the previous human’s hands. 

The streets had gone empty astoundingly fast. Sans glanced over his shoulder. The doors to the preschool were closed, likely locked, but Sans knew that if the human wanted into there, they were getting in. 

Unless he did something to stop them. 

He looked back down the street. The human was there, now. 

Suddenly, Sans was standing at the Waterfall entrance. The human. Dust on their hands. Reaching for him. His dust on their hands.

He backpedaled. 

No. No, he was in New Home, and he was stronger now!

If he didn’t do something, it would be his and Papyrus’s dust on the human’s hands.

He was stronger now. Gaster had hurt him, but Gaster had made him stronger. 

He was filled with Determination. 

He would win this. 

Took a step forward. 

He would win this. 

He realized he was running towards the human. Shouting. 

He would win this!

The human was crouching down, at the ready, preparing for impact.

“I WILL WIN THIS!” Sans screamed. 

And then he slid to a halt, feet from the human, and thrust out a hand.

The human, expecting Sans to slam into them, didn’t expect it when the Blaster’s beam hit them. After it vanished, they staggered back, shocked. Sans lunged forward.

Humans were strong, though, and resilient. They ducked away from Sans, and next thing he knew, he was collapsing sideways after a strong kick to the ribs. 

He fell sideways, the human looming over him as he struggled to get up. This human was stronger than the one in Waterfall.

They set a foot on his chest. 

No. No! He would win this!!
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~o0o~

He was stronger now. Gaster had hurt him, but Gaster had made him stronger. 

He was filled with Determination. 

He would win this. 

Took a step forward. 

He would win this. 

He realized he was running towards the human. Shouting. 

He would win this!

The human was crouching down, at the ready, preparing for impact.

“I WILL WIN THIS!” Sans screamed. 

And then he slid to a halt, feet from the human, and thrust out a hand.

The human, expecting Sans to slam into them, didn’t expect it when the Blaster’s beam hit them. After it vanished, they staggered back, shocked. Sans lunged forward.

This time, he jumped to the right, thrusting out a hand. The human shot away from him, their foot still in the air as if to kick Sans. 

Not this time.

With another tug at his Magic, Sans sent a set of bones spearing towards the human, Blue Magic pinning them to the wall. 

Humans were strong, though, and resilient. The human rolled sideways, and the bones smashed against the wall. Then, they were running forward. 

Sans jumped sideways, but the human still clipped his skull with a hit that left him reeling. In a moment, they were on him, and he was still to dazed to put up a defense. 
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~o0o~

He was stronger now. Gaster had hurt him, but Gaster had made him stronger. 

He was filled with Determination. 

He would win this. 

Took a step forward. 

He would win this. 

He realized he was running towards the human. Shouting. 

He would win this!

The human was crouching down, at the ready, preparing for impact.

“I WILL WIN THIS!” Sans screamed. 

And then he slid to a halt, feet from the human, and thrust out a hand.

The human, expecting Sans to slam into them, didn’t expect it when the Blaster’s beam hit them. After it vanished, they staggered back, shocked. Sans lunged forward.

He ducked, this time, slipping under the human’s lifted foot. Grabbing their ankle as he passed, Sans twisted their leg, sending them sprawling. They scrambled to their feet before Sans could run them through, hissing in pain at their twisted ankle. They slipped by the bones he shot at them, but were hit by the Blaster. 

They staggered a little, but remained standing. They ran towards him. 

He sidestepped, and let them run by, assisting their trajectory with a bit of Blue Magic. They smashed into the opposite wall, only just sticking out their arms in time to avoid a broken nose. And then they slipped sideways to avoid a Blaster. 

Humans were strong, though, and resilient. In moments, they were speeding towards Sans, ramming into his chest. He crashed to the ground.
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~o0o~

He was stronger now. Gaster had hurt him, but Gaster had made him stronger. 

He was filled with Determination. 

He would win this. 

Took a step forward. 

He would win this. 

He realized he was running towards the human. Shouting. 

He would win this!

The human was crouching down, at the ready, preparing for impact.

“I WILL WIN THIS!” Sans screamed. 

And then he slid to a halt, feet from the human, and thrust out a hand.

The human, expecting Sans to slam into them, didn’t expect it when the Blaster’s beam hit them. After it vanished, they staggered back, shocked. Sans lunged forward.

He twisted away from their foot, grabbing their ankle again and twisting. This time, when they fell, he fired off a Blaster at them. 

They hit the Blaster beam, then the ground. 

Scrambling to their feet as fast as they could, they turned to face Sans.

But Sans had begun to learn. He had to keep moving, stay out of the human’s reach. 

He would win this!

Sans only ever paused for half a second to send out his next attack before he was moving again, before the human could charge him, and already dodging by the time they lashed out.

He jumped up behind them, bone in hand, and rammed it forward. Then he was jumping away as the human, still standing, turned again. 

A Blaster from the side. Run the opposite direction. 

He could win this!

Blue Magic, against the wall, bones. Leaping aside.

He would win this!

More bones. Blasters. Blue Magic. 

And then. 

Suddenly.

He had won this. 

He looked at the bone in his hands, how it speared through the human’s chest. How they jerked and twitched, gurgled cries of pain slipping from their mouth. 

He let the bone dissolve and they collapsed to the ground. 

Sans’ focus began to widen away from the human, from the battle. He saw the charred marks from the Blasters. The cracks running through the pavement and walls from his attacks, the chunks of cement occasionally crumbling away from the walls. The deserted, devastated street.

The human’s blood, covering his hands from all the times he had stabbed them. 

“Oh!” A voice behind him rumbled.

The sheer amount of Magic he had used, and how his body needed that Magic he had used. He was so tired. 

“I thought that all of the monsters were inside! Hurry, you must go before the human-”

The voice stopped, seeming to just notice all the blood, the body on the ground. 

Sans blinked a little. 

Vaguely, he was aware of the hand on his shoulder. “Are you alright, my friend?”

Sans blinked. “didn’ get hit. jus’ tired.”

And then he collapsed, his vision going black. 

~o0o~

Sans woke to a familiar place. The mattress of his bed. He knew it well. And when he opened his eyes, it was the hotel bedroom ceiling above him.

He sighed. Then, yawning, he sat up. He was still a little tired, but overall, he felt okay. 

Just as he was doing so, the bedroom door opened, and Jeff walked in. He looked surprised to see Sans awake.

Sans grinned at him. “mornin’. or, uh, whatever time it is. what happened?”

Jeff smiled. “You fought the human and you won. I guess, though, you passed out right after. Used up too much Magic. I happened to see you being brought into the hospital, and said I would take you. Perks of being Gaster’s assistant, I guess. But I figured you’d rather be waking up at home, instead of a hospital.”

Sans nodded. That made sense. Then, a moment of panic. “what about papyr-”

“Already taken care of. I picked him up and brought him home.” Jeff paused. “… I also didn’t tell him that you… fought the human. I… I just said you got hurt. I know you didn’t want him thinking that…” Jeff trailed off. 

“… yeah. thanks. he’s okay, though?”

“Worried about you, but otherwise fine. Do you want me to go get him?”

“yeah. please.”

Jeff nodded and slipped out of the room. 

Moments later, Papyrus charged into the room, leaped onto the bed, and grabbed Sans in a bone crushing hug. Sans returned the hug.

He had done it. He had won. He had kept Papyrus safe.

He had kept his promise. 
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29 ~ New Job

With the king having acquired the fourth of the seven Souls necessary to break the Barrier, the Underground was again filled with hope.

Sans, for his part, was pretty happy. Business was better than ever at the hotdog stand, he hadn’t told anyone about his part in the human’s death so he wasn’t swamped in people with questions, and Papyrus was safe. 

So in his opinion, everything was great. 

On top of that, he had managed to get a job, a real job. There was a fancy apartment building being built near the CORE, and a fancy diner off the side of that. They were looking for entertainment in the diner, and Sans had signed on as a comedian. 

His puns were horrible and his first few shows had kinda flopped, but he was practicing now outside of work, to flip that around. 

And then, one day after dropping Papyrus off at preschool, he was walking to his hotdog stand, when he heard a voice. 

“Excuse me? Sans?”

He froze. He had heard that voice…

Turning around, he saw it was none other than the goat bossmonster king himself. 

“d— uh- y-your majesty!” Sans stammered. 

The king waved a paw. “Please. There is no need for that. Call me Asgore.” 

Sans blinked a little. “o-okay. asgore.”

King Asgore nodded and smiled. “Yes! Now, you are Sans, right?”

“yeah…?”

“And you are the one who killed the human before I could get there?” 

Sans remembered. That‘s where he had heard this voice! It was the one he had heard right before passing out. 

“yeah. that’s me.” He said, slowly, ready to decline any offers to fame.

“Ah, good. I will be straightforward, then. I am in need of someone to fill the position of Judge.”

Sans frowned. He wasn’t familiar with the position. He said so. 

Asgore smiled patiently. “Come, we can get some food, and I will tell you.”

~o0o~

They ended up at the little spider bakery in Hotland. It was expensive, except the baker lowered the price considerably for Asgore. 

They sat at a bench a little ways away.

“The Judge,” Asgore began slowly, “is a difficult position to fill. Most of the time, the Judge does not have to do anything. But, if a threat comes to the Underground, and makes it to the Final Corridor, it is the Judge’s job to see if they are worthy to proceed. If they are not, if their sins weigh too heavily on their backs, then it is the Judge who sentences them to punishment, and then it is the Judge who carries out that punishment. So, you see, it needs to be someone strong enough to kill a human.”

Sans flinched a little. He wasn’t strong enough to kill a human. It was only because of the whole go-back-and-change-things ability that he had that allowed him to not die. 

Asgore saw him flinch, and must have thought it was about something else. “There is also the matter of pay.” Asgore continued. “Even when the Judge is not required to do anything, you would receive a monthly stipend of five thousand gold.”

Sans blanched. Five thousand gold a month?! With that much money, he could- he could—!!

Asgore noticed his shock. “The judge is a very dangerous position, even if it is rarely. As such, it requires a generous pay.”

Sans hesitated still. Then he sighed. “i… i dunno. i mean, don’t get me wrong. i’m honored that you would offer the position to me, but… i gotta take care of my brother. and i really don’t wanna kill anyone. i only did that because my brother was in danger.”

Asgore nodded slowly. “That is understandable. We all want the best for our family…” he trailed off, sadly. After a moment, he continued. “If it makes it any easier, except for a few weeks of training and the rare occasion your service might be needed, you can keep your normal life. There is no work you must attend. You could even keep selling hotdogs, if you wished.”

Sans just stared off into the distance for a minute. Then he sighed and shook his head. “the deal just keeps gettin’ sweeter, huh?”

Asgore looked apologetic. “I do not mean to bribe you into this. If you-”

“no, no. it’s… i’ll take the job, but i got a few conditions.”

“What would those be?”

Sans hesitated a moment. Was it really smart, imposing conditions on a job for the king? “… i-… well. first, i don’t want this publicized. i don’t want people to know, ‘specially not my brother.”

The king laughed a little. “That is easily done. May I ask why, though? Most people would want everyone to hear of this.”

Sans looked at his hands. “it’s my brother. he’s still so small. still so innocent. that won’t last forever, and i… i wanna protect it for as long as i can. and-… and if he learned that i got a job where my only work is to decide whether people should live or die, and then kill them if they shouldn’t…” He trailed off.

“Ah.” Asgore said. “I understand.” 

Sans looked up at the king. “and there’s one more thing.”

“What is that?”

“… my brother is my priority. if it’s a choice between him and this work, he comes first. ‘kay?”

Asgore was silent for a moment, looking off into the distance. He looked sad. Then he nodded. 

Sans blinked slowly. To be honest, he had expected a denial. Or at least some sort of negotiation. There wasn’t, though. Asgore had just… agreed.

Well. Sans had given all his conditions, and they had all been accepted. He had no reason to say no.

“‘kay, then. guess i’m your judge.”

~o0o~

Among all the monsters of the Underground, there were few remaining who had seen the surface. Two of them were Gaster and Asgore. A third was Gerson, the old tortoise monster. It was he who, after fighting in the war, had taken the position of Judge, and it was he who had also retired from said position. Asgore sent Sans to him for “training.” Asgore had kind of implied, intentionally or not, that this training would be more of a “show you the ropes, then it’s all yours” sort of thing. A few days, maybe a week or two. Nothing much.

So Sans went to see Gerson, who lived in Waterfall. 

The old tortoise said nothing when Sans got there, just looked him up and down with his one, squinted, good eye. Finally, “Well, kiddo? What’cha doing here?”

“uh.” Sans said, intimidated. “asgore sent me. i’m supposed to be the new judge.”

Gerson started at him a moment longer. “… How old are ya?”

“nineteen.”

Gerson burst out laughing. “Wah-hah-hah-hah!!  Nineteen? You got guts, kid, I’ll give ya that. But nineteen’s a little young to be the-”

“i killed the last human to come through here.”

Gerson stopped laughing. “…. Really? Did you, now?”

“yeah.”

Gerson looked at him a moment longer. “… Maybe you could be the Judge.”

And then Sans learned what the “training” was. 

It was hard.

First there was the actual judging. He had to learn to observe a person’s personality, as well as use the *Check ability beyond what most monsters could do. He had to be able to see what a monster had done, and judge their actions unbiasedly. Had to see if they were a good person who had made a few mistakes, or if they were a bad person doing bad things just because they were bad. 

Then there was the fighting. Gerson had been quite impressed with the strengths of Sans’ attacks. He was largely unimpressed, however, with Sans’ accuracy. 

“Because,” as he told Sans many times, “in a war, a lack of accuracy is alright. Any stray attacks will probably hit some other enemy. But this, this is one on one, and if your enemy is strong enough to make it all the way to you, then you have to make every hit count. You don’t have the energy to waste on wayward attacks.”

So while Sans didn’t actually spar with Gerson, as Gerson claimed he was far too old for fighting, Gerson had Sans practice hitting moving targets and controlling his strikes. 

And by the end of it, Sans was probably the strongest monster in the Underground. 

And he was rich.

~o0o~

Sans still kept his hotdog business, and the comedy gig at the restaurant. If he just dropped them, there would probably be questions as to why, as well as how he was still paying the hotel rent. Besides, he needed something to do while Papyrus was at school- as he had turned five shortly after Sans had turned twenty, and now he was in kindergarten. 

Having turned twenty, Sans realized there was just about no hope for him getting any taller. Most monsters hit maturity at twenty, and from there, their aging process slowed way down, letting them live up to centuries longer than humans. He was four eleven, and staying that way until he died. 

And Papyrus was only a foot shorter than he was now. 

It was true that Papyrus was taller than all his classmates by a good five, six inches, so despite himself, Sans found himself hoping that Papyrus was still under the affects of the growth serum he had been given back in the lab, and his growth would slow down any day now and he wouldn’t be much taller than Sans.

But, of course, that was ridiculous. They had been away from the lab for more than three years now. 

And Sans hadn’t seen Gaster, hadn’t heard from him. The only way he knew Gaster wasn’t dead was because they would have had some news about it in the paper or on tv or something. He was the Royal Scientist, after all. He had an inflated ego, sure, but it was only big enough to match his job. 

Or, at least, it had been. Sans couldn’t stop thinking about how tired Gaster had looked the one time Sans had seen him. Sometimes he would  catch himself almost wondering if he should go see Gaster. Talk to him.

But Sans still didn’t like Gaster. Didn’t trust him.

So the Royal Scientist would have to work through his own problems. 

And, honestly, being the Judge was pretty nice. Sans didn’t have to do anything, and he had a full bank account because of it. 

So things were pretty good.
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30 ~ Sickness

Sans was lying awake in bed. 

It was about seven in the morning, and soon, Papyrus would be in to get Sans up to help him get ready for school. Sans had, somehow, gotten into the habit of waking up five to ten minutes before Papyrus came to get him.

Sure enough, he heard the knock on the door, and, when Sans didn’t respond, Papyrus came into the room, calling his name, turning on the lights.

The smaller skeleton climbed up onto Sans’ bed and shook his shoulder. “Saaaaans! Wake up!”

“nooooooooo, pap, five more minutes!” Sans complained. 

“Sans! Get up! I don’t want to be late to school!” Papyrus grabbed the blankets of Sans’ bed and pulled them off. 

Sans grumbled, and tried to burrow back under the blankets, but Papyrus didn’t let him. 

Eventually, Sans gave in, sitting up. “… welp, i guess you win. mornin’, papyrus.”

Papyrus grinned. “Good morning, Sans! I’m going to go start getting ready.”

“you do that, bro.”

Papyrus scrambled away with a “Nyeh heh heh!”— something he had never grown out of since before he could speak, which Sans, quite frankly, loved.

Sans stretched, his back cracking a bit, and yawned. He really didn’t mind the early mornings, it was more that he just preferred a slower start. A gradual acceleration. Papyrus’s immediately-up-and-running start was a bit sudden for him. 

But, he loved his brother, so up he got.

After tugging on his usual pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt, Sans stumbled into the small kitchen of the hotel room, still yawning. Papyrus was still getting dressed.

Sans found a paper bag, pulled out some bread and peanut butter and jelly, and started making a PB&J sandwich for Papyrus’s lunch. From there, he moved on to making Papyrus’s customary breakfast: a bowl of oatmeal, using one of the instant-mix packets with the sugar dinosaur eggs in it. Papyrus loved those.

Just as Sans finished mixing the hot water and the  contents of the oatmeal packet together in a bowl, Papyrus came into the kitchen. He sat down at the small table as Sans set the bowl in front of him. 

For a moment, Papyrus just stared at the bowl, blinking. Then he slowly picked up his spoon, and started eating.

But he was doing it more slowly than usual.

“hey, pap,” Sans began slowly, “are you alright?”

Papyrus took a moment to respond. But he looked up at Sans and smiled. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

But, now that Sans thought about it, Papyrus was going a bit slower than usual, and his voice was a little hoarse sounding. So Sans stepped around the table, stopping next to Papyrus. Gently, he pressed a hand to Papyrus’s forehead.

All monsters generate body heat through the constant burn of Magic for energy. Even skeletons have body heat, albeit quite a bit less than most monsters, and they don’t really depend on it, as they are largely unaffected by temperature.

But when Sans pressed his hand to Papyrus’s forehead, Papyrus felt cold to him. Especially for a skeleton. On top of that, with his hand against Papyrus’s skull, he could feel the minute  tremors that ran through Papyrus’s frame.

“… yeeeeaaaah, no. you’re not going to school today.”

Papyrus looked up at Sans, and Sans couldn’t decide if the blank look was shock, or slow comprehension brought on by whatever sickness this was. But, slowly, Papyrus’s expression shifted to horror. “Wh- what?! Sans, no! I can’t miss school!”

“yeah, you can. you are today.”

“But Sans-”

“no. pap, you’re sick, i can tell. you need to stay home and stay in bed. ‘kay?”

“I don’t wanna miss-…”

“if it makes ya feel better, i can swing by the school later and see if there’s any homework for ya. if there is, i’ll bring it back. alright?”

Papyrus took a moment, eventually slumping down a bit, sighing. “… Okay.”

Sans rubbed his brother’s skull, smiling gently down at him. “if you just rest, i’m sure you’ll be better in no time at all.”

Papyrus nodded after a second. Then, slowly, he looked back up at Sans. “If-… if I have to go back to bed…”

“yeah?”

“Will you carry me?”

“sure, i’ll try. you might be too big, though.”

Nonetheless, Sans lifted up his brother and carried Papyrus back to his room. He settled Papyrus into bed, tucking the blankets up to Papyrus’s chin, making sure he was comfortable.

But now that Sans had acknowledged his unwellness and had dismissed his attempt at powering through it, Papyrus was dropping the facade of being alright. There was a nervous weariness in his eyes, and he was actually shaking now.

Sans realized Papyrus had never been sick before. He was probably scared, probably thought something was really wrong. 

Granted, something was wrong: Papyrus was sick. But Sans doubted it was anything especially serious. Probably just needed some good rest, and he’d be fine.

Still. Sans didn’t want to leave his brother scared. 

So he settled down on the edge of the bed, letting one arm fall curled around Papyrus’s skull.

“‘s alright, pap. you’re gonna be fine. just close your eyes, try to sleep. you’ll be okay.”

Papyrus closed his eyes. He was still tensed up and shaking, though.

So Sans hugged him a bit tighter. He slipped a hand under the blankets, rubbing Papyrus’s chest. He didn’t know much healing Magic, probably not even enough to restore more than a few HP, but he still drew on that, hoping to calm Papyrus down a little with it. And all the while, Sans was murmuring softly that everything was going to be okay, that he was right there, that Papyrus was going to be alright.

Eventually, Papyrus relaxed a bit, falling asleep. Sans continued to massage the healing Magic into his brother’s chest, until he, too, dropped back off to sleep.

~o0o~

In the following days, Papyrus’s condition only seemed to get worse. Sans did what he could to keep Papyrus comfortable, and tried to find more information on what was wrong, but he could find nothing. It seemed like this was an entirely new disease, one that had never been seen before. 

But, bad as that was, it only got worse.

Because one day, As Papyrus was curled up in bed, trembling, Sans realized that he had just read the same passage in the Magic medical textbook five or six times and still had no idea what it was about. 

And… and that morning, he had kinda dazed off while attempting to make breakfast. 

And sometimes when he went to go comfort Papyrus, he would find himself blanking on what to say. 

And he was cold.

Sans was getting sick, too.

But he couldn’t think well enough of what to do about that. There was… something, he knew. Something you did when you were sick. 

But he couldn’t think of it. He fell asleep, curled up next to Papyrus. 

When he woke up, he had a sudden moment of clarity. 

Get to the hospital. 

He struggled up, pulling Papyrus with him. Clung to that one thought.

Pulling Papyrus’s arm over his shoulder, he started walking them both towards the door. Papyrus stumbled along, but he was even farther out of it than Sans.

Sans got them both out of the hotel, into the street. For a moment, the noise, the chaos was too much, and he just couldn’t.

Then Papyrus whimpered, and Sans remembered. 

Get to the hospital.

The hospital was about in the middle of New Home. Ordinarily, Sans could make it there in a maybe twenty minute walk. 

But when he finally made it there, almost an hour had passed.

Luckily, the attendant at the desk could see that both he and his brother were in dire need of help. 

And then, next thing Sans’ knew, there was someone lifting him up, helping him stand the way he was helping Papyrus, telling him everything was going to be alright. And someone on Papyrus’s other side, straight up picking Papyrus up. When that happened, Papyrus was pulled away from Sans.

Sans reached for his brother, pulling away from the nurse who was holding him up. “n-no! no, pap-!”

“Sir, please-”

A hand on his shoulder, trying to hold him back.

But he had to protect Papyrus! He had promised!

He struggled away from the person, reaching for Papyrus.

“Let him. Keep them close.” Someone, somewhere commanded. “If it keeps him calm.”

So the nurse that had been carrying Papyrus stooped down a little, enough for Sans to reach up and take hold of one of Papyrus’s hands. 

From there, they were led down the hall. Someone said something about an examination room, but Sans wasn’t really paying attention. He just held on to Papyrus’s hand, walked where he was told to. 

He didn’t especially like these hallways. They were all tile. If they were just a little bit more of a blue color, they could be…

He had to protect Papyrus. He wouldn’t let Papyrus be a test subject.

They were led into a room, and Sans was asked to sit up on a table. He did so with a little hesitancy, glad when Papyrus was settled into his lap. 

After a couple minutes, a doctor came in. He asked a few questions, which Sans answered as best he could. Then the doctor reached for Papyrus.

Sans pulled back, clutching Papyrus to his chest, a pleading whimper escaping his mouth. 

The doctor set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “Shh, it’s okay. I promise I won’t do anything. I just need to take a look to see what’s wrong.” There was a certain calming warmth in the doctor’s touch. Healing Magic.

Sans recognized that. Jeff had done that. Jeff had helped him. Jeff had always been there. Never hurt him. 

Sans relaxed his grip on Papyrus. Didn’t let go, but let the doctor lean over him, lift Papyrus’s shirt. 

Sans wasn’t exactly sure what the doctor was doing, what he was looking at, but Papyrus didn’t seem to be in any pain, so he supposed it was okay. 

After a little while, the doctor turned to him. 

“Okay. Sans, right? Sans, I need you to lay down. It’s okay, you can still hold on to your brother, but I need you to lay down, so I can check on you.”

Sans nodded a little bit. It was getting hard to focus. 

Slowly, with the doctor’s help, Sans laid back on the table. When the doctor went to lift his shirt, though, Sans flinched, holding Papyrus a little tighter. 

There was something familiar about this. Sans didn’t like it. 

The doctor tried again, his hands warm with healing Magic. “It’s okay, Sans. I’m not going to hurt you. It’s okay.”

Sans gave a barely perceptible nod, and let the doctor pull up his shirt. 

Sans could feel the doctor’s hands against his ribs, the soft flickers of healing Magic warming his bones…

Jeff, standing over him, telling him it was alright, that Gaster had finished with the experiment for now. Telling him to just relax, to stay calm. To go back to sleep. 

Sans closed his eyes and slept.
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31 ~ You’ll Just Have to Trust Me

Sans groaned and shifted a little.

“You see?” A very familiar voice said. “I told you I know what I’m doing. Besides, if you didn’t want me doing things to them, then why in the world did you call me up here?”

As the doctor stammered out a reply, Sans opened his eyes, blinking away sleep.

“Oh, just get out.” Gaster huffed, leading the doctor away by the arm. “You’re the one who wanted me to work up here, so let me work.”

Sans looked around. They were in a hospital room. He was lying on a hospital gurney IV drip in his Soul. Papyrus was similarly on a gurney to his left, still passed  out, though.

Gaster, having successfully shut the door behind the doctor, turned back to Sans. “Well. That’s taken care of. Sans. Good to see you’re awake.”

Sans subconsciously scooted back on the bed, trying to get away as Gaster took a step forward. 

Gaster saw, and frowned. “Sans. It’s okay. I’m not going to do anything. I ended the DTW project four years ago, and I’m doing my best to make sure it stays ended.” His frown deepened a little. “I won’t lie, though. They called me up from the lab, said there were two monsters with some strange Soul condition, one they didn’t recognize. When I came and saw it was you two, there was a rather large part of me that wanted to say I’d have to take you back to the lab, and then just keep you there.” He shook his head. “I swear I’m trying, Sans. I’m doing my best. I haven’t done anything to you. I’m going to do my best not to. The DTW project is over.”

Sans didn’t relax. He didn’t trust Gaster. 

Still struggling a little to wake up, he gestured to the IV. 

“It’s just Magic. To wake you up.”

“whh- why— what—?”

Gaster blew out a sigh. “You remember the weekly checkups? How I always gave you that IV to strengthen your Soul?”

Sans nodded. 

“Your Souls, yours and Papyrus’s are only just from Soul fragments. That stuff really did help your Soul, kept it strong. Now, you’re going on four years without it, and your Soul is starting to decay, fall apart until it’s just back to the size of the original fragment. Which, if the strain isn’t too much, and if it doesn’t just shatter and you die, then it still won’t be enough to keep up with the mental strain, and you’ll fall comatose. Barely smarter than a vegetable. The excess Magic I have feeding into you is reversing it just a bit, enough to wake you up and keep you alive.”

Sans just blinked.

“I know. It’s a lot to understand.”

Sans looked at Gaster a moment longer. Then, he called on his abilities as Judge.

*Wingdings Gaster
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*Wishes he could feel sorry. But he can’t.

*… Really is trying. 

Sans looked from this information, back to Gaster’s face, eyes unavoidably attracted to the scarred crack running from Gaster’s left eyesocket to his mouth. Sans thought it looked weird. It was strange there. Something different. 

Slowly, Sans asked, “hypothetically, if i were to ask you for help in stopping this… hypothetically, what would you do?”

“Well…” Gaster looked off into the distance, thinking. “… We could restrengthen your Soul with the same solution we used to. Then you could either come in for weekly doses, or I could try to stop the decay with runes…” He trailed off. 

Sans blinked slowly. Neither of those sounded appealing. “… gaster. what would you do?”

“… Oh. That.” He sighed. “… Sans, I’m not going to say sorry. I’m really not sorry. My Lv is too high. But I realize, for as little as I feel for it, that helping you, without experimenting on you is the ‘right’ thing to do. Maybe it will even help to lower my Lv. I know that just doing so much as reviving you here, now, has already lowered my Lv a bit. So, I will try to help you.” He paused a moment, then continued. “Besides, I like my creations to last. It would be a shame if you died now when you have so many years left, just because of something like this.” 

Sans sighed, settling back down. “i don’t trust you, gaster.”

“And I don’t blame you. I probably wouldn’t trust me either. But you don’t have any other options. Without my help, you are going to die. Or become a gross inedible vegetable.” Gaster chuckled a little. Sans could tell though, that it was an act. That Gaster was trying, and failing. 

A for effort, though. He really was trying. 

Sans closed his eyes for a moment, thinking. Finally, “can you call jeff for me? i wanna talk to him.”

Gaster looked a little surprised. “Jeff? Why would you want to-… right. Yeah, I will. Try to sleep. I’ll wake you up when he gets here. Or he will.” He shrugged a little, then stepped out of the room, pulling his cellphone out of his lab coat pocket.

Sans closed his eyes again.

He really wasn’t sure of this. Wasn’t sure if he could trust Gaster. 

But there was a part of him that told him he had to trust Gaster, because there was a chance of lowering Gaster’s Lv. Of getting Gaster back, the real Gaster, who had loved him and cared for him and helped him, of getting Dings back, of—…

Sans fell asleep, a small smile lifting the edges of his permanent grin. 

~o0o~

Jeff was a little surprised to get a call from Gaster, calling him off work, on the premise that Sans needed him. He was scared that Gaster had found Sans and done something to him. 

Upon meeting Gaster at the hospital, Jeff immediately accused him of such. 

Gaster shook his head. “No, Jeff. I saved his life.”

As they walked to the hospital room Sans was staying in, Gaster explained how and why Sans’ and Papyrus’s Souls were decaying. 

Jeff nodded and walked a little faster.

When he got to the room, Sans was fast asleep, and rather comfortable looking. Papyrus stirred a little, but settled back down. 

Jeff stepped over to the gurney and set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “Sans. Wake up.”

Sans shifted a bit, eyesockets cracked open. “hey jeff.” He yawned.

Jeff smiled at him. “Sans. You wanted to see me?”

Sans nodded as he sat up. “uh-huh. ‘cuz gaster says he can help me ‘n’ pap, but i don’t trust him. so i wanted to ask you if you’d watch him ‘n’ make sure he doesn’t do anything to us.”

“Of course I will.”

Sans gave him a small nod of thanks. Then he looked over Jeff’s shoulder at Gaster. “‘kay, as long as jeff’s here, i guess you can do it.”

Gaster gave him a small smile. Whether it was genuine or not, Sans couldn’t tell. Then his shoulders slumped a little, and he sighed. “You’re not going to like this, Sans, but for me to be able to do anything, we’re going to have to go back to the lab.”

Sans didn’t like that. But he realized that, if Gaster said he needed to go back to the lab, then Gaster wouldn’t be doing anything here, regardless of whether or not he actually could or couldn’t. 

So, looking at Jeff, Sans agreed to go back to the lab. 

~o0o~

Gaster’s lab had changed quite a bit, Sans found. 

For the most part, it was just a whole lot messier. Like someone had taken a half of every project Gaster had ever worked on, and dumped each of those halves into the room. 

Clutching Papyrus to his chest, Sans looked at the mess and whistled. “i mean, it was always a horrifying mess, but you’ve really let the place go.” He didn’t like being here. It was well lit (Gaster would never willingly work somewhere he couldn’t see well— too easy to make errors,) but to Sans it felt dark as the depths of tartarus. 

Gaster just shook his head before walking over to the steel table Sans had lain on so many times, which was now covered in a clutter of his projects. “I want to run a few tests. Just to make sure I understand what’s going on. It would be really bad if I started to work on fixing this when this wasn’t what needed fixing.”

“I think that’s a given.” Jeff said. 

Gaster started sorting through the mess on the table. Said mess also expanded out onto the machines around the table. “So we can start just as soon as I get this all… cleared off.” 

“no duh.” Sans saw that the only really good place to sit was Gaster’s desk chair, so he sat there. “… woah, hey, was that a sock?”

Gaster glanced towards the trash can, where he had thrown the offending object. “So it would appear, yes. There were more of them, I believe.”

Sans decided not to ask what might have happened to the rest of the socks.

Instead, he pulled his knees up on the chair. Snuggling Papyrus to his chest. Papyrus’s Soul was in a much farther state of decay, and he hadn’t really woken up at all when Gaster had first given him the IV drip, so he was totally limp in Sans’ arms. Sans was torn between having Gaster do whatever it was to Papyrus first, to get Papyrus better first, or having Gaster do it to him first, so that if anything went wrong, or Gaster had been lying, Papyrus would still have a chance. 

A few hours went by as Gaster picked through the mess, slowly clearing off the table. Sans could practically feel his Soul decaying as his mental efficiency went down. First, he just sort of… had trouble thinking. It was just.. slow. Then it got kinda hard to see, his vision going sort of blurry. So he leaned back, closed his eyes. 

And there was a sort of calmness as his body just sort of stopped. As he relaxed, except for the occasional twitch. 

And it was just… quiet. 

He slipped off. 

~o0o~

Coming back around was difficult.

There was something so familiar about it, so painfully familiar about it. The cold metal beneath him, the sensors attached to his body, the IV in his Soul, the experiment—

Sans let out a strangled cry, struggling to sit up. This was wrong, so so wrong, he couldn’t be back here, had to be a nightmare, couldn’t be back in the lab—

“Jeff!! Stop him!”

And then Jeff was there, one hand pressed against Sans’ collarbone, forcing him down, the other grabbing Sans’ hand. “Hush, shh, shh. It’s okay, Sans. You’re okay.”

Gradually, Sans’ panicked breathing evened out, his pulse slowing as Jeff kept rubbing his clavicle. 

“whh- whhaah— wha-at—”

“Shh. Just calm down. Stay still.”

Then Gaster slipped into view. Sans flinched away. 

Gaster’s face was carefully neutral. 

“I suppose this is my fault.” He said slowly. “By the time you blacked out, I had more or less gotten the table cleaned up. I wanted to get started with things immediately, so at the same time I got the IV into you, I also hooked up all the monitors. I… neglected to consider that, as you woke up again, being here might trigger traumatic shock.”

“you- you di-didn’t—”

“Just the sensors and the IV. Nothing more.”

“p-papyr—”

“Also has an IV. But, like I said, he was at a more advanced state of decay, and hasn’t woken up yet because of that.”

With the knowledge that everything was okay, or at least more or less heading that way, Sans relaxed a bit. 

After a couple moments, he looked up at Gaster. “w-well, then? do you know what to do?”

Gaster nodded. “Yes. I still have several minor details to work out, but for the most part, yes. But that’s fine, because your Soul needs to be stronger before I can do anything. It will probably be a week or so at least before anything can be done.”

“so what do we do until then?”

“We wait. Keep this full,” he gestured a little to the IV bag that was connected to Sans’ Soul, “and wait for you and Papyrus to get stronger.”

Sans closed his eyes. “wait, huh? i think i can do that.”
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32 ~ I Trust You.

A week and a half went by quickly, Sans found rather fortunately. 

Papyrus woke up about two days after Sans had, and, at Sans’ insistence, was brought over to lie next to him on the table, snuggled up against his side. That was, more or less, all they did for the week and a half, not being strong enough to do much else.

Sans explained to Papyrus that they were in Dr. Gaster’s lab, because they had gotten sick, and Dr. Gaster was taking care of them. Papyrus had been so young when they were in the lab before that he didn’t remember it, and Sans made it quite clear to Gaster that he was not to be told about it. 

Thankfully, Gaster listened.

And, eventually, Gaster declared that they were strong enough for the runes.

And that scared Papyrus. 

The day it was decided that Gaster would be starting on them, he clung to Sans’ side, trembling.

Sans hugged him. “aw, pap, it’s really not that bad.” Sans shuddered internally with the lie. It wasn’t bad physically, but the memories he had associated with this sort of thing… “you won’t feel a thing. i’ll even go first if ya want, to show you.”

Papyrus nodded. 

“Actually, Sans,” Gaster said from where he sat at his desk, “I was thinking about that. If you’re first, I can explain to Papyrus what’s going on. I remember when y-… I’ve seen that when people understand things a bit better, it isn’t as scary.”

Sans glared a warning at Gaster, but Papyrus didn’t seem to notice the slip. He just nodded again. 

Gaster looked back to Sans, then glanced at Jeff. “So then. Whenever you’re ready, Sans.”

“might as well go now, then.” Sans had to admit he felt more than a little nervous. He was glad Jeff was there, to keep Papyrus safe.

Gaster nodded and stood. “Might as well, I suppose.” He walked over to the table. “You can take off your shirt, lay down. I have to get the anesthetic ready.”

Sans obliged. Papyrus sat on the edge of the table, looking down at Sans, holding his hand. Jeff stepped up next to him. 

And then Gaster was back. Carefully, he fit the plastic mask over Sans’ face. “This’ll take a minute or two to take effect. Just breathe deeply.”

Sans nodded. And then, looking up at Gaster, he used his *Check ability.

*Wingdings Gaster
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*Royal Scientist

*Almost feels sorry. But not there yet. 

*… Trying very hard.

Sans breathed deeply, motioning with one hand, “i’m going to trust you.”

Gaster saw. Smiled just a tiny bit. 

As the anesthetic began to kick in, Sans stopped Speaking in Hands as it became difficult to not only to move his hand, but to really think at all. 

Alright, Sans. That might’ve been Gaster’s voice. Might not have been. I’m not going to start yet. I just want to make sure the anesthetic is working. Can you feel this?

Feel what? Was he supposed to be feeling something?

No? How about this?

That was a little concerning, wasn’t it? That he couldn’t feel that? Was it concerning? Should it have been? He didn’t know. Couldn’t tell.

You see, Papyrus? He’s completely out. Can’t feel a thing.

No he couldn’t. Was that good, or bad, or concerning, because he couldn’t tell if it was supposed to be good or bad?

He tried to ask.

Just go to sleep, Sans. You’ll be fine when you wake up.

Sans went to sleep.

~o0o~

It was warm.

That was the first thing he noticed when he woke up, aside from the aching soreness in his chest. 

He was warm, and comfortable, and in bed, in… his bed?

Yes. His bed. In the hotel.

How…

How had he gotten there?

He couldn’t remember…

But, it hardly mattered, because he was there now.

Yawning, and moving slowly because of the ache in his ribs, he sat up. Carefully climbed out of bed. Walked, or more stumbled, really, to the door.

He leaned against it. Unbidden, all the memories from the first Determination injection came rushing back, from that first time he had woken up and stumbled to the door of his room, falling when he opened the door…

He thought about that for a moment. Remembered the person Gaster used to be, remembered how, despite all the pain, the injections, the experiments, that those were good days. 

Well, he told himself, reaching for the doorknob, let’s not fall this time.

And with the hope that maybe, maybe there were good days ahead of him, he opened the door.

As Sans walked into the small kitchen, he heard something. It sounded like… humming.

Gaster had hummed, sometimes, or whistled, when he was doing menial tasks. But when his Lv had gotten higher and he had turned on Sans, that had stopped. 

Now though, while Jeff sat at the kitchen table, Gaster was standing at the small stove, humming softly. 

As Sans stepped forward, though, he stopped, and turned around. “Sans?”

“mmmnh?” Sans responded.

Shaking his head, Gaster walked over. “You shouldn’t be up yet, your Soul is still far too weak.”

Sans just shrugged as Gaster lifted him up. 

Gaster carried Sans back into his room, settling him back onto the mattress. Then, almost as an afterthought, he pulled the blankets up to Sans’ shoulders. Then he turned to the door. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

A minute later, he came back into Sans’ room, carrying a mug. After helping Sans to sit up a little, he handed Sans the mug. “Drink this.”

Sans accepted the mug, looking at the liquid inside. “what is it?”

“It’ll help your Soul to get stronger.”

Sans looked at it, then at Gaster. 

… well. he hasn’t given me any reason to not trust him. yet.

So Sans lifted the mug to his jaw, and drank. It was warm, and bitter, but not to the point of being disgusting. Actually, it tasted pretty decent. 

When he had finished, Gaster took back the empty mug, and set it on the nightstand as Sans settled back into the bed.

And then Sans realized something, something he had shamefully not thought about yet. “how’s papyrus?”

“He’s doing alright. Hasn’t woken up yet, but that’s not surprising.”

“but he’s okay?”

“Yes.” Gaster paused a moment. “Perhaps I should go check on him again, though. You woke up a lot sooner than I had expected, so who is to say he won’t, too?” Then he added, “In the meantime, you should try to go back to sleep.”

“i think i can do that.” Sans grinned. 

“Good.” Gaster moved towards the door. “I’ll be back later.”

Sans nodded. As Gaster walked out the door, Sans did one more thing before going back to sleep.
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~o0o~

Papyrus liked Dr. Gaster.

He was a little… stiff, maybe. A bit cold, kind of distant. But Papyrus could tell he was a good person, really. 

He had taken good care of Papyrus and Sans in the lab. When it came time for him to work on Papyrus, he had waited until Papyrus was fully unconscious before he started working, unlike with Sans. And before that, while the anesthetic was still taking effect, he had talked to Papyrus. Papyrus really didn’t remember what was said, but he had the lingering feeling that he would not have been so calm without it. 

And when he woke up, he found he was in his own bed, at home. 

His chest hurt pretty bad. When he tried to move, it hurt more. So, despite the fact that he wanted to get up, he didn’t move.

Eventually, he heard the door of his room open. Dr. Gaster came in, stepping up beside the bed.

“Ah, you are awake. That’s good, Sans will be happy to hear. He has been asking quite a bit about you.”

Papyrus smiled hopefully up at him. “Can I see him?”

Dr. Gaster shook his head. “No, not yet. You’re both still very weak, and you need to stay in bed.”

Papyrus supposed that made sense. He certainly didn’t think he could move very much. He hoped Sans was doing well, though.

Dr. Gaster sat down on the edge of the bed, one hand finding Papyrus’s hand, and holding it. “How do you feel?”

Papyrus frowned, just a little. “My ribs hurt.”

Dr. Gaster chuckled a bit. “Yes. They will for a few days. Other than that, though, you feel alright?”

“Uh-huh!” Papyrus nodded, then winced a little as it sent a jab of pain through his chest.

Dr. Gaster nodded. “That’a good.” After a second, he stood again. “I’ll be right back. I have some medicine I want you to take, and then you can go back to sleep.”

“Okay.”

True to his word, Dr. Gaster returned moments later with a mug of something warm and a little bitter. When he had finished, Dr. Gaster told him to try to go back to sleep, that rest would help him get better more quickly. Papyrus had nodded, and agreed to try. 

And he fell asleep again. 

~o0o~

Gaster let out a sigh as he flopped down onto the couch.

He had been taking care of Sans and Papyrus now for four days. His Lv had been consistently dropping with each day. 

He wasn’t to the point that he could honestly say he was sorry, yet, and he wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing.

Still, every time he saw the brothers, a part of him screamed at him to pick the DTW project back up, while he still could. In fact, he was a little confused as to why he didn’t. 

It was probably Papyrus. Yes, it was because Papyrus reminded him so much of when Sans was small. When they had first started the DTW injections, and everything had still been alright. Papyrus was so small and innocent, and he loved Sans as much as Sans had loved Gaster in the beginning. 

And Gaster supposed that, despite how high his Lv had gotten, he had never actually gone totally numb. Because really, it was because of Papyrus that his Lv had dropped so much. 

… And was still dropping, really. Because for as dangerous as gaining Lv was, losing it worked in the same way. The more he lost, the closer he came to not wanting any of it. And the less he wanted it, the more he lost. 

Gaster looked at his hands, at the holes in the palms. 

… He wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.
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33 ~ The Only Good Thing

“Saaaans! Wake up!”

Sans moaned. “noooooo, pap! five more—” Then, suddenly, Sans snapped awake, rolling over to grab up the smaller skeleton in a hug. “papyrus! you’re here!”

Papyrus hugged Sans back. “I am! Dr. Gaster said I was well enough to get up today!”

Sans looked over Papyrus’s shoulder to where Gaster was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over his chest, a small smile across his face.

Releasing Papyrus, Sans grinned at Gaster. “well, whaddabout me, doc? can i get up today?”

Gaster nodded a bit. “You should be fine. Papyrus had more recovering to do than you, so if he’s alright, I don’t see why you shouldn’t be.”

“cool.” Sans flopped backwards, settling back into bed and closing his eyesockets. 

“Wha-!! Sans!” Papyrus complained. “Aren’t you going to get up?”

“nah.”

“But Sans! You can get up now!”

“well, just ‘cuz i can doesn’t mean i have to.”

“NNNNNGH!!” Papyrus let out a roar of frustration, and attempted to grab Sans by the shoulders and hoist him up. 

Sans resisted for a few moments, then allowed Papyrus to pull him to sit back up. 

“Now get out of bed!” Papyrus intoned. “You’ve been lying there all week!”

“yeah, because i was sick!”

“But now you’re not!” Papyrus said with a smile “So you don’t have an excuse to not get up!”

Sans sighed as he clambered out of bed. “fine, fine. but only ‘cuz you’re my brother and i love you.”

Papyrus just laughed victoriously. 

~o0o~

Despite the fact that the brothers were well enough to get up, Gaster wouldn’t let them out of the hotel rooms. He said they should stick around there for a while, just in case they weren’t quite entirely healed. 

The Royal Scientist expected that, at that point, Sans would dismiss him with only so much as an agreement to call him if anything was wrong.

But Sans made no move to do any such thing. In fact, Gaster was surprised with the level of affection with which Sans addressed him. It was almost like-…

… Almost like before. 

~o0o~

Sans had just finished tucking in Papyrus for the night, and was now flopping down on the opposite end of the couch from where Gaster sat. Soon the Royal Scientist would be leaving, Sans knew. Heading home for the night, to return to check in on them in the morning. 

But first, Sans wanted to talk to him. 

“hey, uh gaster,” he began, “so, i guess i wanted to thank you.”

Gaster looked genuinely surprised and confused. “Thank me? Sans, what in the world would you have to thank me for?”

“uh. you know, for not… for not doing anything to us. me ‘n’ pap. for keepin’ your word and only helping us, and not… not starting the dtw project again.” Sans paused a moment. “… and, uh, on top of that, sticking around to make sure we were okay. ‘cuz i know you’re the royal scientist, but you didn’t just do what ya had to, you brought us home and took care of us, instead of going back to work.”

Gaster was silent for a long time. Eventually, he said, “Sans. You are my work.”

At first, Sans was surprised. What did he-…?! But then that turned to anger and fear. Was he saying that, after all this, he was going to drag them back to the lab and-

And then, something sparked in the back of Sans’ mind. An old memory, one faded with time, but still there, nonetheless. 

“am… am i good work?”

Gaster reached out and set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “Yes.” When Sans looked up, he saw tears in his creator’s eyesockets. “You are my very best work. I couldn’t be happier with the finished product. You are my pride and joy.”

Sans took a minute to look at Gaster.

*Wingdings Gaster

ATK: 90 DEF: 78 HP: 150 Lv: 49

*Royal Scientist

*Feels very sorry. Doesn’t want to break his promise.

*Could probably use a hug.

And before Sans knew it, he was lurching forward, wrapping his arms around Gaster’s neck, hugging him tightly. Surprised, Gaster stiffened up, but, after a moment, returned the hug.

For a couple minutes, the two of them just sat there, holding on to each other. They were both happy, so indescribably happy, in that moment, to be together. And maybe they weren’t to the point yet where Sans could point to Gaster and say, honestly and with pride, “that is my father,” but they silently agreed in that moment, that they were not scientist and test subject, and that never again would they be. 

And finally, Sans looked up at Gaster, and spoke. “thanks, dings.”

Slowly, ever so slowly, Gaster looked down at Sans, incredulity covering his face. His arms loosened around Sans, and he said in a quiet shout (so as not wake Papyrus), “Oh, come on, Sans! Of this entire mistake, the one good thing from it was that you stopped calling me that!”

Sans just grinned up at him. “i gotta call you dings. it’s who you are. dings.”

Gaster spat out a few annoyed profanities in hands, but Sans could tell he was happy.

~o0o~

Papyrus noticed it when Sans switched from calling Gaster “Gaster” to calling him “Dings.” Of course, this was asked about.

Sans had, in fact, given this some thought. He still didn’t want Papyrus knowing of his and Gaster’s complex history together, nor the original reason for their creation. 

So his response, delivered with astounding speed and confidence, was that he and Gaster were friends, and sometimes people don’t call their friends by their whole or proper name.

Papyrus had smiled, and said that was good. He was happy that his brother had a friend. 

And then he had turned to Gaster, frowning a little. “Does that mean we’re not friends?”

Gaster had looked a little surprised. “No! Of course we’re friends!”

“But I call you Dr. Gaster.”

At that, Gaster had laughed. “Well, friends don’t always call each other by nicknames. And you can drop the ‘doctor,’ if you want. Just call me Gaster.”

And Papyrus had grinned and hugged Gaster. “Okay! I will!”

~o0o~

Gaster wasn’t exactly sure why he hated public schools so much. 

Perhaps it was he had been kicked out of university for constantly showing up his professors (they were all idiots who had it coming to them, anyway.) Or, maybe it was because of how schools filled bright young monsters’ heads with crap, and every year the system churned out more idiots who eventually became those idiot interns who inadvertently blew his stuff up.

Regardless, he absolutely loathed the building he now stood in front of. 

But Papyrus had been upset about missing more than three weeks of school now, and Gaster had somehow been dragged into volunteering to go pick up any homework that may have accumulated. 

Just act like you belong here, he lectured himself, and everyone will think you do.

So he straightened up his shoulders, tipped his head up, and fixed his face with that oh-so-intimidating look all his underlings at the True Lab were so afraid of. With that, he walked— no, he strode into the building.

Luckily, the halls were empty at the moment. Everyone was in class, apparently. 

He supposed, at the very least, schools were good for keeping children out from underfoot.

He found Papyrus’s classroom with ease; the small skeleton had given him good directions. 

So, in typical Dr.-Gaster-the-Royal-Scientist fashion, he slammed open the door and swept into the room, his lab coat billowing around his legs, and strode over to the teacher as he folded his hands behind his back.

“You are Abetha, correct? Teacher here?” He demanded, looming over the teacher. 

She was intimidated, but hid it very well. Gaster supposed that was one of the things you learned to do when dealing with small children every day. “Yes, I am. And who exactly do you think you are? What gives you the right to just barge in here like that?”

Gaster’s brow furrowed ever so slightly. “I am Dr. Gaster, the Royal Scientist. I built the CORE. And I have every right to come in here, however I like.“he hadn’t realized it, but he had started gesturing in Hands as he spoke. 

A little more nervous now that she knew who he was, the monster replied. “Well, then, Dr. Gaster, to what do we owe the pleasure of your visit today?” 

Gaster blew out a small breath between clenched teeth. “I am… assisting an acquaintance. Papyrus comes to school here, correct? He and his brother have been quite… unwell, and for reasons I cannot fathom, Sans has asked me to come collect any missed assignments Papyrus might have, despite the fact that they are entirely useless and will not teach him anything, as this public school system is-”

“Doctor.” Abetha hissed. 

Gaster’s hands stopped moving as he found himself subject to a dark glare, a look he was not used to being the target of.

“Please watch your speech, as there are children here.”

He looked at the assembled mass of kindergarten students. A few of them flinched away at his cold glance. 

“… So there are.” He thrust out a hand at the teacher. “Just get me his homework,” he growled, “and I can get out of this he-”

“Doctor.”

He made a few angry gestures. “Just get the homework.”

The teacher complied. 

With the set of papers in his clenched fist, Gaster swept out of the room, being sure to close the door entirely too hard with Blue Magic on his way out.

Annoying Dog, how he hated school!

But, Papyrus’s happy laughter and tight hug, and Sans’ small smile upon Gaster’s return to the hotel room made it all worth it. 

LOVE: 43
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34 ~ Don’t Forget

Sans and Papyrus had long since gotten better, and still Gaster visited them.

Granted, he was no longer at their home all day every day, as he was still the Royal Scientist, and did still have a job to do, but he stopped by for a few hours most days.

Papyrus absolutely adored Gaster, almost as much as he did Sans. He always greeted Gaster with a hug, and an enthusiastic “Hello!” Or “Nyeh-heh-heh!!”

Had anyone asked Gaster, he would not have admitted it. He would have said Papyrus was far too loud, far too excitable (despite acting similarly himself when faced with the prospect of an interesting project.) But the truth was, he was overly fond of Papyrus. Sans too. He loved them.

Jeff was a little surprised when one day he came to see Sans and Papyrus, and found Gaster there, too. Sans explained, though, that everything was alright. 

Gaster’s Lv continued to drop, too. By the end of two months, he was at Lv: 27. And it was quite obvious that he was happier than he had been in a long time. 

~o0o~

It was Saturday.

Gaster had astonished all his employees at the lab by starting to take weekends off. Why he did this, where he went and what he did, he never told anyone, and, as they were all still quite intimidated by him, no one asked.

It was because of Papyrus. He didn’t go to school on the weekends (much as he would like to,) and Gaster decided he was going to try to make up for all the pain he had caused them, regardless of whether or not Papyrus remembered it. So, he came to visit every weekend, typically ending up sleeping on the couch instead of just going to his house.

By now, at six years old, Papyrus was nearly as tall as Sans. It had appeared that Sans had come to terms with the fact that Papyrus was going to be taller than he was, and even started cracking jokes about it. Papyrus found this rather annoying, though. It was possible this was because he felt bad about outgrowing Sans and was only reminded of this by Sans’ jokes, but it was more likely that he just didn’t like puns. 

When Gaster came into the apartment, Sans was snickering, and Papyrus was groaning. Both stopped, though, when Gaster came in. 

The look of annoyance instantly left Papyrus’s face, replaced by a wide grin. “Gaster!” He jumped up and ran to hug the Royal Scientist. 

Being almost as tall as Sans, Papyrus was right about lower chest height on Gaster, but Gaster still bent down a bit to hug Papyrus back. “Hello, Papyrus.”

“hey, dings.” Sans’ grin widened as Gaster straightened up. “so, pap ‘n’ i were about to head over to hotland today, since he’s never been there before. we were just waitin’ for you.”

“Hotland, hmm?” Gaster looked at Papyrus. “Sans hasn’t taken you there yet?”

“Nope!”

“Sans, why in the world have you not taken Papyrus to Hotland?”

Sans leaned forward at the kitchen table where he was sitting. “you don’t wanna get into that, dings. we already had a pretty heated debate about it.”

Papyrus shot Sans an annoyed look. 

“Ah. I see.” Gaster responded, voice totally even. “I suppose I wouldn’t want to get that fired up again.”

Papyrus just let out a frustrated shout as Sans laughed. 

Eventually, they did make it out the door, and into Hotland. 

Papyrus did seem to be enjoying himself, despite the puns. At Sans’ warning, he was quite careful not to near any of the edges of the paths, for fear of falling in the lava. And at Gaster’s insistence, he neared the edge anyway, holding on to the much taller skeleton’s hand, peering out across the magma pool at the hazy shape of the CORE, standing in the distance. 

“Wowie!” Papyrus exclaimed at the sight. “What’s that?”

“That’s the CORE.” Gaster responded, no small amount of pride in his voice. 

“The CORE?” Papyrus sounded a bit awed. “You mean where all the Magical power comes from?”

“Mmhm. Cool, isn’t it?”

“Yeah!”

Gaster grinned. “I built it.”

Papyrus was awestruck. “Really?”

“Uh huh.”

“But- but everyone says the Royal Scientist-”

“I am the Royal Scientist.” Gaster thought this was the first time he had ever said that sentence without the intent of intimidating someone or using his authority to get what he wanted. 

Papyrus looked up to him, shocked. Needing an outside opinion, he looked to Sans, who just nodded confirmation.

After a moment, Papyrus asked, “Can we go there?”

“Of course we can. I’m the Royal Scientist! I can go wherever I want, and I can bring whoever I want with me!”

“Let’s go!”

“hold up!” Sans interjected. “don’t you wanna finish exploring hotland first?”

Papyrus hesitated, torn between his options.

“Let’s stick around Hotland today.” Gaster decided. “Otherwise, you’ll end up like me. Remember my lab? How there were bits and pieces of everything everywhere? That’s because I keep starting more things before I finish the first things. Besides, it’s not like the CORE is going anywhere. Unless it spontaneously combusts, but I specifically designed it not to do that. So it should be there tomorrow.”

Papyrus nodded, happy with this conclusion, and they continued on.

~o0o~

By the time the Magic crystals in the Underground’s ceiling dimmed into nighttime, the trio had headed back to the hotel room.

As he had been staying with them for some time now, Gaster’s skill at cooking had risen dramatically. So he set about making dinner, while Sans and Papyrus sat at the table. Papyrus had gotten out some crayons and some paper, and was drawing. Sans had his skull resting in his arms, and was comfortably half asleep. He did still have the oversized Magic capacity, and the day, although fun, had still been an exerting one. 

And then…

“Hey, Gaster?”

“Yeah, Papyrus?”

“Are you our dad?”

Sans’ head shot up. Silence reigned. 

Papyrus thought Sans and Gaster seemed confused, so he clarified. “It’s just, I’ve always heard about how people’s dads do fun things with them, like take them places, or make dinner for them, or take care of them, and you do all that for me and Sans, and, well, Sans does that for me too, but he told me he’s his brother, and you never said you weren’t my dad, so…” Papyrus trailed off, running out of evidence for his argument. “So, are you our dad?”

Gaster looked at Sans, who seemed just as surprised as himself. 

After a moment, Sans gestured a bit to Gaster. “if… if you… want to…”

So, Gaster looked to Papyrus, who was still waiting for an answer. Slowly, he said, “Y’know, Papyrus… Yeah. I am your dad.”

And then, Papyrus leaped out of his chair and ran over to Gaster, slamming into him with a hug. “NYEH HEH HEH!!! I HAVE A DAD!!”

Gaster returned the hug, just as eagerly. 

Then Papyrus looked up at Gaster. “Do I still have to call you ‘Gaster’ or can I call you Dad?”

“Of course you can call me Dad.” Gaster replied, grinning. Maybe Sans couldn’t quite call him “Dad” yet, and that was okay, but if Papyrus wanted to call him that, then he would love to be called Dad. 

“but pap, you gotta listen for a minute.” Sans interjected. “only in here, alright? see, it’s, uh, kinda a secret that he’s our dad. that’s why i call him ‘dings’ instead’a ‘dad’. so, uh, keep calling him gaster outside of the room. ‘kay?”

It would appear that Sans still did not want people knowing of his relationship to Gaster. But, to be honest, Gaster was okay with that. He was just happy that Sans had forgiven him, and still loved him, regardless of how tentatively.

And, apparently, Papyrus was alright with it, too, because he nodded and grinned. “Okay!”

Gaster respected the fact that Papyrus so deeply trusted Sans that he didn’t ask why. 

As the night continued, Gaster realized his Lv had dropped another two levels. Every time Papyrus called out to him, referred to him as “Dad,” he grinned, and a few more EXP were lost. 

~o0o~

Sans was lying on the couch, almost asleep. On the edge of his consciousness, he could hear Gaster’s voice, reading a bedtime story to Papyrus. Sans found the deep baritone and bass of Gaster’s voice to be very relaxing, and, despite the fact that Sans couldn’t hardly hear Gaster’s actual words, and despite the fact that it was Papyrus that Gaster was supposed to be putting to sleep, Sans found that the soft rumble of his creator’s voice was gently pulling him deeper into sleep. 

It reminded him of all those times when he had woken up after one of the injections, sore and tired, and Gaster had hummed a lullaby for him, until he fell back asleep.

Those… 

… Those were good days…

These were good days, too…

When Gaster slipped out of Papyrus’s room, he found Sans was sound asleep on the couch, a content look on his face. 

Gaster smiled. Carefully, he lifted Sans up, and carried him to his room. It was a little difficult to get Sans into bed, because he had wrapped his arms around Gaster’s neck and snuggled his skull against Gaster’s shoulder, and Gaster didn’t want to let go, but eventually, he settled Sans down on the mattress, and tucked him in under the blankets. 

When he finally stepped out of Sans’ room, turning off the lights and closing the door behind him, it was fully with the intent of flopping onto the couch and sleeping. But something caught his eye. He walked over to it, picking up the paper off the table. It was the one Papyrus had been drawing on earlier.

The three figures were badly drawn, and the fact that they were in crayon and not a precise instrument, not to mention done by a young child, didn’t help. If Gaster didn’t know better, if he didn’t know Papyrus better, maybe even if Papyrus hadn’t asked that question earlier, Gaster might not have known what they were, other than… bipedal monsters of some sort. 

But Gaster did know better. He did know Papyrus. 

It was them. The three of them, Gaster, and Sans, about two thirds the size of Gaster, and Papyrus between them, pointedly just a little smaller, but definitely thinner. 

For a minute, Gaster just looked at the drawing, smiling. It wasn’t until something landed on the corner of the paper that he realized he was crying. 

Gaster wiped away his tears, then dried off the paper as best he could. Then, he quietly folded it up, and slipped it into his pocket. He was going to keep this, keep it forever. He was never going to forget this day. 

Still smiling, he settled down on the couch, and fell asleep.
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35 ~ Home in Snowdin

It was an incredibly good thing that Gaster had reunited with his creations when he did, as it meant he had somewhere to go to calm down on the rare occasions that his work became too aggravating. 

When he finally managed to shove aside the lingering thoughts and ideas about the DTW project, and finally moved on to other ideas to break the Barrier, only to come to the conclusion that he had no other ideas, and inevitably got fed up with the whole thing, it meant he could slip away from the True Lab, and come to the little hotel room in New Home, and, at least for a little while, forget all the problems besieging him. 

It used to be that his favorite place in the Underground was the True Lab. He knew it well, knew every inch of space, knew what every single funny-looking switch and large red button did. The place was his place, it obeyed his command, it followed his orders. 

But now, Gaster’s favorite place to be was the hotel. 

Well. No. That wasn’t true.

His favorite place to be was with Sans and Papyrus, wherever they may be, whether that was New Home or Hotland or Waterfall or Snowdin. 

And it was to the brothers that he went when things at the Lab got too chaotic, or when he made things at the Lab too chaotic or too frustrating. 

They helped him. Immensely. 

There were questions, of course. Never directly to him, but he could still hear them, the questions and the rumors, whispered by nervous employees, behind his back.

Where does he go?

What does he do? 

He never used to leave the Lab. Now he does on a daily basis, sometimes even in the middle of the day. Why?

…What went wrong?

But it never bothered him. It was none of their business, and he did nothing to make it their business. 

By the time Sans was twenty one and Papyrus seven, (Papyrus being almost half an inch taller than Sans now,) something occurred to Gaster. 

“Hey… Hey, boys.”

They both looked up from what they were doing (Papyrus homework, and Sans napping) to look at Gaster. 

“You know, I have a perfectly good house in Snowdin. All expenses paid, bigger than this little hotel room.”

“are you suggesting…” Sans trailed off.

Gaster looked at Papyrus, who was just looking confused. “Hey, Papyrus. Wanna move to Snowdin? There’s a big empty house there, one that needs some occupants.”

“Oh, can we?!” He looked at Sans.

Sans nodded. “sure, if ya want.”

Papyrus grinned. 

~o0o~

Moving commenced that weekend. The brothers had lived in that hotel room for a good few years, now, and had amassed a considerable collection of odds and ends. Sans found it had not been the washing machine at the laundromat’s that had been swallowing all his socks, but, in fact, the depths of the darkness under his bed. When they learned that, Gaster got a good few laughs out of it by pulling the dusty socks out from under the bed and throwing them at Sans. 

Sans made a lot of puns about getting socked in the skull. 

Papyrus wished Sans would stop with the puns, and was annoyed that they were getting dust everywhere and had Sans really bought that many socks and lost them all UNDER THE BED?? but that was all outweighed by his happiness at seeing his family so happy. 

Eventually, Sans grabbed a mismatched pair of socks and stuck his hands in them, then tackled Gaster, shouting about the socks wanting revenge for being thrown around without their consent. For a moment, they tussled on the floor, and then Papyrus thought it looked like fun, so he jumped on top of Sans, and it turned into a three-way wrestling match. Papyrus was unanimously victorious.

Sooner or later, packing got underway again. And really, the brothers didn’t have too many possessions, just a lot for living in a hotel room. About three boxes per person, not to mention the fact that they didn’t have to take the furniture since it belonged to the hotel. 

They spent the night, their last night, in the hotel. It was already late, and no one wanted to be carrying boxes in the dark.

And in the morning they slipped out the door, each of them carrying two of the six boxes. 

The hotel owner was sad to see Sans and Papyrus go. They had been living in the hotel for five years, and, granted, while it had become more of an apartment-type thing for them, the hotel owner had always been able to count on a bit of money from them each month. 

But then they were trekking through New Home, Hotland, Waterfall, and, finally, as it began to get dark, into Snowdin.

Papyrus hadn’t been to Snowdin often, just once or twice, and never for very long. He hadn’t known the big house just outside town was Gaster’s, and was pleasantly surprised when he learned. 

Sans had only been inside Gaster’s house once before, eight years ago. He found things really hadn’t changed much at all: it was still sparsely furnished, and everything still had a fine layer of dust on it.

Of course, Papyrus refused to let this stand. He found a few rags, from where, no one but he knew, and drafted his family into helping him clean the house. 

They hadn’t done more than just grabbed the rags  before Sans passed out on the couch, exhausted from the long walk. No amount of shaking could wake him up, so it was just Papyrus and Gaster.

Gaster was astonished with not only the vigor and enthusiasm that Papyrus came at the task with, but also his efficiency. He instructed Gaster to start at one side, and he at the other, and work towards each other. Gaster hardly needed to look at Papyrus’s work afterwards to know that he had done an excellent job. 

Gaster found himself musing that Papyrus would one day make an excellent lab assistant. Then he mentally chided himself. Of course Papyrus would be a good lab assistant. He would be a good anything! Gaster had made him, so of course he was the greatest. 

Gaster told him so. Papyrus had been quite happy with that.

Papyrus had also wanted to tackle the upper floor, but Gaster had said they should get some rest. It was Papyrus’s first day at his new school, of course, and Gaster had to go to work.

So, reluctantly, Papyrus settled down, snuggled between Sans and Gaster on the couch. 

~o0o~

Monday evening, Gaster showed up at the house with a bit of homework for himself. There had been an idea about rerouting the CORE’s power into the Barrier, and doing… something with it to break the Barrier. But what that something was, he didn’t know. 

So as Papyrus worked on the homework he had acquired in school that day (“it was great!” He had told them. “I made friends with everyone!”) Gaster worked on his own homework, while Sans… Sans was Sans. He alternated between seeming to be asleep, or cracking jokes. 

After a while, Gaster got fed up with it and decided he needed a break. Papyrus had long since finished his work, so Gaster offered to help him clean up upstairs. Of course Papyrus accepted. 

When they got up there, it appeared that Sans had already taken up residence in one of the rooms. They could tell because the box that had been completely filled with Sans’ formerly lost socks had been upended in a corner of the room. 

Gaster had taken Papyrus by the shoulder and guided him out. “Come. We’ll leave Sans to his own devices, alright?”

Papyrus agreed.

Eventually, Sans came upstairs, and “helped” them clean up. 

And then, once they had gotten all the dust swept away and situated Papyrus in the second room (he had asked where Gaster was sleeping, and the response had been “I’m happy with the couch.”) it was back to work with Gaster. 

He was having a very hard time with it. 

“aw,” Sans encouraged, “i’m sure you’ll get to the core of the issue sooner or later. there’s no barrier that can hold the great dr. gaster for long! you’ll figure out how to get by it eventually.”

Gaster had paused. Looked at the paper. Looked at Sans. Looked back to the paper.

“What if…”

“yeah?”

“What if that’s it? What if we can’t break the Barrier?”

“aw, dings, you can’t be so pessimist-”

“What if we just have to get by it, instead? Bypass it somehow. Jump over it. Take a shortcut around it.”

He lapsed into silence, and Sans realized he wasn’t going to be doing much talking at the moment, so he left to go play with Papyrus.

~o0o~

The next morning, Gaster gathered up a few of his scientists. 

“I have an idea.” He told them.

“Oh no.” Jeff mumbled, recognizing the wild glint in his employer’s eyes. 

“We’re not going to break the Barrier.”

“Oh no.”

“We’re going to fold space over it.”

“… What.”

Grinning, Gaster grabbed up a sheet of paper. “Let’s say this piece of paper represents the plane of space, right?” Pulling a pencil out of his lab coat pocket, he drew a line down the center of the paper, and carefully labeled it “THE BARRIER.” On one side, he drew a dot, and labeled that “US.” On the opposite side of “the Barrier,” he drew another dot, and labeled it “THE SURFACE.” “So we’re here, and this is the Barrier. Now, we can’t break it, and we can’t get through it. But, what if…”

He picked up the paper and folded it, then folded it again, so the “US” dot touched the “THE SURFACE” dot, and the “THE BARRIER” line was lost in the folds. 

“See? We fold space.”

“W-what, like t-teleportation?” That was Alphys, the newest intern. She really was intelligent, a budding genius with mechanics. She was incredibly shy and self conscious, and normally Gaster couldn’t stand that, but in her case, it made her think things through and she avoided doing stupid things like blowing stuff up in order to keep attention away from herself. Really, it only just brought Gaster’s attention to her, but in a good way since he was getting her to join projects instead of kicking her out.

“No. Not teleportation.” Gaster started in what Sans called his “Royal-Scientist-lecture-mode” voice. “Teleportation is instantaneous. No delay, nothing in between. It’s not even you’re here, and then you’re there. Teleportation is the immediate disassembly of molecules and reassembly of said molecules in a different location. It’s your here-there. This, though… You’d be stepping out of space, then back in. There would be an instant where you would not exist in the plane of space, and then you would exist again, in a different spot. This is… folding.”

Alphys glanced at Jeff, who just shrugged. It made about as much sense to him as it did her. 

But Gaster seemed confident it would work, so they would have to make it work.
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A quick visual reference for Gaster’s “folding”:
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36 ~ The Greatest

Sans knew something had happened the instant Papyrus stepped in the door. 

He wasn’t looking at Sans. He had his head down hands stuffed in his pockets. He didn’t run up and hug Sans. 

“hey, bro, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” He said in an uncharacteristically quiet voice. 

“papyrus, you’re great at a lot of things, but lying isn’t one’a them. come here.”

Papyrus slowly walked over to where Sans stood. Sans said nothing, immediately wrapping his arms around Papyrus and hugging him tightly. Papyrus slouched down a little, burying his face against Sans’ shoulder. 

For a few minutes, Sans just held Papyrus close. Then, pulling away from the hug but not really letting go of Papyrus, Sans led his brother over to the couch. Once they had settled down, Papyrus snuggled up against Sans’ chest, Sans again asked what was wrong.

“c’mon, papyrus. tell me what happened.”

For a minute, Papyrus just pressed himself harder against Sans. “I-… I don’t want to…”

“i know.” Sans started rubbing Papyrus’s back. “but i wanna help you, and i can’t do that unless you tell me what’s wrong.”

Papyrus nodded. Then, slowly, he began. “Uh… my-… my friends at school-… they said-…”

Sans saw where this was going, and resisted the urge to interrupt, telling Papyrus those kids were evidently not his friends. But he didn’t, just listening instead, as Papyrus went on. 

“They said that… that I’m weird, and-… and I’m too tall, and I’m a freak, and my name is weird, and they said that- that it’s weird that my only family is you, and bad, that your only family can’t just be a brother, and I tried to tell them that I have a dad, but you and Dad said I shouldn’t— so they didn’t believe me, and— and they- they said you were a freak, too, and— and I’m not a freak, am I?”

“no! of course not!” Sans hugged Papyrus tightly. “you’re the greatest person i know. and, well, if they don’t see that, then they’re just not as cool as you are.”

“Really?” Papyrus sounded a little skeptical.

“yeah. see, a lot of the time, people don’t recognize true greatness when they first see it. so, uh, just keep being you, being great, and i’m sure they’ll figure it out eventually.”

Papyrus still looked dubious. 

“really, pap. if you don’t believe me, just ask Dings when he gets home, ‘kay?”

Papyrus nodded.

“and in the meantime, howabout i make us some hot chocolate?”

When Gaster did get home, Papyrus did ask him about it, repeating his and Sans’ conversation.

“Well, yeah.” Was Gaster’s response. “Just look at me. You know I made weapons for the war, right? Well, at first, no one wanted them. They all thought my ideas were stupid, and would never work. But now look! Not only does the king himself use my weapons, but I’m the Royal Scientist!”

That had cheered Papyrus up considerably. He was determined to be the greatest person he could be.

~o0o~

Not long after Sans had put Papyrus to bed that night, Gaster called him over to where he was working at the table.

“yeah?” Sans asked, stepping up to Gaster. 

“So, you know I’m working on this new project, right?”

“uh-huh. the space-folding one.”

“Yeah. And, you know, I was just wondering if you’d like to come help.”

“… what, like, in the lab?”

“Yeah.”

Sans got a slightly perturbed look on his face.

Gaster reached out and grabbed his shoulders, smiling a little. “As my personal assistant, not my test subject.”

“y-yeah, i know, but-…”

“You’d be a real big help. Seriously, I have my smartest scientists on the team, and you’re probably smarter than all of them. Not to mention less annoying.”

“i-… i’ll… give me a few days.”

“That’ll do for now, I suppose.”

~o0o~

The next morning, Gaster called all the workers on the Spacefold project (Monsters in general were really not great with original names.) for a meeting.

Alphys stepped up to the table to stand beside Dr. Jeff. She liked the cat monster. When Gaster had brought her onto the team, Jeff had taken her under his wing, protecting her from most of Gaster’s eccentricity and showing her around the lab.

Gaster was standing at the head of the table, tapping a pen against the tabletop, waiting for the last of the Spacefold team to arrive. When they did, he began.

“Two announcements. Well. Kinda one. They’re relevant to each other. Anyway. There is potential that, in a few days, we will have one to two more people join the team. The first is an intern who will, with little doubt, be removed from the team a few days after joining, and therefore bears no need of a mention of name. The second person would be one quite distinguished Dr. Sans.”

Alphys heard Jeff let out a small sound- whether it was a gasp or a snort, Alphys couldn’t decide.

Gaster shot Jeff a glare before continuing. “Should my colleague Sans be joining this team, I expect that you will all treat him with utmost respect, as his position deserves. That is all; get to work.”

As the monsters began to disperse, Alphys turned to Jeff.

“D-do you know Dr. S-Sans?”

Jeff was silent a moment, rubbing his chin. “… Yeah. It’s been a little while since I’ve seen him, but yeah, I know him. He and Dr. Gaster are pretty close, but… I thought he had left the lab for good a few years ago.”

“… O-oh.”

As they set about their jobs, Alphys realized she was nervous about this “Dr. Sans” coming to work with them. She couldn’t imagine anyone being close to Dr. Gaster, so this guy had to be… well. She wasn’t sure what. Maybe some spry old guy, who was just as rough as the Royal Scientist himself, if not more so.

That scared her. 

~o0o~

Sans was waiting for Papyrus to get home. He wanted to ask Papyrus what he thought about Sans going to work with Gaster.

All thoughts about that vanished, though, when Papyrus came in, looking even more crestfallen and downtrodden than he had yesterday. 

Sans didn’t hesitate to pull him into a hug, leading him once more to the couch. 

This time, Papyrus needed little prompting before he spilled out the story.

“T-they said I wasn’t great! I didn’t think it was funny, but they were laughing, and no one would explain, and they said I was a loser, and they started chasing me, but I didn’t wanna fight back, because someone could get hurt and then—”

Sans hugged Papyrus, just waiting until he calmed down. 

“… pap, listen to me.”

Papyrus looked up at Sans.

“… do you wanna know what makes a great person a really great person?”

“W-what?”

“well, y’know how we were talking about how, a lot of the time, other people don’t recognize great people? well, a person is really great when, even when he knows that he’s better, he still treats all the other people like they’re the better ones. so, y’know, even if they don’t see it that way, the fact that, even when they were trying to hurt you, you didn’t want to hurt them back, is just proof that you really are a great person. because you were more concerned with them instead of yourself. see, everyone wants to think that they’re the greatest person, that they’re better than you, but a lot of them really aren’t, because they’re thinking of themselves instead of other people. you’re the best, pap. the great papyrus.”

“R-really?”

“yeah. really.”

~o0o~

Eventually, Sans did decide to go to the lab. He dug up his lab coat out from one of the still-unpacked boxes of his stuff, and walked into the lab.

He found himself sitting on the edge of a desk, swinging his feet, while the newest intern Alphys, worked on some paper or other at the desk.

“so,” he began, foregoing any introductions, “you like it working here?”

“O-oh yes! It’s g-great, t-there’s so much to do, and everyone’s s-so smart…”

“whaddya think of dr. gaster?”

Alphys glanced over her shoulder to where Gaster was working on the opposite side of the room.

“H-he scares me-…” She said quietly. “I-I’ve heard that anyone w-who can make it t-through a f-full internship here is r-really lucky, b-because he throws most of t-them out.”

“really, now?” Sans looked over at his creator. “i bet he’s not that bad. say, i betch’a thirty gold i can play a prank on him.”

“W-what?!”

“yeah.”

“No!”

“why not?”

“B-because-!!”

“c’mon.”

“…. F-f-fine—”

“great! be right back.”

Sans hopped off the desk, walking over to where Gaster was working, while Gaster wasn’t paying attention. Right before Gaster saw him, Sans snatched Gaster’s pencil off Gaster’s desk and stuffed it into his pocket. 

“Oh. Hello.” Gaster looked down at him. “Good to see you came.”

“yeah, decided i’d give it a go. so, what’s goin’ on here?”

“Well, see, it’s—” Gaster reached for his pencil, but found it wasn’t there. “What-…? Where…?” After a moment of searching, he gave up and stole a pencil from Jeff, despite Jeff’s  protests. 

As he began explaining, Sans only paid half-attention. He was just waiting for…

Gaster set down the pencil. As soon as he looked away, Sans grabbed it and slipped it into his pocket beside the first. 

He glanced over to Alphys, who was watching with admonishment, and winked. 

Gaster went for his pencil again, only to find it missing again. “What-…?”

“maybe it rolled off the desk?” Sans suggested innocently.

Gaster gave him an odd look, but searched around on the floor. When he couldn’t find it, he just sighed heavily and stole the new pencil Jeff had gotten.

And again, Sans stole that. 

This time, Gaster turned to Sans, a look of annoyance on his face. “Alright. Give them to me.”

“what?”

“The pencils.”

“why do you think i have them?”

“Give them to me.”

“why’re you’re writing me off as guilty?”

Gaster just reached out to grab Sans, but Sans ducked away, laughing.

“Sans!” Gaster shouted, trying to grab him again. Sans slipped away, though. Gaster gave chase. 

For a moment, Sans avoided every attempt at capture (and also made a pun about Gaster trying to pen him in) but was forced to stop when he felt the familiar pull of Blue Magic on his Soul. 

“aw, c’mon, you’re no fun.” He complained as Gaster pulled the pencils out of his lab coat pocket.

“This is the True Lab, Sans. We’re here to work, not have fun.” Gaster released his hold on Sans’ Soul, letting him flop to the floor. Sans just snorted.

As he regained his feet and walked over to Alphys, he saw she looked incredibly shocked. 

“Y-you’re Dr. Sans?! I-I thought you w-were the n-new intern!”

“yep, i’m sa-., wait. did you say doctor?”

“Y-yeah?”

Sans’ face was still stuck in the same grin as always, but his brow was furrowed in a frown. He turned on Gaster. “dings!”

“Hm?” Gaster didn’t turn around. “Now what?”

“since when am i a doctor?”

Gaster looked over his shoulder at Sans. “Since I said so.”

“wha-!! you can’t just go making people into doctors!”

“Why not?”

“because you’re supposed to have to go to college to do that! get a degree!”

Gaster shrugged. “I never did.”

“wait, what?!”

“Yeah, you didn’t know? I got kicked out of the university.”

“then how did you get accepted as a lab employee?!”

“The last Royal Scientist said I was a doctor. So I was.”

“wha-?! so he just, what, gave you a degree?”

“Pretty much, yes.”

“and now you’re giving me one.”

“Yes.”

“no! you can’t just do that!”

“Yes I can!” Gaster suddenly slammed a hand against  the desktop. “I’m the Royal Scientist!! I can do whatever the heck I want!”

“i’m pretty sure it doesn’t work like that.”

“Yes, I’m pretty sure it does. It does now.”

Before Sans could respond, Jeff cut in. “That’s all good and well, but can we please get back to work?”

Gaster rounded on him. “Do you mean you haven’t been working all this time?!”

“No! You took my pencils!”

Sans just walked back to where Alphys was standing, open mouthed. 

“doctor.” He snorted.

When they came home together that night, and Papyrus asked how things had gone, they had both said it was great. 
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37 ~ Dr. Sans’ Prank Wars

The problem with building a machine to fold space was that it had never been done before, and no one really knew what they were doing. 

Nonetheless, everyone still worked on it to the best of their ability. 

And Sans decided that, just because Gaster had said he couldn’t, he was going to have fun in the True Lab.

It was a Thursday. They had been at the drawing board for weeks, and no one had come up with any ideas. 

Sans was sitting in a desk chair, lazily spinning in circles. He had no ideas, and was lacking in any upcoming ideas. As he turned past the desk once more, he spied a pencil sitting on the desk.

He stopped spinning and picked up the pencil. For a minute or two, he just looked at it. 

Gaster wasn’t in the room at the moment. 

Then he shoved it towards his mouth.

Evidently, it was only food-like items that were capable of being shoved into his mouth, as the pencil refused to pass easily through his teeth. Eventually, though, he got it jammed halfway into his mouth, and held it there. Then he reached for a plastic cup that was sitting on the desk. It had been filled with soda earlier, but he had long since drank all of it. That was a good thing, as he now tipped it upside down, and, leaning back in his seat, set the cup over the pencil. Then he grabbed a couple of papers off the desk and balanced them on top of the upside down cup. 

“S-Sans, w-what are you doing?” Alphys asked, the first of the people in the room to notice his antics.

“nothin’.” Sans was a little surprised to find that his speech was not at all impaired by the pencil sticking out of his mouth. Nonetheless, he continued on. There was a ruler on the desk, which he set on top of the papers balanced on the cup over the pencil in his mouth. After a minute of feeling around the desk (he couldn’t just look, as that would mean lowering his head, which would tip the things off,) he found a rubber band and some paper clips, which were added to the balance. Further pawing around revealed nothing else of easy use for balancing. 

“… hey, al. see that marker over there?” He gestured carefully. “yeah, can you bring it over here.”

It wasn’t long before he had all the team helping him, running around the room, bringing him things to add to his growing tower. Soon there were two more plastic cups, another ruler, a lot more paper, some of which was crumpled into balls, more paper clips and rubber bands, two whiteboard markers, two pieces of chalk, a screwdriver, a paper plate, and a long piece of twine all added to the construction balanced on the pencil in his mouth. It was a sort of game, each of the Spacefold team seeing if they could add their thing to the structure without toppling it. 

And then Gaster came in.

“What…” He said slowly. “What is going on here?”

For a moment, everyone was silent.

Finally, Sans spoke up. “we’re learnin’ about clever architecture, by means of commonly found objects in the lab, and balancing them to defy gravity.”

Gaster looked at Sans, then at the strange assortment of objects all balanced on the pencil he held between his teeth. For a minute or two, he just frowned. 

Then, with a sigh, he shrugged. “Well. Don’t let me get in the way of a learning experience. Annoying Dog knows most of you really need it.”

Everyone watched in astonished silence as Gaster walked to a table and started working on something or other there. Had he really just given the the go-ahead to keep fooling around like this?

… So it would seem, yes. 

So the fun continued, as Gaster was the only one in the room doing legitimate work. 

And then, after a few minutes: “hey! hey, dings.” 

“Hm?”

“can ya bring that pencil over here for me?”

Gaster looked at the pencil. It was sitting on the edge of the table. He had not been using it. “… Sans. You don’t want that pencil.”

“yeah, actually, i do.”

“No.”

“why?”

“You just don’t.”

“yeah, i do.”

“I’m pretty sure you don’t.”

“i’m pretty sure you’re wrong. just give me the pencil.”

Gaster sighed, and gave in. He brought the pencil over to Sans, who eagerly handed it off to be added to the still-growing collection of stuff above him. Gaster returned to his spot.

Seconds later, there was a CRASH as the strange tower collapsed. 

The pencil had been broken, and the ends fitted back together so that an observer couldn’t see the break without looking carefully. But the break was still there, and when someone tried to balance something on the pencil, it had snapped, which had unbalanced the entire strange structure, sending it all toppling to the floor.

Grinning, Gaster turned around with the flourish it a hand. “And that, Sans, is for the pencil-thievery yesterday.”

Sans just blinked, grinning as usual, but still looking shocked. “did-… did you just prank me?”

“I did.”

“you pranked me?”

“Yes.”

“you pranked me.”

“Yep.”

“you-”

“Yes! I did!”

For a moment, Sans just continued blinking. Then the edges of his grin crept upwards. “oh, it is on.”

“If you’re implying that you’re going to be ‘getting me back’ for that…” Gaster trailed off.

“oh, i totally will be.”

“I have to recommend that you do not.”

“why’s that?”

Gaster grinned. “Because then I’ll have to get you back.”

Sans’ grin widened even more. “bring it on.”

Gaster chuckled darkly, but only just turned back to what he had been working on. Pranks were sneaky things, after all, and good ones required preparation. 

~o0o~

The end of the day found both Gaster and Sans thoroughly pranked. Sans had been tripped more than eight times, no two of those times anything remotely like the others. Gaster had gotten something wet dropped down the back of his shirt. Sans had found that the calculator he was using didn’t really calculate anything, but just gave random outputs. Gaster hadn’t been able to find a working whiteboard marker, only to learn the surface he was trying to write on wasn’t even a whiteboard. When Sans went for his ketchup bottle (because yes, he did still carry one of those around) he realized it was most definitely not ketchup in the bottle. Gaster got his hand stuck in a door. 

That wasn’t even counting the pranks that were meant for each other, but someone else had accidentally gotten caught up in instead. 

By the end of the day, Sans and Gaster were exhausted, and all the Spacefold team had begun looking around every corner before rounding it, checking every insturment before using it, and keeping as close an eye as they could manage on the two skeletons. 

On the bright side, all the tension that had been building and the frustration at not being able to find a solutions was released, as everyone got a few good laughs out of the “Prank Wars.” 

Despite this, everyone hoped that the war would end soon. It really was nerve wracking to never know if walking in a door would make you the victim of some horrible prank. But it didn’t end. Sure, as the days went by, the pranks tapered off to just three or four a day, but Sans and Gaster continued to battle. 

~o0o~

“H-hey, Dr. S-Sans?”

Sans looked up to see Alphys. Despite his insistence that Gaster couldn’t just go give him a degree, Alphys still called him doctor. 

“yeah?”

“U-um, Dr. Gaster asked me to g-give you this.” She offered him a folded up paper. 

Sans took it carefully, fully expecting a prank of some kind. Maybe when he unfolded the paper, some gelatinous slime would drop out all over his hands, or some small set of circuitry with a small but blinding strobe light in it. 

It wasn’t a prank, though. It was a set of calculations, scribbled down in Gaster’s messy hand, with a note on the margins in Hands: “off the top of my head. Go check these for me.”

So Sans did. He ran the calculations over and over, four or five times.

And he found that everything worked. 

If they used these calculations, they could, theoretically, build a machine to fold space. 

Sans found Alphys. “where’s dings?”

Alphys hesitated for a moment. Sans was the only person she knew who didn’t call Gaster “Dr. Gaster,” and that still threw her off a little. “I- … I think he said he was going to the tenth floor.”

“great, thanks. guess i’ll have to go get him.”

“W-wait, Sans! Isn’t the tenth floor off l-limits?”

“i’m allowed, ‘s fine.”

He slipped out the door, leaving behind a very confused, surprised saurian monster.

When he reached the tenth floor, he hesitated a moment. He still didn’t like it here, it still reminded him of… of the Bad Days.

Sans shook his head, and told himself to get over it. Gaster had already proven that those days were gone, that he wasn’t going back. 

Sans walked down the hall. 

He found Gaster in his lab, working on something-or-other.

“hey, dings.”

Gaster turned around and smiled when he saw Sans. “Did Alphys give you the sheet?”

“yeah. i did the calculations, and, uh, everything checks out. i think this’ll work.”

Gaster’s grin widened. “Great!” He walked over, guiding Sans out of the room, an arm wrapped around Sans’ shoulders. “Come on, let’s go tell everyone! Sans, this is going to be huge! Bigger than the CORE, and we’re going to do it! We’re going to get by the Barrier! You and me, we have work to do!”

Sans just grinned, following his creator to the elevator.

~o0o~

With the way things picked up after that, they were going to start building the machine within a few months. Gaster estimated that they could be beyond the Barrier in just a few years. 

They told Papyrus, of course. To him, the surface was simply a myth, a vague dream. The Underground was his entire world, and he simply couldn’t comprehend anything bigger. 

He was excited for them, nonetheless. 

Still, they explained to him that he couldn’t tell anyone about this. It was a big project, and if it worked, that was beyond amazing. But if it didn’t work, well, then, better to not get everyone’s hopes up. 

Despite all this, the pranks continued. The only difference now was that Sans and Gaster were careful not to do anything where it might damage or greatly impede the progress they were making. 

Because they really were making progress.
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38 ~ Fifth Soul

As time went on, the design for their space-folding machine took shape. Several months passed. Sans turned twenty two, and Papyrus eight. Papyrus was now a full two inches taller than Sans. 

The prank wars in the lab continued, and, as Sans was generally more friendly towards the other employees, he managed to recruit a few allies. Of course, that just meant more targets for Gaster, but everyone knew what they were getting into when they shook Sans’ hand.

To be honest, Sans was really enjoying himself at the True Lab. This kind of  “science-y stuff,” as Papyrus said it, was what he had grown up doing, and the fact that he wasn’t the test subject made it that much better. And although he still disagreed with Gaster in that Gaster couldn’t just go give him a degree, he did like the fact that people listened to him, that he was one of the most respected “doctors” in the lab. 

When Sans and Papyrus moved to Snowdin, it was right after Christmas. Now, having lived there for just under a year, Christmas was coming up again. 

However, having been confined to the hotel for most of their days in New Home, as well as the holiday being more of a local tradition, meant that Papyrus knew nothing about it. 

When he learned, he was adamant that they celebrate it. 

So Gaster went ahead and got some Christmas lights, and he and Sans decorated the house, and the three of them found a nice tree, brought it home, and decorated it. 

As the number of days leading up to Christmas got smaller, it was hard not to be swept up in Papyrus’s enthusiasm. Sans had long ago been told Santa was just Asgore in a suit, but he still found himself anticipating the Bossmonster’s arrival. 

When Christmas Day came, it was met with much joy, mainly expressed through the form of Papyrus’s gleeful laughter. He was completely satisfied with the assortment of toys he had received, regardless of the fact that he didn’t know of their real origin. 

Gaster had gotten Sans a book of jokes and pranks- but before giving it to Sans, he had gone through it and marked out all the best pranks. There were also notes in the margins on how to do this or that better, or additions to the pranks. On seeing the way Sans’ grin stretched upwards when he unwrapped the present, Gaster remarked on his own inevitable doom. 

For a while, Papyrus played on the living room floor with his new toys. Then he looked up at Gaster. “Dad?”

Gaster smiled. It still felt strange and new to have Papyrus calling him that, still filled him with joy. “Yeah?”

“Didn’t Santa bring anything for you?”

That gave Gaster a moment’s pause. What did he say? He couldn’t tell Papyrus that Santa was really just Asgore. And, much as he knew he deserved to be, he wasn’t going to tell Papyrus that he was on the ‘naughty list.’ That would lead to questions, ones he didn’t exactly have answers to. 

“Well… Papyrus…” He paused. “… Are you happy?”

“Yes! Of course!”

“Sans? What about you?”

Sans just nodded.

Gaster looked back at Papyrus. “There. You see? Santa brought me exactly what I wanted.” And Gaster realized that was the absolute truth, pure and simple.

Papyrus had been more than satisfied with that.

~o0o~

Sans had just dropped Papyrus off at school— he was in third grade now.

Sans was on his way to the lab. They were almost ready to start building the space-folding machine; there were just a few more details that needed to be finalized. 

But then he heard a shout. “Human! There’s a human coming!!”

Sans’ mind immediately flipped back to when the last human had come. The destruction, how he would have died, if not for his strange Continue-Reset ability. Well. How he had died, but hadn’t stayed dead. 

Sans wanted to run back to the school, as make sure Papyrus was safe. Of course, he knew Papyrus was, as, after the previous human attack, places such as schools were more heavily fortified to protect the children, but he still wanted to check in on Papyrus. 

He had a job, though. 

So he turned and ran, sprinting through New Home. He made it to the Final Corridor- the one right before the king’s throne room- and stopped.

This was where he would judge. This was where he would fight. Fight for his king. 



He bounced a little on his toes, sickening anticipation twisting at whatever equivalent of a stomach he had. The calm golden light that filters through the windows did nothing to ease his dread. 

Eventually, the human came into the hall. They stopped when they saw him.

“human.” He looked at them as he started up on the standard monologue he had memorized as part of being the Judge. “so, you’ve made it this far. the final corridor. the end of your journey is at hand. if you pass this hall, you will meet the king, who will fight you for your soul. that’s then. now, you will be judged. you will be judged for your every action. you will be judged for every exp you’ve earned.” He paused, noticing the flicker of  confusion on their face. “what’s exp? it’s an acronym. it stands for “execution points.” a way of quantifying the pain you have inflicted on others. when you kill someone, your exp increases. when you have enough exp, your love increases. love, too, is an acronym. it stands for “level of violence.” a way of measuring someone’s capacity to hurt. the more you kill, the easier it becomes to distance yourself. the more you distance yourself, the less you will hurt. the more easily you can bring yourself to hurt others.”

Sans looked at the human. They were rocking on their toes, crouched down and ready. Like they wanted to fight.

“Just let me by.” They said in a low voice. “No one has to get hurt. I just need to get by.”

“… see, i can’t let you do that. if i let you by, the king will fight you. my job is to protect the king.”

“Get out of my way.”

“kid, stand down. you’re right, no one has to get hurt.”

“Get out of my way!!” The human lunged forward. 

Sans dodged, and slammed out a hand, his left eye flickering blue, now with a tint of yellow. The human’s Soul glowed against their chest, and they went flying backwards, slamming into one of the columns against the wall. Sans tugged again at his Magic, and bones speared out of the wall. The human shrieked, lunging away from the wall. 

Immediately, they were rushing forward again, and Sans only just managed to duck under the furious swing of their fist. He responded by slamming out a foot, simultaneously summoning a Blaster directly behind the human. 

And then the human drew back. For a moment, the opponents just looked at each other. 

Sans could see now that this human would stop only at death. They would just keep foraging on, forcing their way forward. They would kill Asgore. 

“human.” Sans growled, a sudden ferocity rising in him. “my judgment is final. i sentence you to death. I   W I L L   M A K E   Y O U   B U R N   I N   H E L L .”

And then Sans was lunging forward. 

Blow after blow was rained down on the human, from Blasters and bones and sometimes even Sans’ own hands. He slammed them into the walls again and again, spearing them through. 

The training for Judge really made a difference. Every attack was well-aimed, and Sans found that by the end of it, he was quite tired, yes, but by no means about to pass out from exhaust.

The human was on their knees. Blood dropped from their nose, their mouth, all their wounds. As Sans took a step back, they struggled to their feet, trying to staunch the flow of blood from their nose. They quickly collapsed to the floor again. This time, they didn’t even try to get to their knees. 

Sans knew they weren’t going anywhere. They were done, as good as dead. 

He looked at his hands. There was blood on them, on his clothes. Slowly, he turned and walked down the hallway, into the throne room. Asgore was there.

“your majesty.” Sans said quietly. “the human is… they’re in the corridor. i’m going to go, now.”

Asgore nodded. “Thank you, Sans.” His voice was sad. 

Sans turned and walked away. Walked past the human, lying in the corridor. 

Sans went quietly through New Home, and made it to Hotland. He came into the lab through a back entrance, and luckily, there was no one in the elevator. Most monsters had never seen blood before, and Sans really didn’t want to explain. 

He took the elevator to the tenth floor. There were showers there, specifically for the purpose of cleaning off when one got covered in strange chemicals, and there were still some of his old clothes there from when he had lived there. He could get cleaned up, change…

“Sans?”

He turned around. Gaster and Jeff were in the hallway.

“Sans, is that blood?” Gaster asked. He walked over to Sans and knelt down in front of him, grabbing up one of his hands.

“y-… yeah. it is.”

Gaster frowned a little. “You fought the human.”

Sans blinked a little. He was really tired. “… yeah. i had to. my job.”

“What?” Jeff asked, stepping up beside them.

“i, uh… i’m… i’m the… the judge.”

Gaster looked surprised. Jeff was shocked. 

Sans was just tired. 

For a minute, Gaster just looked at him. Then he let out a breathy laugh, shaking his head. “I guess all the… the experiments were put to good use after all.” He stood, then surprised Sans by scooping him up. “Come on, we’ll get you cleaned up, then you can take a nap.”

Sans just nodded, closing his eyes and snuggling up against Gaster. 

Later, when he walked into the spacefold-dedicated lab, slumped into one of the chairs, and fell asleep, everyone expected to see Gaster scolding him. They were all surprised when Gaster hardly gave him a passing glance. 

Later that night, once all the other employees had left, Gaster carried Sans home. Sans was awake by then, but still rather tired. 

When they got there, Sans staggered over to the couch, and curled up in the corner. Papyrus was immediately at his side, talking about how their school had been on lockdown because of a human attack. 

After a couple minutes, Gaster came over. “Hey, Papyrus. How about you just let Sans rest for now, alright? He’s had a long day.”

“Oh. Okay.” Papyrus leaned over and snuggled up to Sans’ side. “Is this better?”

Sans laughed a little and hugged Papyrus. “yeah. thanks bro.”

“You’re welcome!”

For a while, the family sat on the couch, watching tv. When Papyrus started to get up to go to bed, he found that Sans had fallen asleep, arms still wrapped around Papyrus’s shoulders.

So Papyrus gently shook Sans awake, and helped him up the stairs to bed.
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39 ~ Undying

The day after the fifth human Soul had been taken, Sans came into the lab more or less as happy as usual. 

He paused, though, when he saw that Alphys was not there. She was always there before him. He had become rather good friends with the intern, and was a little concerned to see she hadn’t arrived yet.

Stepping up beside Gaster, he remarked on this. “hey, where’s al?”

Gaster didn’t look up from what he was doing. “One of her friends, a trainee for the Royal Guard, got hurt yesterday in the human attack.” He paused a second. “… Well, I suppose ‘hurt’ is a bit of an understatement. Apparently, she was hit in the face. She’ll be blind in her left eye… if she pulls through. From what Alphys said when she called to say she wasn’t coming, her friend is still unconscious, and it’s unlikely she’ll wake up.”

Sans blinked a little. “… annoying dog, that’s… awful.”

“… Yes, I suppose so.”

Sans looked up, surprised at the lack of sympathy in Gaster’s voice. “you sound like you couldn’t care less about this.”

Gaster looked down at Sans. “You mistake my lack of surprise for apathy. I was in the war, Sans. I have learned through experience that humans and death come hand-in-hand. While it is a pity that some should die, it is no surprise when in war.”

“but we’re not in war.”

“Humans are war. They always have been, and always will be. If not against monsters, then, I have little doubt, against themselves. When a human falls into the Underground, they bring with them their war.”

“so we’re just going to let her die?”

“What could I do that the doctors in New Home hospital could not?”

Sans paused. That was a good question. “i-… i don’t know. you’re the royal scientist. there’s gotta be something.”

Gaster sighed. “Sans, as far as anyone can tell, her body is perfectly fine- well. Except for her eye. But that should’t still have her in the state she’s in. Her Soul simply doesn’t have the will to live. The only thing we could possibly do is give her Determination, but…”

Sans’ hand subconsciously went to his unmoving jaw.

Gaster saw. “Yeah. That.”

Sans blinked a little. He knew Alphys, knew how shy and introverted she was. She didn’t have a lot of friends, Sans knew, and every one of her friends were practically as close as family. 

“there’s…” Sans glanced around. Gaster and he were the only ones in the lab. The DTW project no matter how done and gone, was still an illegal one, and Sans would rather not have his creator incarcerated. “we could give her the physicality serum, first.”

Gaster shook his head. “No. If she doesn’t have the Determination to live as is, she’d never survive. You of all people should know how trying those injections are.”

“… right…” Sans sighed. “… and… and we couldn’t just give her a little? how much dt can a person handle before their body gives out and they melt?”

Gaster shrugged. “It depends on how much physicality their body has. You probably could have withstood one or two injections right from the start without the physicality serum.”

“so if we just give her as much as is safe…”

“Still can’t guarantee it’ll be enough to get her going.”

“no harm in trying though, right?”

“Except for the part where people ask questions.”

“we say it was an experimental new drug.”

“And when people start asking for it?”

“we say that, while it worked here, there’s way too much potential for dangerous side effects, so we discontinued the research for it.”

“… You certainly are determined to do this. Especially considering that you know all too well what could happen.”

Sans looked down. “… alphys is my friend. i’d hate to think what would happen to her if…”

Gaster sighed. “I suppose, if you really want to, we can give it a go.”

“i do really want to.”

Another sigh. “… Well, then, let’s go to the hospital, then.”

~o0o~

Alphys was rather surprised when both Sans and Gaster came into the hospital room. 

Sans gave her a wink, something he had started doing instead of a smile when greeting people. “heya, al. this your friend? undyne, you said?”

“Y-yeah—…”

Sans looked at the unconscious monster on the hospital gurney. She was training to be in the Royal Guard, and, even as she was, she definitely looked the part, her scaly green skin stretched over a solidly muscled frame. Her dark red hair was loose, spread across the pillow, the fins protruding from her cheeks tangled in the red mass. Her right eye was closed, and there was a square of gauze taped over her left. There was an IV in her arm, and a tube down her throat. Four wires disappeared under the collar of her hospital gown, the other end connected to a machine that let it a soft, slow, rhythmic beeping sound. 

“So, Sans?” Gaster said slowly, stepping up beside the gurney. “Still think this’ll work?”

Sans reached out and poked the fish monster’s muscular shoulder. “oh yeah. look at her. she’s solid as a rock.”

Alphys blinked a little. “W-what are y-you talking about?”

Gaster gave Sans a sidelong look. “You get to explain.”

Sans turned to Alphys. “well, al, see, we’ve got this thing. an experimental drug that might just work to wake her up. problem is, it, uh… it can… kinda sometimes melt people if they don’t have enough physical matter in their bodies. but undyne is pretty dang solid, so it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Alphys blinked. “Y-you’re saying… y-you can s-save her?”

“yeah, mayb-”

Sans was cut off as Alphys suddenly lunged from her seat, wrapping Sans in a nearly bone crushing hug. “Oh, thank you! Thank you so much!!”

“Don’t get your hopes up too much.” Gaster intoned. “Just at a glance, I’d say it would work, but looks can be deceiving. We’ll have to take her back to the lab, so I can run a few tests. Then there’s the dosage size, it’ll take me a while to calculate that, if all the tests turn out alright.”

Nonetheless, Sans could tell Alphys’s hopes were definitely up. 

~o0o~

Alphys was a little reluctant when Gaster started to bring her friend to the lab. She would have to be taken to Gaster’s own lab on the tenth floor, and Alphys still wasn’t allowed down there. 

Sans assured her, though, that everything would be as fine as they could make it. 

As Gaster settled Undyne onto the steel table in his lab, Sans reflected on how weird it was to have someone other than himself lying there. 

It was very weird. 

After a little while, he helped Gaster with the sensors, and soon enough, they had the test results.

Gaster let out a whistle of appreciation. “She has a lot of muscle. Lots of physical matter. Her body could probably hold… a good six, seven injections.”

“so we’re gonna do it, then?”

“Yeah. Give me a little while to figure out exactly how much she can take.”

~o0o~

Exactly how much Undyne could take, exactly, was about ten of the base-sized dosages Sans had gotten. 

Just to be sure, though, they weren’t just pumping it all into her at once. They planned to span it out across four days, and if she woke up before they got it all into her, that was all for the better. 

So they started with just a small injection. Then they spent the next several hours around Gaster’s lab, messing around with whatever project Gaster had at hand. When the tests showed minimal strain on Undyne’s physical body, they gave her the next injection. 

A few hours later, it was getting late. Gaster had gotten Jeff to go check on Papyrus, as both Sans and Gaster were reluctant to leave Undyne. So Papyrus was staying with Jeff for as long as this took.

As the evening lengthened into the night, Sans somehow found himself sitting at Gaster’s desk, curled up in Gaster’s lap for the first time in years, despite the fact that he was twenty two years old.

… He had forgotten how comfortable it was, really. To lean against Gaster’s chest, listening to the beat of his Soul. To feel Gaster’s grip around his shoulders, and to know that whatever happened, he was safe in his creator’s arms. 

Sans slept deeply.

Over the course of the next day, they gave Undyne five more injections. 

At one point, Sans asked Gaster if these injections were raising his Lv at all.

“No.” Was the easy reply.

“i wonder why…?”

“It’s pretty simple, actually. Granted, the injections might be painful to her, but it’s like… like an organ transplant. Sure, maybe you’re hurting someone by cutting out their organ, but you’re doing it to replace a failing organ, and in the end, the person would be much worse off without that. You’re saving their life. You, though, were perfectly fine. Absolutely healthy. I was replacing your organs even when they didn’t need replacing, hurting you because I wanted you to be ‘stronger’.”

That made sense to Sans.

Several hours after the eighth injection, near the evening of the third day, Undyne began to stir a little. 

It was then that they moved her back to the hospital.

~o0o~

It was three days since Undyne had been brought back to the hospital. Sans’ grin widened when he saw Alphys walking into the lab. She smiled when she saw him.

“I d-dunno what you d-did, but it w-worked!Undyne w-woke up last night!”

Sans already knew this, of course, as Gaster had been keeping an eye on things just to make sure Undyne hadn’t started melting or anything, but he responded enthusiastically. “hey, that’s great! how’s she doin’?” 

Alphys chuckled a little. “H-her depth perception’s all messed u-up, since she o-only has one eye, but she says it’s o-okay a-and she’ll make it work, she’ll f-figure something out. She’s also r-really s-strangely happy that she has a legitimate reason to w-wear an eyepatch.”

“but she’s doing well?”

“Yeah!”

“that’s good.”

When Undyne was allowed to leave the hospital a week later, she was still completely solid, and more Determined than ever.
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40 ~ Black

Another month passed, and they were suddenly ready to start building the space folding machine. The blueprints had been made and checked, after an extensive planning for errors, miscalculations, and freak accidents. Everything had been readied and gone over twice, three times, four times.

So they started building.

They were still in the lab. The machine was big, yes, but not so big that they couldn’t fit it into one of the larger lab rooms located on the sixth floor. On top of that, the True Lab was directly connected to the CORE— the only building in the whole of the Underground with higher priority power access was the New Home hospital.

As it was, the folding was going to take a lot of power. One fold should have been fine, but they had to be able to make two folds- an entry fold and an exit fold. Gaster said he wouldn’t be surprised if it completely put the power out everywhere else. 

But, before that, they still had to build. 

And, despite all this, the pranks contined. 

~o0o~

They had been working on building the machine for three days. It was slow going, as they double, triple, quadruple checked their work as they went, but so far, everything had gone smoothly.

Today, Sans had skipped out on lunch. His ketchup bottle had provided enough of a meal to keep him going for the time being, and he had something he wanted to work on.

About thirty minutes later, Gaster came into the lab. When he pushed open the door, it toppled the bucket which had been carefully balanced on top. Said bucket fell downwards, landing squarely over his head, its contents- a mass of neon pink slime- drenching Gaster’s shoulders and slipping downwards to soak the entire upper half of his lab coat. 

Slowly, Gaster lifted the bucket off his head, looking down at his pink-covered coat. Then he looked up to Sans, who was doubled over, snickering. 

As the rest of the Spacefold team returned from lunch, Gaster just stood in the doorway, looking at Sans. Finally, lifting his hands to watch the blobs of the stuff dripping between his fingers, he asked, “… Sans, what… what exactly is this?”

Sans just shrugged, still snickering a little. “slime, i would assume. you’d know better than i would, you gave me the recipe.”

Gaster just stood there a moment longer. There had been only one recipe for slime in the prank book he had given Sans, and while the stuff wasn’t dangerous, really, it did stain clothes at an alarming rate. 

Gaster looked at his formerly-white lab coat. The Spacefold scientists were beginning to understand what had happened, and were starting to laugh, too. 

Gaster refused to be humiliated by this. 

He gestured to the pink goop on the floor. “You will be responsible for cleaning this up, understood?”

Still laughing, Sans just nodded. 

“Good.” And then Gaster turned and strode away. 

~o0o~

It was several hours before Sans saw his creator again. He was checking over some wiring schematics when a distinctly familiar shadow fell over him. 

Afraid of something most likely landing on him or falling down his collar, Sans spun around with a yelp. 

Gaster was standing there. He didn’t appear to be doing anything other than looming creepily, though, hands folded behind his back, a small grin on his face. 

Sans looked up at him, then realized something. “you-… your lab coat is black.”

Gaster’s grin widened a little. “Indeed. I couldn’t exactly go around wearing a pink lab coat, and this way, no other stains will show up on it.”

“… awww, but you look good in pink!”

“I would beg to differ.”

Sans just chuckled a little. “eh. probably right. that does look real nice, though.”

“Doesn’t it? I like it.”

“yeah. it really suits you.”

Gaster just chuckled.

~o0o~

Another few months passed, and they were ready for a preliminary testing of the machine. They wouldn’t actually be putting anything through the fold, yet, and Gaster said the machine wouldn’t even be capable of folding yet, but they still wanted to test it just to make sure all the stuff was working so far.

So Gaster was standing at the control panel of the half-built machine, Sans at his side, and the rest of the Spacefold team throughout the room. 

Everyone was thoroughly excited. 

Gaster flipped a few switches on the control panel. The screen lit up. 

For a moment, Gaster just looked at it. 

“… Preliminary startup complete.” He grinned, and there were a couple cheers from the other team members. “Running system diagnostics.”

He flipped a few more switches. The machine started to hum softly, text scrolling across the screen above a progress bar.

After a few minutes, Gaster grinned again. “Well, looks like everything’s running pretty well.  … Wait a second. Which error code was four-si-”

Sans didn’t have time to really register what happened next. 

There was a bright flash. Gaster knocked sideways. Something slamming into his chest, bringing with it not pain, but a shocked numbness. 

And then darkness.

~o0o~

Sans woke to the soft murmur of voices.

When he opened his eyes, he saw white tile above, and he realized he was in a bed. 

And then he closed his eyes again, moaning, as he realized just how much pain he was in. 

The voices stopped.

“S-Sans?” That sounded like Alphys. 

“nnngggghhgnng…” Sans responded, not opening his eyes. 

“Oh t-thank Annoying Dog! Y-you’re okay!”

“i th- think-…” Sans moaned. “‘okay’ is a b-bit… bit of an exag—… exaggeration-…” He opened his eyes. Jeff and Alphys were standing next to the hospital gurney he was lying on, both smiling. “whu—… what happened?”

A shadow of a frown crossed Jeff’s face. “We think there was some faulty circuitry in the power regulator. Things got overloaded, and…” He mimicked an explosion with his hands. “Boom. You and Dr. Gaster got the worst of it, though, since you two were closest. You have four broken ribs. He got hit in the head, has two broken ribs, a third cracked, and broke his arm.” Jeff hesitated a moment. “He… he hasn’t woken up yet.”

Sans sighed, closing his eyes again. “but… but he’ll be alright?”

“Overall, yeah, he’ll pull through. He got hit pretty hard, though, and there’s a big crack in his skull now. It’s going to leave a scar.”

“another one?” Sans laughed a little, then cringed as it sent a spasm of pain through his broken ribs. 

“O-oh no.” Alphys interjected. “T-this one’s even b-bigger!”

Sans laughed a little more. Then after a minute, he asked, “was anyone else hurt?”

“Aside from a few bumps and bruises, not really. I think there were one or two fractured wrists, a sprained ankle, and everyone got a few small shrapnel wounds, but no one else was anywhere near to the thing as you and Dr. Gaster.”

“what about the thing? was the machine totally destroyed? and are we going to rebuild?”

“I’d assume so. Gaster’s never let something so small as an explosion hold him back before. We’re just waiting for him wake up to get the go-ahead. You know what would happen if we did something he didn’t want, and then he found out when he woke up…”

“heh, right.” Sans grinned. “that would be really bad. he might kill the interns, and kill himself in the process.”

“E-exactly. A-and I’d really like to, um, n-not die.”

“that’s a pretty good thing to not-…” Sans was cut off by a yawn. “…- not do.”

Alphys laughed.

“Speaking of which,” Jeff said, gesturing pointedly, “we should probably go and let you rest, so that you don’t die.”

“…that sounds pretty alright to me.” Sans suddenly realized he was fighting to stay awake. “oh, um, jeff?” 

“Yeah?”

“i, uh, assume i’m not gettin’ outta here any time soon, so would you mind takin’ care’a my brother for me?”

“Yeah. I was checking in on him for the past two days. He’ll be happy to hear you’re awake.”

Sans yawned again. “great. thanks, jeff.”

“Alright. Come on, Alphys. We’ll see you later, Sans.”

“bye, guys.”

They slipped out of the room. 

Sans was asleep again in a matter of minutes.

~o0o~

Gaster was suddenly immediately aware of the head-splitting pain in his skull. He let out a guttural moan, and attempted to lift a hand to his head. That, though, made his arm scream in protest, making him nearly scream in pain. After spending a minute gritting his teeth against the pain, he tried with his left arm. This was met with considerably more success— his arm didn’t hurt so much, but the movement made his chest ache, and when he touched his head, his fingers met bandages, which explained his inability to see. It also sent a stab of pain through his skull. 

So, bandages, at the very least, meant someone was taking care of him. 

He let his arm flop back down with a groan. He supposed, then, that he really didn’t need to do much moving, and therefore, wouldn’t.

Instead, he tried to remember what had happened. 

He could remember standing at the control panel for the machine… 

There had been an error. Four-… four six…? Yeah. That seemed about right. Four-six. At least he thought so. The pounding in his head was making it hard to concentrate. Four meant it had something to do with… with the… with the wiring? Or… or the circuitry? Or… or…

Annoying Dog, his head hurt.

He started to habitually sign out a few irritated words in Hands, but had forgotten his right arm was in no condition to be moving- this time, a strangled cry of pain did escape his mouth. 

Why did everything have to be so difficult?

He resolved to just be still. 

.. That was easier said than done. He wanted to know things. What was wrong, what had gone wrong, why it had gone wrong, what was still there, he wanted information. 

And he wanted something to stop this infernal headache!

But there wasn’t much he could do. Especially considering that moving made it hurt worse. 

So he would just have to wait for now. When someone came into the room, when he heard someone, he would get them to help him. But for now…

~o0o~

For the last day and a half, Sans had just been lying in bed, slipping between sleep and awareness. He was healing rather quickly, and the doctors said he would probably be able to move around a bit within a week or so. 

But for now, he was still immobile. 

At this exact moment, he wasn’t quite awake, nor quite asleep. A nurse had been in the room to check on him about twenty minutes ago, and all had been silent since then. 

And then the peace was abruptly shattered by a familiar voice, echoing in the hallway outside Sans’ room. 

Sans couldn’t quite hear Gaster’s words yet, but he could tell his creator was annoyed. 

Eventually, the door slammed open and Gaster staggered in, shouting over his shoulder, “— and if you try to stop me, I swear I will fire you.”

Sans blinked a little. Gaster was wearing his black lab coat over a hospital gown, his right arm not in the coat sleeve, but in a sling under his coat. Sans could see bandages under the collar of the hospital gown, and the larger part of the right side of Gaster’s skull was bandaged up. 

“hi, dings.”

Gaster grinned. “Sans.”

“you look pretty good.”

Gaster sat on the edge of Sans’ bed, waving his good hand dismissively. “I’ve got a few broken ribs, a broken arm, and a crack in my skull that all hurt like I was hit with flying debris from the explosion of a space-folding machine, but I’m on a lot of really strong painkillers. So, y’know. I’m fine.”

Sans chuckled. “think you can get some’a those for me? my ribs hurt, too.”

“Of course I can. I just have to threaten to fire the next doctor to come in here.”

“can you do that?”

“What, threaten to fire someone? Of course I can! I do it on a daily basis!”

“no, i mean fire a hospital doctor.”

“Yeah. I’m the Royal Scientist. Why wouldn’t I be able to?”

“well, i mean, i thought you were just boss of the true lab. this is the hospital.”

“It’s really all just the same sort of…” Gaster gestured dismissively again. “… science-y… stuff… I think.”

“wow. exactly how many drugs did they give you?”

“As many as I told them to.”

“and they actually listened to you?”

“Heck yeah! I’m the Royal Scientist! I’ll fire them if they don’t do what I tell them to!”

Sans just chuckled. 

Gaster motioned for him to scoot over a little. “Now move over. I’m so tired I could outsleep a hibernating bear. And my head hurts like it was hit by flying shrapnel. Because it was.”

Wincing only a little at the pain in his chest (he wasn’t on anything so strong as Gaster was, but they were still some pretty good painkillers,) Sans scooted to the side of the hospital gurney. 

Gaster flopped sideways, and was out in seconds. Sans just laughed, wondering what in the world Gaster had made the doctors give him. 

Then he settled back onto the mattress, and quickly followed his creator into sleep.
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41 ~ Falling in the Fold

Despite Gaster’s numerous threats to fire many people, it was still another week and a half before they were allowed to leave the hospital. And even then, it was with strict instruction to not go to work for a few weeks. Someone had even gotten King Asgore to come tell Gaster to take a break, and apparently the only thing Gaster couldn’t do as Royal Scientist was overrule Asgore’s command. 

So Sans and Gaster went home.

Honestly, it wasn’t all that bad to take some time off and just stay home. Papyrus was quite happy with it, too, especially because it meant his family was getting better. 

There was indeed another scarred crack in Gaster’s face. It ran upwards from his right eyesocket, and had half-paralyzed said eyesocket. He couldn’t open it more than halfway. Overall, though, he said this didn’t especially matter. He could still see out of it more or less alright, and said that it didn’t really hurt much at all anymore. 

 Another four weeks, and Gaster decided he was going to go back to the True Lab, regardless of what people said. He had had people cleaning up the wreckage from the explosion, but didn’t want them to start rebuilding until he was there.

Because yes, they were going to rebuild. He wasn’t about to let something so small as an explosion get in the way of his project. 

Sans spent another day or two at home before heading to work again, too. He was still a pretty sore, and moving too fast hurt, but overall he was doing well. 

A month or so passed, and they got to the point where things had exploded in their faces the previous time. This time, everything worked as planned, and construction continued.

And then, suddenly, they were ready for the first real test. 

They had a little camera device they would be dropping through the fold, and if everything worked right, it would come out of the fold onto a a table next to the machine. If things didn’t go as planned, well, that was why they were using a camera instead of a living monster. 

Gaster wanted to be the one to drop the camera into the fold, but he was the one who knew how to work everything at the control panel best, so it was Sans who would be doing the honors.

The day arrived with much excitement. Gaster couldn’t sit still for a moment, and had Sans’ face not already been stuck in a grin, his jaw might have been rather sore from the expression. 

Everything had to be checked again before they could start it up. From system diagnostics to circuitry, wiring, and screws, everything was checked and checked again. Gaster was determined that this time, there should be no explosions. 

Eventually, the checking was finished, and they were ready to start. Suddenly, all the excitement shifted to nervous tension.

Sans again stood at Gaster’s side, the small black box of the camera gripped in his hand. Gaster worked at the control panel, hitting buttons and flipping switches. After a couple seconds, the machine powered up, the soft hum of fans filling the room. Gaster let it run like that for a few minutes. 

“… Well, nothing’s exploded yet, so I guess it’s time to make the fold.”

Sans bounced a little on his toes, but said nothing.

Gaster started back at the control panel. “Sans. If you want to get ready at the platform…”

The “platform” was where they would be making the entry fold. It was, quite literally, just a steel platform on the floor, some machinery running off one side of it. 

Sans walked over to the platform, tense silence following him. 

“Camera’s on?”

Sans looked at the camera. Then he hit the on switch. 

“yeah. camera’s on.”

“Alright. Initiating fold in three… two… one.”

Gaster hit the button. 

And with a peculiar sound that can only be described as the rustle of the fabric of space, everything went black. Sans cried out, jerking back, the camera slipping from his grip—

And then everything was fine. 

He was standing in front of the platform, the camera on the floor at his feet. Above the platform, there was a strange sort of… displacement. Even looking directly at it, Sans couldn’t really tell what was wrong, there was just something off.

“Are you okay, Sans?” Gaster asked, urgency in his voice. 

“y-yeah. just startled me is all. wasn’t expecting that.” He leaned over to pick up the camera.

“Alright. Careful.”

“yeah.” Sans reached for the camera. 

And then something happened. The distortion somehow flickered, and Sans found himself plummeting into darkness. 

~o0o~

There hadn’t been any time for Gaster to react.

One instant, Sans was there, crouched over and reaching for the camera. It was like Gaster had blinked, and in less than that instant of darkness, Sans was just gone. 

Another half of a moment passed, and everything flickered black for the barest instant again, and suddenly Sans was back, landing with a crash on the table that had been the location of the exit fold, his body jerking in wild spasms that sent him flopping onto the floor. 

Gaster immediately reached out and hit the emergency shutdown button, lunging away from the control panel towards where Sans was on the floor. 

In the few seconds it took for Gaster to get to Sans, his stopped moving except for small trembling twitches. Gaster dropped down, crouching next to the prone figure. Not entirely sure what was wrong or what to do, but worried nonetheless, Gaster reached out and set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. His jaw moved, but he found himself unable to speak. 

Sans calmed down a little. Still shivering, he opened his eyesockets just a little. “d-di-ng-s.”

Gaster smiled, relief flooding through him. That quickly changed back into concern, though, when Sans started struggling to get up. 

“Sans, stay down. We don’t know what’s wrong, you shouldn’t get up yet.”

“n-no— i just- need to—” Sans kept trying to get up. Gaster tried to push him back down. 

Then something strange happened. It was like Sans shifted. He just sort of slipped away from Gaster’s hand, twisting out of Gaster’s grip. He stood and started to stagger forward.

“Sans, sit down.”

When Gaster reached for him again, Sans dodged with astonishing speed, swaying away from Gaster’s outstretched hand, and stumbling onward. 

“i-i’m f-fine— need to—”

“Sans, what could you possibly need to do right now?!” Gaster reached again, and Sans just flopped away with a sort of almost drunken-seeming lurch. 

“j-just need t-to— to— tr-trashcan-”

Gaster stopped. That hadn’t been what he was expecting. “What?”

Sans gestured vaguely. A moment later, he reached the trashcan in the corner of the room. He grabbed the edges of it in a tight grip, ducked his head into the can, and started coughing and choking.

Gaster swore, scrambling back to his feet and hurrying over. Just as he reached Sans, Sans pulled away from the trashcan. He staggered half a step back before collapsing. Gaster just barely managed to catch him. 

Gaster lifted Sans up, the smaller skeleton totally limp in his arms. “Sans? Sans?”

The only response was a weak moan.

Gaster let out another string of curses before turning and striding out of the room, carrying Sans. 

~o0o~

It was so… empty.

The black emptiness pressed in on him, the darkness obliterating his screams, his cries for help. 

It was cold, so so cold. So empty.

Sans sat up and screamed. 

Gaster was at his side immediately, wrapping his arms around Sans in a tight hug. Sans sat, gasping and shivering for a minute before leaning against his creator, whimpering. 

Gaster hugged him even more tightly. “Hush, shh, shh. It’s okay, Sans. You’re okay. Everything’s alright, I brought you home, you’re okay.”

“wh— what ha-hap-happened?” Sans begged, pressing his face into Gaster’s shoulder. 

Gaster didn’t let go of him. “You fell into the fold. Outside space. Apparently, it drained your Magic pretty severely. But on the bright side, the fold worked, and aside from the loss of Magic, you’re alright. And you’ll recover.”

Sans just let out a quiet, noncommittal sound. He tried to remember.

He could remember bending over, reaching for the camera, and then… 

Blackness. An astoundingly vast emptiness. An infinite nothingness. 

The total lack of space. 

He had never realized just how full space was. Even with his eyes closed, curled up in Gaster’s arms, he could feel it. He was simply aware of it, of his surroundings (the living room of the Snowdin house), he was more aware than he ever had been of Gaster’s Magic, of his lifeforce, pulsing in his chest.

Sans was aware of space. Of the expanse of it, of its protective blanket between him and the nothingness beyond. 

He took a deep breath, and could feel the very existence of the air that rushed through him.

“—lright, Sans?”

Sans snapped back to attention, looking up at Gaster. “h-huh?”

“Are you alright?” Gaster repeated. 

Sans was silent for a long time, trying to speak, but unable. Finally, in a hushed voice, “… h-have you ever… ever realized just how… how much there is?”

“Sans…?”

“i-… there’s just so… so much. so many things and so much color and noise and light, and just so much space. and outside space…”

Gaster just blew out a breath, gently pushing Sans’ skull back down to rest on his shoulder again. 

They sat like that for a while.

And then Papyrus got home from school. 

“…!! Dad! And Sans! I thought you two were at the lab!”

“We were.” Gaster looked from Papyrus back to Sans. “There was an accident.”

Papyrus looked concerned. “Oh. Is Sans alright?”

“… He will be.”

“… Is there anything I can do to help?”

Before Gaster could answer, Sans wordlessly stretched out one hand to Papyrus. Papyrus quietly took Sans’ hand, whereupon Sans pulled him forward. Gaster unwrapped one arm from around Sans and pulled Papyrus into the hug. 

And for a while, Gaster just sat there, hugging Sans and Papyrus, his two creations curled up in his lap.

~o0o~

The next morning, Papyrus was reluctant to leave Sans and go to school. Sans said he would be fine, however, and Gaster said he was forcing Sans to take the day off anyway. That launched into a whole argument between Sans and Gaster, how Sans thought that was hypocritical of Gaster, as Gaster had refused to wait the whole recovery period when the machine had first exploded, and Gaster argued that he was the Royal Scientist, so Sans had better listen to him, dangit!

Papyrus had left the house assured that Sans would be fine. 

Once he left, though, Sans brought up a topic of some concern to Gaster. He had been far too rattled to accurately talk about it yesterday, but now he told Gaster about this new awareness of space that he had. 

Gaster blinked a little. “… That… actually would maybe sort of explain something. When you first fell out of the fold, you were still awake.”

“really?” Sans frowned. “i don’t remember.”

“No, that doesn’t surprise me. You were kind of…” Gaster made a sort of “out-of-it” gesture. “But you insisted on getting up. Walked over to the trashcan and threw up.”

“in the trashcan, i hope?”

Gaster chuckled a little. “Yeah. In the trashcan. But before, when you were trying to get up, I was trying to grab you and keep you down. But, even as, uh, out of it as you were, you somehow still kept dodging me with room to spare.”

“huh…” Sans frowned, deep in thought. Then he looked up at Gaster. “throw something at me.”

Gaster frowned. “What? No! You’ve already been through enough. I don’t want to break your skull, too.” 

“you won’t. seriously, throw something.”

“No.”

“even if i go get one of pap’s stuffed toys?”

Sans could tell Gaster’s scientific need-to-research-everything side was winning out. “… Fine. Go get one.”

Gaster ended up chucking a stuffed rabbit at Sans, which Sans avoided with ease every time. So they also got a stuffed dog, and Gaster threw both at the same time, or one right after another. 

Still Sans dodged. It was as if he could feel it coming, feel the object moving towards him… 

He already had a quick response time from all his training, both in the lab and from being the Judge, and now, paired with this strange new awareness of space, he could dodge practically anything Gaster could throw at him. 

Eventually, Gaster wanted to see how well he could avoid actual attacks. Of course, being quite conscious of how near this was to experimenting with Sans, he got Sans’ consent first, and promised to keep his attacks so weak that it wouldn’t hurt any more than a hard poke should Sans get hit. Sans readily agreed. 

So they left the house for Snowdin Forest, where there was plenty of room, and no one to gawk at them. 

They started easy, just a few small attacks. By the end of an hour, though, Gaster was going all-out on Sans. Still Sans dodged nearly everything.

They also learned then that Gaster’s Blasters’ faces apparently mirrored Gaster’s own, each with one scar running down from the left eyesocket, and another up from the half-closed right. 

This discovery came when Gaster summoned twelve Blasters in a ring around Sans and fired them off sequentially.

For a moment, Sans was able to twist in place, pivoting around at the hips, but he knew he would only be able to keep that up for a moment or two. He could feel each individual beam arcing from the Blasters’ mouths towards him through space, and just twist away in time to not get hit. The worst part was that he could also feel the space beyond the Blasters, the mercifully attack-free space, if he could just be there, instead of here, a beam shooting towards his chest, have to get out of the way, not enough time, too slow—

He couldn’t have said how he did it, he just did it. He reached out for that space beyond the Blasters and pulled.

And suddenly, there was darkness, the crushing nothingness outside space, bearing down on him—

Fwoomp!

He had landed in a snowdrift. He laid there, shivering, gasping at that sweet, sweet air of space, his fingers burrowing into the snow, feeling the existence of it.

“Sans?!” Gaster was suddenly at his side. 

Sans took a few deep breaths. It was okay, he was okay, he was here, in space, okay. Then he sat up. “yeah, i’m alright.”

Gaster’s relief was clear on his face. “That’s good. It was just like when you fell into the fold, everything went dark for a second, and you were just… gone.”

Sans rubbed the back of his skull. “… felt like it, too. had the same sort of…” he gestured vaguely. “and i’m feeling pretty tired…”

Then he looked up. They were still in the same clearing, but… it had been over there that Gaster had been attacking him. And it was over here that he had… pulled, or whatever.

Sans’ grin widened with sudden understanding, and he looked up at Gaster. “dings, i think i just folded space.”
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42 ~ Shortcuts

There was nothing.

Nothing around Sans. 

He could deal with that. Could fold back into space, just like he had been practicing all yesterday afternoon. 

Except he couldn’t. The empty nothingness clung to him. Inescapable. It held him there, suffocatingly tight, wordlessly screaming to him that he was going nowhere, that this was what happened when you tampered with things beyond you. 

He struggled. Tried to reach out, back for the plane of space. 

But it wasn’t there. Space wasn’t there!!

No, his silent personification of the emptiness said, and it never will be. 

But it had to be! It had to be there! He had to reach it, had to get back! He would never fold space again if he could just get back!!

Sans.

He had to get back!

It’s far too late for that.

No, no, he didn’t believe that! He could get back into space-

“SANS!!”

Sans sat bolt upright, gasping, almost smashing his face into Gaster’s. 

Gaster grabbed onto Sans’ shoulder, holding on tightly, and Sans leaned into his grip. 

Sans looked around a little, and saw the clock on his nightstand. It was seven thirty two, a few minutes later than he and Gaster would normally leave to get to the lab— normally meaning Sans hadn’t been planning on going today. Gaster had decided that he got to take another day off. 

“Are you okay?” Gaster asked quietly. 

Sans nodded and leaned against Gaster, the taller of the two responding in turn to hug Sans. “y-… yeah. i-… it was just a nightmare.”

Gaster chuckled dryly. “I had assumed. I came in to check on you before I left, and you were being difficult about waking up.”

“difficult?”

“Yeah. I had to shake you quite a bit. What was it about?”

Sans hesitated, recalling the absolute blackness. “i—… uh… there-… i couldn’t fold. i- i got lost outside space, and couldn’t fold back in.”

Gaster let out a small sigh and hugged Sans again. “Sounds pretty bad. Not too surprising, though, considering.”

“… yeah…”

“But you don’t have to worry, because you can fold space. You’re not going to get lost. Yesterday you went from the clearing all the way home in a single fold. I’m absolutely positive you know what you’re doing.”

“… yeah. still scary to think about, though.”

“Heh. Yeah, I guess it is. And I don’t even have experience in being outside space.” He stood to leave, then paused. “… You’re sure you’ll be alright?”

Sans laughed a little. “yeah, i’ll be fine. it was just a nightmare. those happen.”

“Okay. If you’re sure.”

“bye, dings.”

“Goodbye, Sans. I’ll see you later.”

Gaster left.

Sans laid in bed for a while after that.

Eventually, he did get up. For a moment, he stood at the door to his room. Then he closed his eyes. Rocked on his toes a little. 

Then he took a step through the door, and pulled. There was a moment of that crushing nothing that made Sans flinch a little, and then he was stepping through the door to the kitchen. 

Sans blew out a breath and shook himself a little. See? He told himself. Nothing to it. Just fold out, fold in. No getting stuck outside space, or getting lost. I’m fine.

Because he knew Sans’ preferences, Gaster kept the refrigerator well-stocked with hotdogs. It was one of these that he had for breakfast. As he ate, he made a decision: today would be the day that he finally cleaned out that old dresser in his room. It had been there since moving in, and he had yet to so much as touch it, all his stuff still sitting in the cardboard boxes it had been brought there in. 

So, after finishing the hotdog, he folded back up to his room, and pulled open one of the drawers. 

~o0o~

He was still at it when Gaster and Papyrus came home. It appeared that Gaster had no clear designation for those drawers, and had just shoved whatever random crap he had needed to get out of the way into it. 

When Sans asked Gaster about this, his suspicions were confirmed. “I just stuffed things in there to get them out of the way. And then I learned the house had a basement, and started shoving stuff in there, instead.”

“woah, wait.” Sans looked up at Gaster. “the house has a basement?”

Gaster chuckled and nodded. “Yup. The door’s out back. I didn’t learn about it until I’d been living here almost ten years.”

“But…” Papyrus frowned. “Didn’t you build the house?” 

Gaster laughed. “Annoying Dog, no! I just rounded up some architects and told them, ‘build me a house. And make it a good one.’”

“and they just… built you a house? just like that?”

“Of course they did. I’m the Royal Scientist. I would have fired them if they didn’t.”

Sans scowled up at Gaster. “i’m pretty sure it doesn’t work like that, dings.”

“I’m pretty sure it does.”

“… no, i don’t think you can just… fire people. especially if they’re not working for you.”

Gaster threw his hands up. “They were working for me! I hired them! And also, Sans, I’m the Royal Scientist! I can do whatever the heck I want!”

Sans just shook his head and went back to what he was doing.

After a minute, he looked up again. “hey, what’re these?”

Gaster looked at the bundle of cloth in Sans’ hands. “Heeeeey, I remember those! Those were my favorite clothes, before I switched to a lab coat.” 

Sans unfolded the bundle. There was a blue jacket and a deep red scarf. Then Sans turned to Gaster, holding the jacket up in front of him. “… i honestly cannot imagine you wearing this. maybe the scarf, but… not this.”

“Well I did. All the time.”

Sans said nothing, only going to slip the jacket on over his white teeshirt. Papyrus reached out and grabbed up the scarf, and proceeded to get his arms and head tangled in it. Chuckling, Gaster came to his aid, looping the scarf deftly around Papyrus’s neck and throwing the excess back over Papyrus’s shoulder. 

Then he stepped back, nodding. “It looks good on you. You too, Sans. The jacket suits you.”

Papyrus grinned. “Can I keep it?”

“Sure. I’m not going to be needing it anytime soon.”

Papyrus let out a happy laugh, and ran over to hug Gaster. “Nyeh-heh!! Thanks, Dad!”

Gaster just grinned and hugged Papyrus back. 

~o0o~

A few more weeks passed, and Sans became increasingly adept at folding space. He could make it from his room all the way to the True Lab in a single fold. The nightmares about the empty nothingness persisted for a little while, but quickly tapered off. 

Gaster didn’t want Sans to tell anyone about his folding ability, though. If people learned what had happened, then they would undoubtedly want to try doing it themselves, to be able to do it too, and then Gaster would get in trouble with Asgore for live-monster experimentation. So Sans kept his newfound power a secret, never folding in populated areas. 

Progress at the True Lab continued, as well. Sans could still make folds more quickly and easily than the machine, but progress was coming along. 

At one point, Sans had suggested to Gaster that he try to make a fold across the Barrier, but Gaster had been reluctant to let him do so, saying “you’ve already fallen into things unplanned once, and we just got lucky that there weren’t more serious consequences. This time, we’ll actually be using the camera.”

So Sans kept his folds limited to the Underground. 

~o0o~

Sans was taking the day off. 

Truth be told, making folds did take a lot of energy, even if it was significantly less than the machine required. But Sans also still had the upkeep requirement on his boosted Magic capacity, and the folds only added to his exhaust. So, every so often, he just took a day off to relax and recuperate. 

Today was one of those days. 

He was in Waterfall. He liked Waterfall. It was quiet, and peaceful. Well, peaceful most of the time. Waterfall was where Alphys’s friend, Undyne, lived. Undyne had no recollection of being in the lab and getting the Determination injections, but that hardly affected the results. Since then, she had become determined to be captain of the Royal Guard. Which meant training. Lots and lots of loud, wild training. 

Sans kind of avoided her. She was just a little too rambunctious for him. 

But today, he didn’t see her. 

At the moment, he was sitting on the edge of a bridge. He had taken off his shoes and socks, and had his feet in the luminescent water.  It felt nice. Cool. 

And then his phone rang. He recognized Alphys’s ringtone. So he pulled the phone out of the pocket of the blue jacket he had taken to wearing around, and answered it.

“heya, al. what’s up?”

“S-Sans, where are you?”

“waterfall. why?”

“You’re g-gonna wanna hurry over h-here. D-Dr. Gaster says h-he’s figured something out!”

“… kay. i’ll be there in a sec.” He ended the call.

Then he stood up, pulling his socks onto his wet feet, and shoes on over that. Then he glanced around, and, when he saw no one was there, he made a fold. 

And then he was stepping through the door of the lab, almost running straight into Alphys. 

“Eep!!” She stumbled back. “S-Sans! You s-startled me!”

“heh. sorry, al. what’s goin’ on.”

“I d-don’t actually know yet, b-but Dr. G-Gaster t-told me to go get e-everyone.” Then she looked over at him. “B-but I thought you w-were in Waterfall.”

“i was.”

“S-so how’d you get here s-so fast?”

Well. Crap. He hadn’t thought about that. “i-…” But Gaster didn’t want him telling people about folding space. “uh. i know a shortcut.”

Her eyes narrowed a little. Sans thought she was going to ask questions. But she didn’t. Instead, she shrugged. “W-well. Okay. I h-have to go find all the s-Spacefold team.” She slipped by Sans into the hall. 

Just a little while later, everyone was gathered in the Spacefold lab, and Gaster began. 

“So. You all remember how I explained folding space when we first began?”

There was a chorus of nods.

“And how I said we were going to get beyond the Barrier like that?”

More nods.

“Well, forget all that. I have some new information, and I was completely wrong.”

There were a few surprised murmurs, the ones from Sans and Jeff sarcastically so.

Gaster ignored them, and pulled out a  sheet of paper and a switchblade (where he got the switchblade, no one was really sure, but he had it, and no one was going to ask about it.)

With the switchblade, he cut a circle out of the middle of the paper. Then he laid the paper flat on the table and set the cut-out circle in the hole. 

“So, this circle? This is the section of space that is the Underground. And this,” he pointed to the small sliver of cut-out empty space between the circle and the rest of the paper, “is the Barrier. It doesn’t matter how we fold this space,” he picked up the circle and folded it a few times to demonstrate, “we just can’t effect anything beyond the Barrier.”

For a few minutes, everyone was silent, thinking about that.

Then, Sans spoke up. “okay, so what do we do now, if folding space won’t work?”

Gaster looked at the paper, deep in thought. “… I don’t know. Yet.”
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43 ~ Our Turn

A little while passed, and then Sans turned twenty three. Papyrus turned nine shortly after, and had grown to be almost eight inches taller than Sans. 

Work on the not-so-Spacefolding project ground to a halt as no one knew exactly how to proceed, no one knew what to do next. On top of that, Papyrus was in the middle of a school break.

In all honesty, there could not have been a better time for Gaster to get sick. 

It started as just a small sniffle— how a skeleton got a sniffle was really beyond any of the three, but a sniffle Gaster had. That quickly progressed into a cough, and by the next morning, it was a full-blown cough and fever and chill. 

Sans and Papyrus were both eating breakfast when he stumbled into the kitchen. 

“woah. dings. you look horrible.”

Gaster just waved Sans off before slumping into a seat at the table, rubbing at his eyesockets a little. “‘M fine.”

“I’m not so sure about that, Dad.” Papyrus said, concerned. “Even I think you should go back to bed.”

Gaster shook his head. “No, I am fine, I p-” he was cut off by a cough, which quickly turned into a coughing fit, his shoulders hunched and shaking, hands rising to his jaw. 

Sans and Papyrus were immediately at his side. As the coughing began to subside, they helped him out of the chair, and back to the couch. He let out a raspy sigh. “… Alright, fine. I guess a day or two off wouldn’t hurt.”

Only moments later, he found himself lying down, blanket tucked over his shoulders, with Papyrus snuggled up to his side. Sans had also decided, it seemed, that hot chocolate was a cure-all, and was in the kitchen making some.

Gaster sighed quietly. He supposed that, if he had to get sick, then this was the place to do it. Nowhere else, he thought, would there be people who so readily cared for him.

Soon enough, Sans came into the living room, carrying three mugs. One was given to Papyrus, and the other to Gaster after he had sat up, and Sans kept the third to himself. 

“You know,” Gaster said after sipping at the hot chocolate, “you boys really are the best.”

“Nyeh heh heh!” Papyrus laughed. “Of course we are!”

“yeah.” Sans added. “you made us, so how could we possibly be anything else?”

Gaster let out a snort, which quickly changed to a cough, almost spilling his hot chocolate. Once that had subsided, he found himself leaning against Papyrus for support. “… I have no doubt that, with you two taking care of me, I’ll be better in no time.”

After finishing the hot chocolate, he settled down on the couch, his creations cuddling up against him. He closed his eyes, smiling.

It took him a long time to fall asleep, though. The pressure in his skull has grown into a pounding headache, and, despite the fact that he was under several blankets and had both Sans and Papyrus half on top of him, he was starting to feel cold. 

But he did fall asleep eventually.

~o0o~

Sans was a little concerned. 

The last time someone had gotten sick, it had been him and Papyrus, and their Souls had been decaying. And it had been Gaster who had fixed that, and it was Gaster who was sick now.

Luckily, Gaster’s symptoms seemed opposite that of a decaying Soul- he was hot to the touch instead of the coldness of a decaying Soul, and instead of the deathly stillness, he was shivering fiercely. Sans was glad that Gaster was asleep (or unconscious?), as he had no doubt his creator would have been in misery had he been awake.

Papyrus stayed cuddled up to Gaster, but Sans gathered up the empty mugs from the hot chocolate and took them into the kitchen to wash them. 

The day progressed slowly. Gaster didn’t seem to get much better, just lying on the couch, shivering. He didn’t wake up much, either, just in brief instances, before he would slip back into a semiconscious fever. 

When nighttime came and Gaster wasn’t any better, the brothers unanimously decided to stay there, sleeping curled up next to Gaster, just in case he needed them. Not that they actually slept much; they were both far too concerned to sleep easy. 

When morning came, it brought only a worsening in Gaster’s condition. His fever was higher, and sometimes he would thrash around a little, moaning. 

Sans decided that was enough.

“think you can keep an eye on him for a little while, pap?” He asked, heading for the door. 

“Y- yeah… but where are you going, Sans?”

Sans glanced back at Papyrus as he reached for the doorknob. “i’m gonna go find jeff. he’ll know what to do.”

And then he slipped out the door. He pulled at space as he went through the doorframe, making a fold straight into the lab door before he was even all the way out of the house door. 

He burst into the lab, startling everyone there. “where’s jeff?! i need him!”

“T-today’s his day off!” One scientist supplied. 

Sans swore, and ran back out the door, making a fold to New Home. 

Sans had never actually been to Jeff’s home before, but he had heard the address, and it only took him about twenty minutes to find it. When he pounded a fist on the door, it was answered in less than a minute. 

“Who— Sans?!”

“jeff!” Sans said urgently. “you gotta come help! dings is sick, and pap and i dunno what to do!”

Before Jeff could respond, Sans’ phone rang. He answered it quickly. “pap, is everything alright?”

“He’s getting worse, Sans!” Was the scared response. “Hurry!”

“alright. we’re on our way.” Sans slipped his phone into his pocket, then, with no further word of explanation, grabbed Jeff’s hand and pulled him forward, running.

When Sans turned down a side street, Jeff protested. “Sans, Snowdin is the other way!”

“‘s okay, i know a shortcut!”

Sans pulled Jeff into an alleyway, tugging at space, and after an instant of darkness, they were running through Snowdin. 

Jeff made some astonished sounds. 

But then Sans was pulling him towards their house. 

When they came in, Papyrus looked up, relief on his face. Gaster wasn’t really conscious, thrashing around on the couch, gasping and moaning. 

Jeff immediately took command of the situation. He stepped up to the couch, setting one hand on Gaster’s chest, gently grabbing his skull with the other. Gaster whimpered, and tried to pull away. Jeff wouldn’t let him. 

After a minute or two, he gestured to Sans and Papyrus. “Help me get his shirt off.”

Sans and Papyrus stepped forward, trying to hold Gaster still, as Jeff pulled at his shirt. It took them a couple minutes, but eventually the succeeded, letting Gaster, still trembling, settle back onto the couch. 

Sans realized he had never seen Gaster shirtless before. He had never seen the scars across Gaster’s ribs before, never seen his Soul before. 

Never seen the way there were two chunks, one from the upper right and one from the lower left, missing from Gaster’s Soul. 

Sans found his breath catching in his throat. Gaster had told Sans before what he had done to bring him and Papyrus to life, and Sans saw Gaster’s hands and the holes in them on a daily basis. But it had never really sunk in that Gaster had actually cut up his Soul to give Sans and Papyrus Souls. 

He had never really realized just how much Gaster had done for them. 

After a minute, Jeff pressed his hands against Gaster’s ribs, green flickers of healing Magic jumping between his fingers. 

Gaster let out a sharp gasp, flinching away. 

“Oh.” Jeff murmured, pulling away a little. “That’s… not good. Boys,” he gestured to Sans and Papyrus, “c’mere. Try to hold him still, keep him calm.”

They immediately stepped up, trying to, as gently as they could, pin Gaster down.

Jeff reached out again.

~o0o~

Somewhere, subconsciously, Gaster did recognize this as healing Magic. Somewhere, he knew he really should stay still, that this was helping him. 

But the burning iciness that was sweeping through every bone, flushing out the warmth, made that a little difficult. He writhed, trying to escape it, without success.

This went on for some time, an infinity, it seemed to him, but gradually subsided. The coldness grew into a gentle warmth, seeping through him, helping him to relax. 

And eventually, Gaster slipped off to sleep.

~o0o~

Jeff took a step back, the Magic dying out on his hands. “That’s about all I can do right now.”

Papyrus looked up from where he was sitting, cradling Gaster’s skull in his lap. “Will… will he be alright?”

Jeff smiled and nodded. “Yeah. He’s strong. He’ll be fine. Truth be told, he probably would have come out of it alright even if I hadn’t done anything, it just would take longer.”

“that’s good.” Sans said quietly, sitting down on the edge of the couch, setting a hand on Gaster’s chest. Gaster was sleeping peacefully now, his chest rising and falling in an even rhythm. He was still ill- still running a high fever, and still shivering a little, but definitely better than he had been. 

Jeff nodded a little, then looked around. “… I can stay here, if you’d like.”

Sans looked up at him, silent for a few minutes. “… nah. you don’t have to.”

“Are you sure?”

Sans nodded. “It was supposed to be your day off, right? you’ve already done a lot today. we’ll be fine, i’ll call you if anything happens.”

Jeff smiled just a little. “Alright. I’ll see you guys later.” He slipped out the door.

Sans flopped sideways, curling up next to Gaster, who let out a small happy murmur. 

“… yeah. we’ll be fine…”

~o0o~

Gaster woke slowly. He was sore and stiff and had a bit of a headache, but overall alright. He was pretty warm, and there was a comfortable weight on his chest.

Yawning, he stretched a little, and opened his eyes. Papyrus was above him, and, Gaster realized, evidently serving also as Gaster’s pillow. 

Papyrus smiled when he saw Gaster looking up at him. “Sans! Dad’s awake!”

Gaster heard Sans yawn, and the weight on his chest shifted. Then Sans was slipping into view above him, looking like he had just woken up, too, but grinning widely. 

“hey, dings. how d’you feel?”

“A little sore, tired. But not too bad.” He started to sit up.

Sans immediately had a hand on his shoulder, forcing him back down. “nuh-uh. don’t get up. just rest.”

Gaster frowned a little, amused. “I need to get up.”

“No you don’t!” Papyrus said enthusiastically. “Anything you need to do, we can do for you!”

“Boys…”

“no, seriously.” Sans shook his head, grin widening. “dings, you do a ton for us. so it’s our turn now. just let us take care of you.”

Sighing, Gaster relented. “Alright, fine.” He settled back down into Papyrus’s lap. Then he grinned up at Sans. “But if that’s how it’s gonna be, then I want some coffee. Quickly, please.”

Sans just laughed. 

Gaster’s next words just kind of… slipped out. There was nearly no conscious thought to them, and he didn’t hardly really realize what he said until after he had already said it.

“… Love you, boys.”

And their response was immediate, unanimous, and almost simultaneous. It had about as much conscious thought in it as Gaster’s words had. 

“Love you too.”
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44 ~ Backdoor

Another day passed, and Gaster was back on his feet. Sans and Papyrus wouldn’t let him out of the house, however, until the day after.

Gaster was happy to return to the lab. Sans had gotten wind that Gaster had started a new experiment with Determination, and injecting it into inanimate objects. Sans, however, was content to not be a part of any experiments involving DT, and didn’t even ask Gaster about it. He figured he would just keep an eye on Gaster’s Lv, and intervene if things got bad. 

While the Spacefold project had produced some interesting results, such as the ability to fold space, it had been a flop in terms of its goal, and the team was disbanded.

Sans still came into the lab every so often to poke around at the projects there, but he actually went back to his job as a comedian at the fancy hotel restaurant. He was going to pick up the hotdog business again, but he found that, as he had stopped using the small stall, his business had actually been shut down by some Royal Guardsman or other who had finally taken it upon themself to stop the illegal stand. 

Sans considered opening a new h’dog stand in Hotland, maybe. Or Waterfall. 

But, for now his time was split comfortably between the lab, home with his family, and working the comedy gig. All in all, things were pretty good.

Then one day, when he was working on something in the lab with Jeff and Alphys (who still called him “Dr. Sans”), Gaster burst into the room, shouting for them to follow him.

They did so. 

Eventually, he had rounded up all of the former Spacefold team members and led them back to the formerly Spacefold-dedicated lab. 

Once they had all gathered around the central table, Gaster leaned forward, hands on the table, grinning. “I’ve figured it out.”

“Oh no.” Jeff said.

“We’re not just going to fold space.”

“Oh no.”

“We’re also going to fold time.”

“… What.” 

Gaster grinned at the cat monster. “We’ve already proved that we can fold the plane of space. So we just do the same thing with the plane of time, and go back to when and where the Barrier was first created.”

“what, and just stop it form ever being made?”

“No.” Gaster looked at Sans. “No, because then there’s the possability of creating a time paradox where we go back to stop the Barrier from being made, but then the Barrier isn’t there, so we don’t go back to stop it, thus it’s there, so we do go back to stop it, and so on. No one likes it when that happens.”

“That implies that it’s already happened.” Jeff crossed his arms. 

Gaster glared at him. “Maybe it has, and we just don’t know it.”

“Or,” Jeff raised one eyebrow, “it hasn’t, because no one is stupid enough to mess with time in the first place.”

Gaster made a rude noise, and waved off Jeff’s argument. “Regardless, we don’t want to create a time paradox. So we can’t just go back and stop the Barrier from being created. Instead, we go back and… modify it. We include some kind of backdoor in the original spell, one we know we couldn’t find in any of the research we’ve done on the Barrier leading up to now so it doesn’t create another paradox, then come back to our time and open the backdoor and let monsters go free.”

Everyone was silent for a moment, mulling on that. 

Then Sans shrugged, grinning at his creator. “welp. i’m game. where do we start?”

~o0o~

As they were no longer simply folding space, the team was just the Folding team. Almost everyone found that to be absolutely hilarious. 

But, aside from that, and the scope of their work,  not much was different from the first time around.

Until they hit a snag.

“we can’t build here in the lab.”

Gaster looked up at what they were doing. “What do you mean?”

Sans gestured at a set of calculations and some blueprint sketches. “the size of it. there’s just too much equipment with space folding and time folding machinery. there isn’t anywhere in the lab that could fit it.”

Gaster looked over the plans. “… So we build it just off the side of the lab.”

Sans shook his head. “but see, that’s another problem. the sheer amount of energy it’ll be using’ll make it heat up real fast, especially in the middle of a giant magma-filled cavern.”

“What about Snowdin? It’s pretty cold there. Natural cooling system.”

Sans shook his head again. “we’d have to clear out a lot of trees in the forest. there’s no big enough clearing in there that’s not inhabited. on top of that, that’s getting a little far from the core. power necessity, remember.”

“So, that leaves Waterfall.”

This time, Sans nodded. “yeah, that’s what i was thinking. it’s not so far that we shouldn’t be able to get enough power from the core, and if we choose the right spot, then, in the event of overheating, we can just flood the place to cool it down.”

Gaster nodded. “That should work, yeah. Send someone out to find somewhere to build.”

Sans’ grin widened, just a bit. “way ahead of you, dings. i’ve got six plausible spots, two of them more optimal than the rest.” Sans offered Gaster a few papers.

Gaster accepted them, and started to flip through them. “… not here. Too inaccessible. … Sans, a benefit of Waterfall is that we could flood places easily in the event of overheating, but that’s a little hard to do if the room is already flooded… too small. If we’re leaving the True Lab for need of space, then we might as well make sure we have plenty of it. … too public. I’d prefer-… ooh… Now this one looks good. It’s in a quieter area, out of the way… Lots of water nearby, that could easily be channeled into aqueducts, while the room itself seems pretty dry… decently sized, too. This one. I like this one.”

“you know where it is?”

“Of course!” Gaster grinned. “It’s right next to where I took you and Papyrus, and set up that old telescope for ‘stargazing’.” Gaster paused a moment, smiling, lost in the memory. “… That was a good day.”

Sans grinned. “yeah, it was. so, this’s the one?”

Gaster gave a sharp, decisive nod. “Yes. We’ll build here.”

~o0o~

So they had chosen a location to build, but that didn’t mean they were ready to build yet. Sure, they had folded space already, but space and time, while similar, were still two different things. On top of that, Gaster was busy trying to figure out what sort of rune-spell exactly had been used to make the Barrier, so that he could come up with the backdoor modification.

So there was still a lot of work to be done before they could build. 

Gaster also put his other project, the injecting-inanimate-objects-with-DT project, on hold.

“I need to take a break from it, anyway.” He told Sans one day at lunch. “See, I need to find the right thing, the right candidate, the right-”

“test subject?”

Gaster looked at Sans. “… Yeah. But I need to make sure it’s the right one. Because on the off-chance that the DT actually brings it to life, it can’t be anything too dangerous. I don’t want to bring a beast to life. As useful as that would be against humans, we know what happened the last time I tried to control my living creation.” Gaster gave Sans a look that was somewhere between joking amusement and pride, then continued. “But at the same time, thinking along the same lines, I don’t want to use something like, say a block of wood. Can you imagine how pitiful of an existence that would be? A living block of wood? It couldn’t… do anything. Except, just… be. Which would be no more useful than as a not-alive block of wood. Which would be a pathetic existence indeed.”

Sans snorted a minute at the thought, then grinned at his creator. “… wow, dings. i’m proud of you.”

Gaster stopped, half-biting into his sandwich he had made for lunch. “Huh?”

“you’re actually thinking about the ethics of what you’re doing before you do it! you’re not creating a beast because of the danger, and you’re not creating a sentient block of wood because of how bad it would feel about it’s own existence!”

Gaster snorted. “Out of context, I think that’s one of the most ridiculous sentences I’ve ever heard.”

Sans chuckled. 

“Regardless,” Gaster went on, “I still need to find the right subject. Something harmless, but not something totally just… ‘oh, wow, that’s just sad‘ type of thing. Something like…” he suddenly smiled. “Something like a flower.”

Sans thought about that, a sentient flower. He imagined a flower with a cute, cheery smile. “a flower? heh, sounds pretty good to me.”

Gaster’s grin widened. “I think I know which flowers to use, too. Special flowers.”

Sans’ mental-image flower got a sparkly aura. “oooh, sounds wonderful.”

Gaster nodded, grinning. “It will be.”

~o0o~

Eventually, they figured all the time-folding stuff out (Gaster still had work to do on the backdoor, but he figured the sooner they got the folding machine up and running, the better they could test it.) and they had started building in Waterfall. 

In order to deter spectators, Gaster had the entryway to the room they were working in fitted with a door. It was a nondescript, plain door. In fact, Sans thought it was so plain and nondescript, it was one of those things that stood out by fitting in so extraordinarily.

Nonetheless, they built inside the room. 

First was the overflow aqueducts. It was quickly proven, multiple times in the construction process, that the room could, in fact, be flooded quite easily in a matter of seconds. The Fold team quickly learned to build things efficiently and well, as well as to always bring a dry change of clothes or two to work. 

Sans also pulled a good few pranks that involved thoroughly dousing Gaster, and suddenly, the prank wars were back on. 

This time, it was Sans who got slime dumped on him. Gaster was careful, though, because he still really liked that jacket he had given to Sans, so the slime was non-staining, and still the same blue color as the jacket. Sans retaliated with more pink slime, but Gaster’s black lab coat refused to be stained neon pink, just as Gaster had predicted. 

Nonetheless, construction continued. It went ridiculously slow, as Gaster wanted absolutely no mishaps this time around. That meant no explosions, and no Sans-es falling into the folds. 

After finally finishing the aqueducts, they began to run the CORE’s power to the room. This wasn’t so much difficult as just tedious and painstakingly slow, but things went on. 

And then, eventually, they could start on the spacetime folding machine. 
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45 ~ Twisted Time

By the time Sans was twenty four and Papyrus ten, the younger of the two was an entire foot taller than the elder. Sans didn’t really mind, because now he could get Papyrus to give him piggyback rides. He did this as frequently as he could, under the pretense that he was helping Papyrus get stronger.

Because that was another thing. Papyrus had heard about the Royal Guard, and that had become his main goal. He wanted to be a member of the Royal Guard.

Sans said he was sure that, as soon as Papyrus was old enough to enter, there was no doubt that he would be accepted.

In the meantime, Papyrus convinced Gaster to start teaching him how to use Magic. Gaster had readily agreed- after all, he had started teaching Sans when Sans was only about five- granted, he had been more intent on the whole ‘weapon’ thing, then, but ten was a good age to learn how to use Magic. 

So one Saturday afternoon, the trio headed out into Snowdin Forest.

Gaster and Sans didn’t expect to be there long. They both had experience in learning to use Magic, both knew that it wasn’t just an instant thing. 

Papyrus, though, had high hopes— and just as high expectations— for himself.

When they got out into the woods, Gaster demonstrated a few attacks for Papyrus, and gave him the same basic “you have to figure it out yourself” spiel he had given Sans all those years ago. And then Papyrus tried to use Magic. Gaster said he did well for his first time, but he didn’t manage to summon more than a few fizzling sparkles of Magic. 

And then Gaster turned to Sans. “Hey, Sans. D’you remember when we used to spar all the time?”

“yeah.”

“That was fun. We should do that again.”

Sans snorted. “are you kidding, dings? i could beat you easily.”

“You never beat me before.”

“we haven’t sparred like that since i was, like, thirteen. i’ve gotten stronger since then.”

Gaster’s grin widened, just a bit. “Prove it.”

“i don’t-” Sans happened to glance at Papyrus. His brother had a sort of excited, pleading look in his eyes. Sans sighed. “… alright, fine. let’s make this quick.”

He trudged over to stand about ten feet from Gaster. 

“Ready?” Gaster asked.

“yep.”

Then, with a shout, Gaster sent a flurry of attacks at Sans.

By now Sans had gotten quite used to his awareness of space, and avoided the attacks with ease, retaliating with three bone-shaped attacks. With all his training as Judge, even only half-trying as he was, two attacks hit Gaster square in the chest, and the third clipped his shoulder. And, still, even half-trying, with no real desire to hurt Gaster, Sans saw that altogether, he did about twenty HP of damage. 

Then the pair of them were lunging at each other, bone-shaped weapons in hand. Sans wielded his like a sword, and Gaster alternated between one long bone used like a staff, and two shorter bones, one in either hand, like shortswords. 

They tussled for a few seconds before Sans struck a powerful blow that shattered Gaster’s weapon. As Gaster was still reeling back, shaking the shards of his attack from his hands, Sans lunged forward, slamming a shoulder into Gaster’s chest. The taller skeleton stumbled back, and fell. Sans immediately had a foot on Gaster’s chest, attack resting lightly against Gaster’s collarbone.

Gaster let out a huff. “If we could go back, say, sixty, seventy years…” He shook his head as Sans got off him and helped him up. “I tell you, Sans. I was a heck of a lot stronger in the war. Peace has made me weak!” 

Sans could tell, though, that Gaster was perfectly content with his ‘weakness’. 

When they looked back to Papyrus, he had stars in his eyesockets. “… I want Sans to teach me how to use Magic!”

“uh.” Sans looked at him for a second. “… course i will, pap.”

Papyrus laughed happily.

~o0o~

It seemed like it took forever, but eventually, a part of the spacetime machine was operational.

No, not the entire machine. 

Gaster had figured that, as beings that traveled normally through time in a linear fashion, they had to first make sure to be able to identify their proper time, in order to return to it. So the first part of the machine didn’t interact with space or time, merely monitored it. 

And that’s when they made a discovery.

There was not merely one “time”. There were plenty of “timelines,” all strung out through…

Well. Sans supposed it was whatever the time equivalent was of the nothingness outside space. 

Gaster was intrigued. Sans thought it was really more out of curiosity than actual precaution-taking, but Gaster decided that they must know more about this timeless, spaceless nothingness before they proceeded, in case it somehow effected their work.

Sans supposed that, as long as he wasn’t being asked to go into that nothingness, he was happy to let Gaster research it.

~o0o~

“dark, darker, yet darker.” Sans read out loud to Alphys. Gaster had done some research overnight, and left a pile of notes for Sans and the rest of the Fold team to go over while he crashed at his desk. “the darkness keeps growing, the shadows cutting deeper. photon readings negative. this next experiment seems very very interesting. … what do you two think?” Sans paused a moment, then looked up at Alphys. “okay, first of all, what was ‘this next experiment’, and secondly, does he always write notes with this… fancy wording? i mean, what’s the deal with all this mysteriousness?”

Alphys grabbed the paper from Sans. “H-haven’t you seen his notes before? He h-has his serious notes, and t-then these little side musings… l-like, just little mental notes on p-paper.”

“… yeah, actually, i can imagine him doing that. what’s the experiment?”

“H-he wants to drop something i-into the Void.”

They had started calling the nothingness outside space and time ‘the Void,’ as it was considerably easier than repeatedly saying “the nothingness outside space and time.”

Sans glanced over to where Gaster was flopped over at his desk, his shoulders gently rising and falling with each sleeping breath. “… is that safe?”

Alphys shrugged. “D-don’t look at me. He’s t-the Royal Scientist. I-I’m just t-the intern.”

Sans shook his head. “well. that is true, i guess. i’ll talk to him about it.”

And he did. Gaster was totally convinced they could do it safely. 

So, they were going to drop something into the Void.

~o0o~

Gaster was lightly tossing the data-recording device from hand to hand. He was grinning. Because this time, he got to be the one to drop something into a strange unknown.

Sans was at the control panel, pretending to hit buttons with an expression of wonderment. “ooh, hey, what’s this one do?”

“Don’t touch that.” Gaster swatted his hand.

“what about this one?”

“Or that.” Another swat. 

“okay, so which button can i press?”

Gaster grinned, and pointed. “That one.” It was a big red button, with the words “EMERGENCY SHUTDOWN” clearly labeled on it. 

“aww,” Sans pretended to pout. “that button’s no fun.”

Gaster just chuckled. 

“okay, now, seriously. which buttons do i press?”

Gaster looked at Sans. “Sans! We’ve been going over this for the last two weeks! 

“yeah, i know. i just forgot.”

“Sans, I swear, if this is not a joke…”

“woah, jeez, dings. calm down, it was just a joke. i know i really just have to hit them all.”

“Sans!”

Sans snickered. 

And then they were starting it up.

Sans wasn’t really sure what happened next. Just that suddenly, he was on his back. Trying to blink away the flashing lights in his eyes, the pounding in his head. His chest hurt.

It was deathly silent, except for the ringing that echoed in his skull. 

Slowly, he rolled onto his side, groaning with the effort, and propped himself up, looking around.

The room was carnage. The machine completely torn apart. Several of the Fold team had been tossed against the walls, all were unconscious. A strange black sludgy goop on some surfaces. Gaster—

Oh.

Oh, Annoying Dog.

Gaster!

Sans tried to struggle forward to his creator, but his body was being suddenly unresponsive, Sans could only make jerky flailing movements, some sort of dust slipping off him with every movement.

No, no. He had to get to Gaster. 

Sans eventually managed to agonizingly flop over to Gaster, but he hardly noticed his own pain. 

When Sans reached out to Gaster, the Royal Scientist’s eyesockets opened just a crack. A quiet, placid smile twitched at his mouth. 

Sans found that his words were not working. He could only make whimpery noises. 

“‘S– o-k-ka-y— S-a-an—…” Gaster shakily reached up with his less-mutilated hand, twisting his arm a little around the large, warped chunk of metal sticking straight up out of his chest. “I—‘s— … ‘-k—a—y-…” His fingertips just touched Sans’ jaw, brushing a bit of white powder off Sans’ face. 

Sans suddenly realized that, even on hands and knees, he was unable to support himself. He collapsed forward, his skull landing on Gaster’s shoulder. 

He could hear Gaster’s voice, a soft, broken murmur, but couldn’t understand his words. 

And then Gaster’s voice stopped. Sans’ skull fell down just a few more inches, landing on nothing but dust and the floor. 

Dings?

Dings?

Where had he gone?

Sans tried to whimper, but found he couldn’t even do that anymore. Couldn’t really see, either. 

Was…

Was this…

Had…

…N-…

…No-…!

The darkness engulfed him. 

… No, this couldn’t-…!!

RESET

… -couldn’t—!!!

CONTINUE

~o0o~

Sans reached out and slapped a hand on the emergency shutdown button. 

Gaster looked at him. “Sans, I didn’t actually mean press it now! I was- … are you alright, Sans?”

Sans was shaking, trembling, his hand still on the shutdown button, his fingertips curling around the edges of it.

“Sans?”

Sans’ grip on the button just tightened, his shaking intensifying.

Gaster glanced around the room. The main control station was a bit elevated, and boxed in by machinery. All the other members of the Fold team were farther away in the room. 

So Gaster reached over and gently pried Sans’ hand off the button, letting the smaller skeleton’s tight grip shift to Gaster’s hand. Then Gaster sat down, leaning back against the machine, pulling Sans to sit down beside him. Sans was immediately pressed up against his side, hugging him, trembling. Gaster just wrapped an arm around Sans’ shoulders, holding Sans’ skull to his chest with his other hand. 

“Dr. Gaster, sir? Is something wrong?” He heard someone call.

“Just a small error!” He shouted back. “Don’t worry about it, Sans and I can take care of it!”

Sans hugged Gaster a little tighter. He responded in kind. 

They sat there for about ten minutes before Sans began to calm down. 

“Are you alright?” Gaster asked quietly. 

Sans shook his head.

“… Do you want to tell me?”

A nod.

Gaster was about to respond when another team member shouted for him. “Uhhh, Dr. Gaster? You’re really gonna want to see this!”

Gaster gave Sans a small squeeze. “Be there in a minute!” He shouted back. Then, quietly again to Sans, “Will you be okay until we can make it home, or do I need to suddenly be stricken by some horrifying illness to get us outta here?”

Sans let out a shaky laugh. “i— i’ll be alright-…”

“You’re sure?”

Sans nodded. 

“… Alright, then. Let’s go see what the interns blew up this time.”

They stood and walked over to one of the secondary control stations.

“Alright,” Gaster sighed, “what did you break now?”

“U-um.” The scientist hesitated. “Time, apparently.”

“… What…?”

The scientist gestured to the screen in front of him. 

Sans and Gaster looked at it. 

It was one of the timeline monitors. One of the timelines, though, was strange. It looked like it had been… cut, and looped back onto itself.

“Huh. That… wasn’t there earlier.” Gaster lifted one hand to rub at his jaw, curiosity making his brow furrow. “What…”

He trailed off as he saw Sans’ hand moving in a repetitive set of gestures, Speaking in Hands. Glancing up at Sans’ face, he saw a touch of panic. 

“let’s go home now.” Sans was saying. “let’s go home now.”

Gaster looked once more at the screen. Then he straightened up and turned to face the entire Fold team, whom had assembled to learn what had happened. Clasping his hands together and rocking a little on his heels, Gaster grinned at the team. “Welp. You’ve all screwed things up enough for today. Go home. Take the rest of the day off. You all obviously need some time to figure out how to not make stupid mistakes.”

There were some hesitant glances.

“Well? Go! Would you rather I permanently removed you all from the Folding project?”

Everyone bolted for the door, and it was just Sans and Gaster left. Sans was still staring at the screen, and he had started shaking again. 

Gaster reached over and set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “C’mon, Sans. Let’s go home.”

Sans nodded. He took a step away from the screen, then started walking towards the door. Then, suddenly, he did a one-eighty, and slammed into Gaster with a tight hug. 

Gaster could feel him trembling.

“Alright. Guess I’ll carry you home, then.”
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46 ~ Sans Talks About his Problems (what kind of an undertale fic IS this?!)

Gaster kicked open the door to the house, Sans cradled in his arms. In the time it took to get from the worksite in Waterfall to home in Snowdin, Sans had more or less stopped trembling, but was still clinging tightly to Gaster. 

Gaster walked over to the couch and set Sans down on it, and started to the kitchen, intent on making some of Sans’ cure-all hot chocolate. Sans had caught hold of the sleeve of his lab coat, and was gripping it tightly. 

Gaster stepped back over and set a hand on top of Sans’ skull. “Sans, it’s okay. I’m just going to the kitchen. You can let go.”

Sans didn’t let go, though. With a plaintive “no,” he lurched forward to wrap his not-otherwise-occupied arm around Gaster. 

Gaster sighed slowly, hugging Sans back, before settling down on the couch next to him. He clutched Sans tightly to his chest, rubbing his back.

“… Sans, tell me what’s wrong.”

Sans was quiet for a long while. Gaster let him take his time, just holding on to him until he was ready to talk. Eventually, “y-you—…”

“I…?” Gaster prompted gently. 

“y-you died—”

Gaster frowned a little, the ridge of one brow rising slightly. “I was pretty certain I was alive, last I checked. Which, coincidentally, is right now.”

Sans made a sound that was almost a laugh, so, despite his desire to ask for clarification, Gaster kept it up. 

“I mean, I didn’t even blow anything up this time!”

Sans cringed, burying his face against Gaster’s chest. 

“Not good?”

He mutely shook his head.

Gaster sighed. “Come on, Sans. Tell me what happened.”

Very slowly, still clinging to Gaster, Sans looked up. “do-… do you-… do you remember… when… when i-…” Sans was trembling again.

Gaster hugged him tightly, waiting for him to continue. 

After a minute, Sans did. “when— when we were still—… still in the lab, an’… you were still-…”

Gaster blew out a slow breath. “Sans, if I did anything, anything at all like when-”

“n-no! you d-didn’t!”

Gaster sighed again. There was that at least. “Well. Okay. If I ever do, though, just tell me, and I can…” Gaster trailed off. He wasn’t exactly what he would do in such a situation, but he would do something.

Sans nodded. It seemed that Gaster’s reassurance had helped him, and given him the courage to continue. He took a few breaths, then did so. “do you remember when you-… when you were going to-… to increase the dosage, and i begged you not to?”

“Yeah. That was right before you got away. I was going to go ask you how you knew, and then I got the fake call about someone falling into the CORE. when I go back, you were gone.” Gaster didn’t see what exactly this had to do with anything that had happened today, but he would be patient and let Sans get there.

Sans nodded slowly. “y-yeah… and-… i knew it would kill me-… because-… because it did.”

Gaster blinked slowly, frowning. “I don’t understand.”

Sans took a shaky breath. “just… this-… it’s gonna… you’re not gonna believe me, but just… listen, okay?”

“Of course.”

Sans took another breath. “the first… the first time, i went along with the injection like normal. jeff took pap, an’ you ‘n’ i, we went on to do the injection. it-… at first it seemed normal, mostly. i-… i was scared about the increased dosage, and i got you to give me a sedative. but— but then, halfway through, i-… i woke up anyway— and—” he took a deep breath, leaning into Gaster. “and it hurt, it hurt so much more than— and— and i knew i was-… i felt my own soul break-… and it was just… black. i… i died. but i couldn’t die, i knew i had to not die, because…” He looked up at Gaster. “because if i died, then that meant you would use papyrus for the dtw project, and i had promised him i would never let that happen.”

Gaster’s expression shifted even farther into sympathy and horror.

Sans continued. “so-… so i— i went back. it-… i didn’t understand at first, and by the time i realized that i had just… gone back, it was too late and we had already started the injection, and-… and i died again.”

“Are you saying you went back in time?”

“i— i dont—… know. i don’t know. i-… but whatever i did, i did it again. i went back, and refused to do the injection. you-… you weren’t happy about that, and so you took pap instead. but— i couldn’t let you do that. so i had to go back again, and that was when i begged you to lower the dosage.”

Gaster sighed slowly. “… Well. Whatever you did, thank Annoying Dog you were able to.” It made sense, Gaster supposed. Sans had never seen his dosage calculations, much less had time to figure out they were wrong. On top of that, he had started shouting about not taking Papyrus only an instant before Gaster had been about to. And maybe he wouldn’t have believed it then, but now Sans had no reason to lie to him, as well as he had seen the anomaly with the timeline monitor.

Sans nodded. “and-… then it happened again, later. i got the position of judge only because i killed the next human to fall into the underground. they were heading towards the preschool where pap was, and i couldn’t…” he trailed off. “… i would be dead. i would be dead five, six, seven times over, but i could go back and try again.”

“So you learned the human’s attack patterns, and how to counter them.”

Sans nodded. 

Gaster could see where this was going. “So… so did something go wrong today, and you brought everything back?”

Sans nodded, his expression nearing panic. “s-something—… i— there was— this black- slime— and- and everyone else was— but- but I m-made it to you, a-and— you- you had— had a chunk of m-metal— got i-impa-led— y-you said— t-told me it w-would be o-ok-ka-kay— a-an’ — y-you—” Sans broke off. 

Gaster just sat there for a moment, as Sans sobbed with the memory. Then Gaster pulled Sans into his lap, hugging him tightly, cradling Sans’ skull against his chest. “So you went back.” He said quietly. “You forced the timeline back, and that was what-…” He stopped. Looked down at Sans. “… Hey. Hey, Sans. Look at me.”

Sans slowly looked up.

“Listen. Everything’s okay. We’re all safe, we’re all okay. Nothing happened. Now, I’m not saying-… I’m not saying that you didn’t suffer through that. I’m not saying that- that never happened. Because it did happen- it just happened in a different timeline. And we’re not in that timeline anymore. And, even if we were, you could just… do your reset-thing again. I’m fine, you’re fine, Papyrus is fine and he’ll be home soon, everything’s alright. Sans, listen to me.” Gaster paused a second, looking down, into his son’s eyes. Gaster was suddenly reminded of that night, so long ago, right before they started the DTW project, that first time Sans had been unable to sleep. “You’re okay. Understand? We’re all okay.”

Sans nodded a little. Then, “… but-…”

“Hmm?”

“can-… can we just… stay here for a little while?”

Gaster looked at Sans. Sans was nearly twenty five now, but looking at him, Gaster could almost imagine him being little again, being five again, five, and scared, just a child, in need of his creator’s comfort. 

Gaster had missed a lot of years of Sans’ life. From fourteen to twenty, for six years, Gaster had either been coldly distant, or not even knowing where his creations were living. He had missed the years where Sans was growing up, learning about the world around him. He missed the years where Sans had striven to find his place in the world. 

He had missed so much.

Sans still seemed so small, so young, and Gaster wanted to make up for all the missed time. 

Gaster smiled. “Of course we can stay here. For as long as you need.”

Sans just grinned before snuggling up to Gaster’s chest. 

When Papyrus came home, they were still sitting on the couch. The youngest (but long since not the smallest) skeleton just sighed. “Was there another accident at work?”

Gaster chuckled a little at Papyrus’s exasperated tone. Sans seemed to relax a little. 

Papyrus just set his backpack down and climbed onto the couch, snuggling up to his family. “You two really need to stop blowing things up.”

This time, Sans hardly flinched. 

~o0o~

That’s not to say everything was okay now. 

That night, Gaster was woken by a shout. 

“dings! d-dings— n-no!” 

He lunged off the couch and sprinted up the stairs in record speed. Half a moment later, he was kicking the door to Sans’ room open. 

Sans was writhing on his bed, tangled up in his sheets, soaked with sweat, and shouting and sobbing into his pillow, which he clung to as if his life depended on it. 

Gaster swept forward, hissing out a few profanities. In an instant, he was disentangling Sans from the sweaty sheets, then holding Sans to his chest. “Shh, shh, Sans, it’s alright, you’re okay. Calm down, you’re okay, it’s just a bad dream.”

Sans’ struggling stopped. Instead, he grabbed up fistfuls of Gaster’s shirt, huddling close, sobbing into Gaster’s chest. Gaster just hugged him tightly, and, after a moment, started to hum that same old lullaby he had so long ago. 

“What’s wrong?” 

Gaster looked up. Papyrus was standing in the doorway, still rubbing the sleep from one eyesocket. 

“Sans had a nightmare.” Gaster said quietly. He had a pretty good guess as to what that nightmare had been, though. “That’s all. Right, Sans? It was just a bad dream.”

Sans just nodded a little, face still pressed against Gaster’s chest. 

“Is-… is he okay?”

Gaster gave Sans a little squeeze. “He will be. I’ll make sure of that.”

“Oh. Can I help?”

Before Gaster could even begin to respond, Sans had already delivered an answer. “yes.”

Papyrus nodded and walked over. He sat on the edge of the mattress and leaned over to hug Sans. Still snuggled up to Gaster, Sans leaned into Papyrus’s embrace. 

After a couple minutes, Gaster started rubbing Sans’ back and humming again. 

And slowly, ever so slowly, Sans fell back asleep.
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47 ~ Helping Sans

The night was difficult for Gaster.

Eventually, once Sans had fallen asleep, he sent Papyrus back to bed, with the assurance that Sans was okay now.

Several times after that, he tried to tuck Sans back into bed, and go back to sleep on the couch. But every time, he got no farther than a hand on the doorknob before Sans would let out a pitiful whine, already back in the depths of a nightmare, and Gaster couldn’t help but feel like he was only making things worse (if Sans’ nightmares were about Gaster dying, then Gaster certainly wasn’t helping by leaving him in real life. Sans would subconsciously pick up on the disappearance of Gaster’s Magic, and, well… that would only aid his imagination.)

So, of course, Gaster always immediately turned around, walked back to sit on the side of Sans’ bed, reaching out to scoop Sans back up into his arms. 

Only for the process to repeat itself, four or five times. 

Eventually, Gaster just gave up. He flopped over on Sans’ bed, letting Sans snuggle up to him. 

~o0o~

When Gaster woke up the next morning, it was to Sans poking him in the ribs.

“… Ow. Hey. Good morning.”

Sans gave him a kinda funny look. “why are you in my bed?”

Gaster sat up, yawning. “‘Cuz you wouldn’t let me leave.” 

“what?”

“Don’t you remember? You had a pretty bad nightmare last night.”

“yeah, i remember, but i woulda thought you’d have gone back to bed.”

Gaster shrugged. “I was going to, but every time I started to leave, you started whimpering. I assumed you were having more nightmares, and, well…”

Sans blinked a little. “… oh. sorry.”

“No. You don’t have to apologize.” Gaster shook his head. “It’s not your fault. You can’t exactly control nightmares. And you can’t expect to have no repercussions after something like-…” Gaster cut himself off when he saw Sans shudder. So he got up, out of bed, and stretched, cracking his back. “Anyway. Breakfast?” He stretched out a hand to Sans.

Sans took it. “… yeah. okay.”

Gaster led Sans down the hallway, down the stairs, and into the kitchen. Not long after, Papyrus came in to find Gaster cooking pancakes— or, trying to, rather. His cooking skill had improved dramatically in the last few years, but that wasn’t saying he was a good cook. 

“You two are up early.” Papyrus grinned at them. “Normally, I would have to wake you up!”

“yeah,” Sans chuckled, “dings woke me up. he fell asleep last night in my room, then woke me up when he rolled over on top of me!”

“Dad!” Papyrus admonished.

“It wasn’t my fault!” Gaster said, a mostly burnt pancake sticking out of his mouth. “I was asleep! I can’t really control what I’m doing then!”

Sans snorted. “i thought you were the royal scientist, and there’s nothing you can’t do.”

Gaster gestured. “But I’m not the Royal Scientist then, I’m asleep!”

Sans gestured dismissively. “excuses, excuses.”

The morning continued on until each of them headed off for the day- Papyrus to school, and Sans and Gaster to Waterfall to work on the folding machine. It had taken Sans some work, but he had managed to convince Gaster that he was okay, and not so totally traumatized by the event as to be unable to work on the machine. 

Nonetheless, he did tell Gaster that tampering with the Void was a bad idea, and they needed to stop. 

Gaster had agreed to that one a little more easily.

As they stepped into the room, Sans froze. 

Shrapnel everywhere, twisted chunks of metal—

No, he told himself, I am fine. That timeline is gone.

Black, oozing out of the cracks—

And even if it weren’t, I could just reset again.

Gaster, on his back, ribs caved in, wreckage protruding from his chest—

“Sans?”

Gaster was a few steps ahead, looking back at Sans over his shoulder.

Sans blinked, shaking his head a little. “yeah. i’m fine.”

“If you’re sure.”

“i am.”

They proceeded. 

The day went more or less normally, as construction continued. They were getting down to the finer details now, the smaller things. It wouldn’t be more than a couple months until it was ready. 

And, for the most part, Sans could work without any issues. It was just when he stopped for too long, and started thinking that it all assaulted him again.

The waking up. So much wreckage. The cold black sludge. The other Fold team members. Gaster—

And then he would slap himself- sometimes mentally, sometimes actually physically, and get on with his work. 

As for the anomaly in the timeline, it was behind them now. The timelines ran straight and smooth ahead.

And, for the most part, everything was okay. 

… during the day.

~o0o~

Sans flopped onto his bed with a sigh. All things considered, the day had been a pretty alright one. Granted, his jaw and cheekbone were pretty sore, from all the times he had slapped himself, but that was okay. 

He snuggled down beneath the blankets, pulling them up to his shoulders. Then he closed his eyes.

Panic crawling through his chest. Gaster on the floor, lying in dust. 

Sans’ eyes snapped open. Just a nightmare! He told himself. Just a nightmare! 

It took a little while, but he managed to calm down. Then he looked at the clock on his nightstand. 

12:48 AM

He had been asleep for a little under three hours. 

Sans blew out a breath, and laid back down. His Soul was still beating abnormally fast. 

For a little while, he didn’t move, just trying to calm his pulse. 

Then he closed his eyes again. 

Gaster’s voice, broken and raspy. “I—t’—s ok—a-ka-y, S—a-an-s-…”

He woke with a sharp gasp. Another few minutes to calm down.

2:21 AM

Sans groaned, rubbing his eyesockets. It was just a bad dream!

Dust, slipping through his fingers, Gaster’s dust—

3:12

Just a bad dream!

His own dust, crumbling off his hands, mixing with the fine powder in front of him-

4:06

Just a bad dream!

The black nothingness, creeping across the floor from the puddles, consuming—

4:42

Sans decided that was enough. 

He climbed out of bed, slipped out the door, scurried through the hall, scampered down the stairs. Gaster was sprawled out in the couch in the living room, sound asleep.

Wordlessly, Sans hurried over, and climbed into the couch.

“Whhunnggghh?” Gaster questioned. “Sa-aans?”

Gaster rolled onto his side a bit, and Sans took that opportunity to snuggle closer to his chest.

“Did’ja have ‘nother nightmare?” Gaster asked, a little more awake. 

Sans just nodded. 

Gaster sighed and wrapped an arm around Sans. “‘Lright. I guess you c’n sleep here with me.”

Sans snuggled a little closer. 

Even then, within the safety of Gaster’s grip, it took Sans another hour to get comfortably asleep.

~o0o~

That day was even worse. 

Sans had even more of the momentary lapses about the other timeline, enough that the other team members were noticing, and asking him of something was wrong. He had no answer for them. In addition to that, something exploded. Not as big as the incident, not even big enough to really be damaging, but enough that it completely freaked him out. 

And to top it all off, he was exhausted. He had gotten so little sleep the night before. 

At one point, Gaster told him to go sit down somewhere and take a nap. 

But every time he tried, every time he closed his eyes, he saw—

So no. Better to stay awake. 

That night was even worse. Because now he didn’t just dream of Gaster dying, because now his mind warped the dream. It wasn’t just that Gaster got impaled. It was that he got flash-fried in the explosion. Or that black ooze from the Void came to life, strangling Gaster. Or he was crushed. Or sometimes Papyrus was there too, and whether Papyrus died or not, it was always worse. Or- or- or—… it really didn’t matter what. Every time, it was horrifying and gruesome, and Sans always got there just in time for Gaster to turn to dust in his arms, with the same broken parting words, “it’s okay, Sans.”

Every time. 

Every single time Sans closed his eyes.

Even with Gaster there, hugging him tightly, rocking side to side and humming softly, it took Sans hours to fall asleep. 

The next day was a repeat of the last, but Sans was even more tired. 

Eventually, Gaster pulled him aside. He knelt down in front of Sans, hands on Sans’ shoulders. 

“Sans. Go home. Get some rest.”

Sans shook his head. He couldn’t sleep. “no, i’m fine.”

“No, you’re not. Sans, you can hardly concentrate before you zone out, and you’ve been walking around all day looking like you’re panicking. Go home. You, especially you, need to sleep.”

“dings, really-”

Gaster stood up, straightening his shoulders. “Fine. I didn’t want to do this, Sans, but you’ve left me no choice.”

“what-”

“Sans, with your inability to focus, your lack of productivity, and continuous panic attacks, you are posing a danger to yourself and to everyone in this workspace. I’ve no choice but to offer you the following options: either go home, or I will forcibly take you there.”

“dings, i really don’t-”

Gaster didn’t give Sans time to finish. He strode forward, sweeping up Sans into his arms before turning to the door. 

“I’ll be back later!” He called out to the other scientists in the room as he left. 

As he walked through Waterfall, Sans more or less went limp in his arms. The smaller skeleton let his skull settle on Gaster’s shoulder, closing his eyes. Like this, with Gaster, alive, and holding on to him, Sans could relax, could sleep without fear…

Gaster arrived at the Snowdin house. He set Sans, groggy and half-asleep, on the couch, wrapped a blanket around him, and forced him to lie down. 

“There you go.” He murmured quietly, rubbing Sans’ back. “You see? Everything’s okay.”

Sans settled down.

“Just go to sleep. Stay calm, and go to sleep. I’ll be back later, okay? Everything’s alright…”

Gaster stood, and turned to the door, Sans still sleeping peacefully on the couch. 

He slipped out the door. He would head back to Waterfall, now… But first, he had a small detour to make, back to the lab.

~o0o~

When Gaster got home a few hours later, he realized he had made a mistake in leaving Sans alone.

Sans was sitting up, blanket clutched tightly around his shoulders. His eyesockets were wide, and he was trembling fiercely.

Gaster swore, and immediately threw himself at Sans, grabbing him up and hugging him tightly. Sans let go of the blanket, in favor of clutching Gaster’s shirt. 

For a little while, Gaster just sat there, hugging Sans, calming him down. Trying to get him to sleep.

But it seemed Sans was using his Determination to stay awake, and no amount of consoling from Gaster could combat that.

Eventually, Gaster could bear it no longer. The thing in his pocket felt like it was burning a hole in said pocket, and if he didn’t do something soon, he was sure he would lose his nerve. 

“Sans,” he began quietly, “listen. I’m going to go to the kitchen, okay? I’ll just be in the kitchen. I’m going to make some hot chocolate, just like you do all the time for me and Papyrus, alright? It’ll help you calm down.” Slowly, he let go of Sans, and stood up. “I’m not going far away, just to the kitchen. Okay?” 

Sans nodded just a little as Gaster wrapped the blanket back around his shoulders.

“I’ll be back in just a few minutes. You don’t have to worry, I’ll be back soon.” Gaster walked into the kitchen. 

A few minutes later, he had a mug full of hot chocolate, but he didn’t bring it to Sans, not yet. 

For a moment, Gaster just tapped his fingers against the countertop, debating the wisdom of what he was about to do. Then, slowly, he reached into his pocket, for the cause of his detour to the lab, earlier. 

It was a small vial, only an inch and a half in length. Inside was a slightly blue-tinted liquid. It was a mild sedative, something to help Sans sleep.

Gaster didn’t want to drug Sans. Especially without telling Sans, not since that had been how Gaster had-… 

But Sans needed to sleep, or at the very least relax. He was going to kill himself like this. 

Gaster pulled off the cap and dumped the vial’s contents into the hot chocolate, and stirred it in with a spoon. Then he picked up the mug, and carried it over to Sans. Sitting down on the couch beside Sans, he carefully handed Sans the mug. “There. Go ahead and drink that. It’ll help you.”

Sans just looked at it. 

“Are you okay, Sans?” Gaster reached out to wrap an arm around Sans’ shoulders. He was surprised when Sans flinched away. “… Sans?”

“i-…” Sans looked up at Gaster, and Gaster’s Soul just about broke at the scared look on Sans’ face. “i saw you, dings. i s-saw you put something in it. i— i thought you promised— promised you wouldn’t— not anymore—” His expression took on a note of horrified desperation. “w-what were you going to do to me? why- why are you t-trying to drug me?”

“Sans,” Gaster began, voice equally desperate, “Sans, please listen to me. I promise you- I swear on my Soul- all I want to do to you is get you to sleep. I love you, Sans. I love you very much, because you’re my son. And I can’t-… you’re tearing yourself apart like this, Sans. You especially, can’t keep going without rest like this. You’re going to kill yourself. I can’t just do nothing about that, I-… I’m just trying to help you. I promise.” He paused, sighing. “I-… I won’t force you to drink it. I won’t make you-… But please, Sans. I’m begging you. I don’t want you to die.”

For a long moment, Sans looked at the drugged beverage in his hands. Then he looked back up at Gaster. “… i d-don’t want to sleep. i’m scared to sleep.”

Gaster looked at Sans. “… I know. That’s why I’m trying to help you.”

Sans looked back at the mug. “will-…”

“…Hm?”

“will you stay-… stay with me?”

Gaster answered without hesitation. “Of course.”

“p-… promise?”

“I promise.”

Very, very slowly, Sans lifted the mug to his jaw, and drank the drugged hot chocolate. When he had finished, he looked up at Gaster, and Gaster got the sense he was trying to say something, but couldn’t find the words. 

Silently, Gaster took the empty mug from his hands and set it on the floor, then pulled Sans into his lap. Even after the drug had kicked in, and Sans went limp in his arms, Gaster still cradled Sans to his chest.

He was going to keep his promise. 
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48 ~ Papyrus Helps, Too

When Papyrus came home from school, he found Sans and Gaster yet again sitting on the couch. 



He sighed. “Was there another acc-”

And then he cut himself off, noticing just how still Sans was. His brother was completely limp, unmoving except for the slight rise and fall of his chest. 

“Dad? Is- is Sans okay?” Papyrus hurried over to the couch, not even caring that he had left his backpack on the floor.

Gaster sighed. “Y’know how these nightmares have been keeping him up lately?”

“Yeah…?”

“He can’t function on that little sleep. I told him to come home, get some rest. But he’s afraid to sleep. So I gave him a sedative. It… it really wasn’t that strong of one, but… he was just so exhausted, that he just…”

“… Oh.” Papyrus sat down on the couch next to Gaster, and reached out to hold one of Sans’ hands. “But… But he’ll be okay, right?”

“… I hope so.”

~o0o~

Sans woke slowly to the all-too-familiar sensation of healing Magic. And, had it not been that healing Magic felt good, he would have pulled away, whining at the memories of the Bad Days that suddenly assaulted him. 

But healing Magic did feel good, so instead, he only just started to stir, sitting up a little more in what he realized was Gaster’s lap. That did bring him a little more comfort, the knowledge that Gaster had kept his promise. 

As Sans woke up, Jeff pulled away, hands lifting off Sans’ shoulders. “That should be enough.”

“Wowie!” That was, of course, Papyrus. “He is waking up! Can you teach me how to use healing Magic, Jeff?”

Sans opened his eyes. He was indeed still snuggled in Gaster’s lap, still on the couch in the living room. The only difference was now Jeff and Papyrus were there, too. 

“Of course I can.” Jeff smiled at Papyrus. “It’s not too difficult to learn basic healing Magic, and it should come especially easily to someone so caring as you.” 

Papyrus let out a happy “NYEH-HEH-HEH” before flopping onto the couch next to Gaster and Sans. “And then I’ll be able to help you, too, Sans!”

Still half-asleep, Sans reached out a hand and clumsily wrapped it around Papyrus’s shoulder. “y’already do, bro.”

Papyrus grinned. 

“Speaking of which, though,” Gaster said to Sans, “how are you?”

Sans made a vague, still-half-asleep noise. 

Gaster hugged him a little tighter. “Can you clarify that at all?”

“… nnnngghh… not great. but not quite as bad, either.”

“And no nightmares?”

Sans shook his head a little as he let it settle back against Gaster’s shoulder.

“Well. That’s something, at the very least.”

Sans closed his eyes again, and was relieved to find that, for the time being, at least, he still wasn’t having nightmares. 

For several minutes, Sans just leaned against Gaster, eyes closed, quiet as Jeff and Gaster talked about something or other. 

Then he looked up at Gaster. “… hey, dings?”

Gaster immediately looked down at him. “Yeah?”

“what… how long was i asleep?”

Gaster looked up at Jeff, who, in turn, looked at his wristwatch. “It’s ten twenty seven.”

Gaster looked back to Sans. “That would make it just under nineteen hours.”

Sans blinked, frowning. “… nineteen… but-… but what about going to work? and- and doesn’t papyrus have school?”

Gaster waved a hand dismissively. “I put the Fold project on hold for now, and called Papyrus in absent from school.”

“you didn’t need to-”

“Yes, we did, Sans. And before you say ‘I’m okay,’ you are most definitely not okay, and the last time you denied that, you had an entire psychological breakdown.”

“but pap-”

“Is fine missing a few days of school.”

“Especially to help you!” Papyrus added, smiling at Sans. 

“and the entire fold project-”

“Was put on hold because you, Sans, are my priority right now. So shut up and accept the fact that we love you, and we’re going to take care of you.”

Sans just stared for a second. Then he let out a breathy laugh, once again letting his skull fall on Gaster’s shoulder. “welp, if the royal scientist tells me i have to, i guess i have to.”

Gaster’s arms tightened around him. “Glad to see you’re finally figuring that out.”

~o0o~

Papyrus was just a bit nervous, to be honest. 

Jeff had helped him learn the most rudimentary healing Magic, with the promise he would teach Papyrus more later, before leaving. From there, the small family spent the afternoon more or less trying to keep Sans comfortable, and keep his mind off-… 

Well. Papyrus didn’t actually know what it was that kept giving Sans nightmares and had scared him so badly, but whatever it was, they were keeping his mind off it, and that was the important thing. 

Towards the evening, Sans had fallen asleep again, tucked up against Gaster’s side, with Papyrus leaning against his other side. 

And then, about fifteen minutes ago, Gaster had gotten a call. Apparently, something was wrong at the CORE, and they needed Gaster there. He had left the house saying a number of things about interns and idiots that Sans had told Papyrus many times to not say, ever.

And then Papyrus was left alone with Sans, who was still asleep on the couch. 

And now, it looked like Sans was slipping into another nightmare. He had started twitching a few minutes ago, and then that was accompanied by the occasional unintelligible sound. Now he was flopping side to side, letting out sharp cries of protest every couple of seconds.

Papyrus knew he had to do something. He had tried to calm Sans down through Gaster’s method— he pulled Sans into his lap and snuggled him— and while that did seem to help a little, Sans was still trembling and whimpering. 

Papyrus knew he had to try to use healing Magic. He was nervous though, because he didn’t know if he could do it— didn’t know if he had enough skill or energy to. 

For Sans, though, he had to try. 

So Papyrus slipped his hands under Sans’ shirt, pressing his hands against Sans’ ribs. For a moment, he just held them there, feeling how Sans struggled under Papyrus’s hands, and the wild beat of Sans’ Soul between his ribs. 

Then Papyrus drew on his Magic. He closed his eyes, breathed deeply. Let the pulse of his own Soul slow into something calm and quiet.

He reached inside himself, feeling for something warm and soft and comforting, something healing.

And slowly, he pushed that outward, down his arms, through his hands, across his fingertips, trying to give that feeling to Sans, trying to wrap it around him.

After a few minutes, Papyrus felt his energy begin to flag. 

And then he realized that Sans had calmed down a lot. But he was still trembling fiercely, and his breathing was hard and panicked. So Papyrus kept at it.

Another little while went by, and Papyrus started running his hands along Sans’ ribs and sternum. He was really starting to get tired, and Sans had calmed down a lot, but he was still shivering, and still gasping a little. So Papyrus kept it up. 

Papyrus didn’t know how long he sat there, rubbing healing Magic into Sans’ chest. Eventually, he heard Sans’ voice, words slurred and groggy. “… tha’ feelzz real g’d, bro…”

Papyrus realized Sans was totally relaxed, his breaths even and slow. He had also fallen back asleep.

Papyrus didn’t want his brother to have any more nightmares, though, so he pulled again at his Magic. 

He was tired, so tired, but Sans needed him. 

He kept at it, the slow, calm beat of Sans’ Soul more than enough motivation. 

Sans just slipped deeper into peaceful slumber beneath Papyrus’s hands, his nightmares warded off by Papyrus’s healing Magic. Papyrus fought onward, paying less and less attention to his surroundings as he focused more and more on keeping the Magic flowing into his hands.

Papyrus was barely aware of it when the door opened, and Gaster came in.

Wha-? Papyrus, what are you—…

There was something under his arms, lifting him away from Sans.

No. No! I have to help Sans!

He tried to hold on. Stay there. 

It’s alright. I’ve got it.

Had to help Sans. 

Sans will have nightmares!

Pulled away, settled on his back, hand in his chest, gently forcing him to stay down. 

Everything’s okay, I’m here now. You did an excellent job.

Had to help…

I’m here now. Just go to sleep, I’m here…

Had to…

I’ll take care of Sans. Just rest, Papyrus.

… had to…

You did a great job…

~o0o~

Papyrus woke to the soft murmur of voices. Sans and Gaster’s voices. 

He realized they were lying on the couch, all together. Gaster was in the middle, with Sans between him and the back of the couch. Papyrus was on the outside edge, Gaster’s arm wrapped around him, with his head resting on Gaster’s chest. 

Papyrus yawned and stretched a little, and the voices tapered off. Gaster started rubbing his back. 

Papyrus reached up to run at his eyesockets a little, before opening his eyes. Both Gaster and Sans were looking at him, smiling. 

Immediately, Papyrus looked at Sans. “Are you alright?”

Sans’ grin widened, and he laughed. “yeah, thanks to you, pap. gaster told me that when he got home, you were half passed out, you had used so much healing magic on me. i didn’t have any bad dreams at all.”

Papyrus smiled sleepily. “That’s good.”

“Well, that part is, yes.” Gaster said. “But had you kept going for much longer, you might have completely depleted your Magic. And, well, much as I love Sans, he can go an hour or two with nightmares so that you don’t die. If something like this ever happens again, just try to conserve your Magic a little more, alright?” Gaster paused a moment. “… That’s not saying I’m not proud of you. That was an extraordinary amount of healing Magic, especially for your first real-use situation.”

Papyrus grinned. He was good at healing Magic! “Well, I’m glad I was able to help you, Sans!”

Sans reached a hand across Gaster’s chest to rub the top of Papyrus’s skull, just like he used to do when Papyrus was younger. “you always help me, pap. more’n you could possibly know.”

Papyrus just grinned.
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49 ~ My Son

Things were going pretty slowly. 

Sans was still having nightmares, but Gaster had started giving him something nightly to help him sleep. Nothing so strong as that first time, as the sedative alone wouldn’t make Sans fall asleep, but just something to calm him down, keep him from getting worked up. Papyrus was there, too, on the couple occasions that Sans still did wake up. He had become exceptional in using healing Magic, and was always ready to help his brother.

After nearly a month and a half of entirely neglecting his job as Royal Scientist in favor of taking an unannounced vacation with his family, Gaster decided it was time to pick the Folding project back up. Sans was reluctant to go back, but the nightmares really had begun to taper off. On top of that, the project wasn’t officially reactivated, and it was only Sans, Gaster, and Jeff who were working on it. This meant that, in those moments where Sans started to panic, Gaster and Jeff could drop whatever they were doing and immediately come to Sans’ aid. 

Several months passed, and the incidents dropped in frequency, down to only just one or two in four or five weeks. Sans still had nightmares, but he rarely woke up screaming anymore. 

Right around then, Alphys was invited back into the now-unofficial project. 

She had only been back for a few days when Sans had another episode. Alphys had been nothing but sympathetic— she had suffered from frequent anxiety attacks as a child, and still did on the rare occasion. She was only just surprised at how caring Gaster was with Sans, although, she guessed it wasn’t actually that surprising— Sans had played thousands of pranks on Gaster by now, and normally if anyone so much as tried to play one prank on Gaster, they were immediately removed from the lab. So there was clearly some close relationship between the two.

Sans, meanwhile, found that he enjoyed talking to Alphys. She had this sort of bearing about her that, in her own awkward way, actually relieved a lot of Sans’ stress. She talked a lot about anime, which, to be honest, Sans hadn’t even known existed until Alphys told him about it, and so he contributed little to the conversation. But when he got her talking about other things, such as robotic chassis that could potentially house a monster Soul…

She was absolutely brilliant.

With only the four of them working on the machine, progress was a lot slower. A few months turned quickly into a year, and that became two. Alphys finally went from being an intern to officially being one of Gaster’s assistants. Sans stopped having the daytime episodes entirely, and the nightmares became a rare occasional thing.

As time went on, Sans found that he and Alphys had gotten to be great friends. He still trusted Jeff, of course, and although he still called Gaster “Dings,” their father-son bond only became stronger. 

And then there was Papyrus. 

Nearly a whole foot taller than his older brother, not to mention still growing, Papyrus loved his brother with an unwavering dedication, a sentiment which Sans equally returned. They were always there for each other, ready to support each other however support was needed. To watch them was to see the very epitome of brotherly love. Sure they annoyed each other sometimes, and got into the rare argument, but everything was always quickly forgiven and then forgotten. They were brothers, plain and simple, and they relied each other as such.

~o0o~

Eventually, the small quartet of scientists finished the time-folding part of the machine. All of the safety checks were completed, and it was time to test it.

With much persuasion from Alphys and Jeff, Gaster was convinced to allow the rest of the Fold team to come witness it. They had, after all, worked a considerable amount on the project. 

Sans was scared that seeing the folds in spacetime might trigger another nervous breakdown. He was scared that something might go wrong, and he would have to go back again. He was scared something might happen, and going back might not fix it. 

But, he was excited, too.

“We’ll make the fold in time, first.” Gaster was saying. “Because we can’t fold beyond the Barrier, so we’ll need to go back to before it existed in order to get by it to install the backdoor. But once we’ve made the fold in time, we make to fold in space inside that.”

“so how’s that translate to this test?” Sans asked. 

“Simple.” Gaster picked up a small device off a table. It was the same one Sans was supposed to have dropped into the space-fold all those years ago when he accidentally fell in himself. “We just go back five minutes, and over by a few feet, then drop this through it.”

“…but wait.” Sans interjected. “if we’re dropping it back in time…”

“Yes, we should receive a second object before we put our own through the fold.”

“but if we get an object, doesn’t that mean it works, so we don’t have to test it?”

“No. If we don’t send anything back in the future, then we don’t get anything in the past, and therefore, we do send something back… it would be another time paradox, and we agreed to avoid those.”

“… right. so i assume, if we’re sending the thing back five minutes, you want us to have the machine all warmed up, so that we can send it back exactly five minutes after we get it?”

“Yes.” Gaster gestured slightly. “Sans, Alphys, go ahead and power it up.”

The two of them set about the control panel, turning the machine on and setting the coordinates, both in time and space, for the folds. 

Just before they had finished, there was a loud thunk.

The camera device from the future was sitting on the table, the exact location Sans had just finished setting the coordinates for. 

“Five minutes!” Gaster called. “Actually, less than, since it’s been a few-…” he trailed off. Then, “Hey, Sans, come lookit this.”

Sans walked over to where Gaster was standing at one of the timeline monitors. Onscreen, their timeline appeared to be unfolding itself. 

“huh. that’s cool.”

“Yeah.”

They spent a minute watching it. Then Gaster stepped back, clapping his hands together. “Right! No time to waste! Back to work!”

Everyone did so. 

And then it was time to make the folds. Sans started the machine up. On the timeline monitor, their timeline folded back on itself again. 

“… fold in time is complete and stable.” He looked up at Alphys. “ready for the space fold whenever you are, al.”

“R-right. I-its almost-… done! S-space fold is stable!”

Cheers rang out through the room. And then everything was plunged into darkness.

Sans felt his Soul skip a beat. Had something—

The emergency lights kicked in, casting a reddish glow across everything.

“Nothing to worry about.” Gaster said above the scared murmurs, not just from Sans. “Folding takes a lot of power. Probably the whole of the Underground is in a blackout right now. But the machine is still operational, because I rigged it up to the emergency power system, too!”

“are-… are you sure that was a good idea…?” Sans whispered.

Gaster shrugged. “It’s not like I didn’t include failsafes. If things get too tight, the machine will shut down. 

“if you’re sure…” Sans rocked a little on his toes. 

Gaster noticed, and set a reassuring hand on Sans’ shoulder. “It’s fine. … Now then! Time to send this back-”

“Sir!” Alphys shouted. “L-look!”

On the timeline monitor, something was happening. One of the two folds, the exit fold, was collapsing— unfolding. 

If it successfully unfolded, then it would tear apart half of the space fold, too. They would be left with two folds- one for space and one for time- leading out into the nothingness. Sans shivered.

“Watch it.” Gaster commanded. “If it goes any more than halfway unfolded, shut it down.”

“Yes, s-sir!”

And then the fold completely undid itself. 

Alphys didn’t have enough time to react. Sans didn’t have enough time to react. Gaster didn’t have enough time to react.

No one had enough time to react.

The distortion in the air that was the folds suddenly became a gaping black rift, a tear in space and time, a hole into the Void. There was a sound like the roar of wind. The scream of tearing metal. Ground rumbling and shaking. 

The tiles on the floor of the room, the walls, the ceiling, the room’s very existence, pulling apart, dragged into the Void.

Someone fell in. Screaming. The instant they hit the blackness, their voice went silent. 

Gaster’s voice, above the noise. 

Shut it down! Alphys, SHUT IT DOWN!!

Alphys, reaching for the emergency shutdown button—

Sans was on the floor. Sliding. Blackness looming before him, cold emptiness, nothingness.

Clawing at the floor, trying to grip something, anything. Screaming. Had to stop, Dings, Dings, HELP, HELP ME—

Silence. Utter silence, the cold, dark, empty timelessness of the Void. 

Sans screamed. The echoes of his voice didn’t even come back to greet him. 

Help. 

Time was irrelevant here. This is the Void, outside such trivial matters.

A flash of an image. 

Child approaching, through the snow—

They’re

Scared  //  Blank faced

Blackness, timeless, so cold, empty—

Slipping through the True Lab. Onscreen, the human fights a Shyren—

They

Hum along  //  Strike it down

Lost, so lost, Dings, please—

Golden hallway. Final Corridor. Silhouette approaches.

They

Carry a stick // Carry a knife

Dings please

Haven’t given up // Never even tried

Help me

Have no LOVE // have too much LOVE

Remember me

Snowdin. Running to Waterfall, shouting. Papyrus. Papyrus. Where are you, Papyrus? Collapsing, in the snow—

Relief //  Panic

because there

Are footprints leading back to town

//

Is a red scarf in the snow, covered in dust

Dings— Papyrus— 

PLEASE—

Gaster’s arms around him, hugging him tight.

It was okay. Everything would be okay, now, Gaster was here, he would—

Whh— wh—

N-

Nnhh—

No- NO—

Flailing, blue glow against his chest, torn away from Gaster’s embrace—

Going to push you out. Won’t let you fall in again. 

DINGS NO NO YOU CANT DO THIS PLEASE PLEASE I NEED YOU—

Blue glow against his chest guttering and fading, movement slowing. Blasters, behind Gaster, mouths bright, beams arcing in slow motion—

…Too far a range for Blue Magic. But I’m not going to let you stay here.

Light, blinding, pressure against his chest. Sudden rush of noise, color, light, so much noise—

Dings, no, please—

I love you. Goodbye, Sans, my son.

~o0o~

Sans woke to the sound of his own breathing, and the soft hum of machinery fans. 

There was something wrong. He didn’t know what, but something was wrong. Well. Aside from the ache in his chest and skull. 

He moaned, opening his eyes. After a moment, he recognized the ceiling of the True Lab above him. 

“O-oh!” A familiar voice gasped. “Y-you’re awake!”

Sans sat up, grunting a little. He was on some sort of operating table. “whhngh-… al—… alphys—…?”

The lizard monster stopped where she was. “U-um—… h-how do you k-know my n-name?”

He stared at her. “we work together-…”

Alphys frowned a little. “W-what?”

“yeah. we were working on-…” Sans realized he couldn’t remember what they were working on. “on something. under d-…” Or whom they had been working under. “d-… g—… gah-… under the royal scientist.”

Alphys’s frown deepened. “I am t-the Royal Scientist.”

Sans couldn’t put his finger on it, but something about that seemed wrong. “n-no…”

Alphys took a step forward, setting a hand against Sans’ chest. “I think y-you need to l-lie back down.”

Sans obliged. He really didn’t feel too well. “what-… what happened…?”

Alphys looked at him. “I w-was hoping you c-could answer that. I w-was headed to the g-garbage dump in W-Waterfall when I f-found you l-lying on the ground looking like y-you had been hit by a p-pretty strong a-attack.”

An attack—…

—Push you out—

Sans shrugged, closing his eyes again. “…oh well. maybe it’ll come back to me with rest.”

“W-wait, before you f-fall asleep—!” 

He opened his eyes again. 

“W-who are you?”

… Something seemed…

“yep, i’m sa-, wait. did you say doctor?”

… So wrong.

“… i’m sans.”
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50 ~ Voided Memories

Whhu—

What—

What— why can’t— why can’t I—

I can’t— 

Help.

HELP!

Please, please—

…

N-… no. No, I can-…

…

I cannot panic. I will do something. 

Assess the situation. What happened, where am I, how did I get here. 

… I can’t-… can’t…

No. No. I will not panic.

Where am I? Let’s start there. Simple enough. I can do that.

Where am I?

… It’s dark. Is it? I think it’s—…

No, no, I can still see mys—…

What.

What happened to me? Where’s my body?

What-…

I can’t-… I can’t feel myself. I see myself move, but I can’t—… Oh, Annoying Dog, I’m completely numb! I can’t even—

No, no, stop. I am not going to shoot myself with a Blaster just to see if I can feel it.

Yet.

STOP.

Where am I? Answer that.

Okay, so it’s dark, or, at the very least, it’s entirely black. Am I-… yes, I think I’m… falling? There’s nothing beneath me, I’m not standing on anything, so I must be—

—golden hallway, Sans on his knees, so much red—

— THE HELL WAS THAT SANS I CAN’T LET SANS—

Stop it. Calm down. 

Where am I?! Answer!

I’m not on top of anything, so I’m either falling or…

Or not falling. Perhaps there is no gravity? I don’t-… don’t feel like I’m falling. But, then, I can’t feel anything. So…

And there’s nothing here to tell if I’m moving. No stationary objects to base my own location off of. 

No other objects at all. It’s just completely-…

The Void. That’s where I am. Outside space and time… there’s no doubt.

… Okay. Next step. How did I get here?

There was… the folding machine. Something…

Was there… not enough power for all four folds? Or… or…

Doesn’t matter right now. The time fold, it… 

The exit unfolded. That unfolded the space-exit-fold, too. 

I remember the distortion… being pulled…

But I braced myself. Held on. It wasn’t that difficult. How did I end up here?

Something… everything being pulled in… Sans. Sans fell. He fell in.

I… Ran? Jumped in. Yes. I couldn’t let him fall in. So I jumped in to catch him. I-…

I had him. In my arms. My son. We were still falling, though. I-..

I couldn’t—

—Waterfall. A human child runs from a warrior, towards Hotland. Sans is— at a sentry station? Sleeping?! The human shouts for his help, but he doesn’t—

-at is this?! Why am I seeing this?

… It’s gone now. 

… Back to…

I had to protect Sans. 

… Blue Magic didn’t reach far enough, though. I tried, tried to push him back through the fold. It didn’t go far enough, though. 

I-… I had to…

Blasters. I was— I was careful— I had to be— had to hit Sans, push him back— each Blaster just a little farther, until—

Until now. Here I am. In the Void. 

I-…

… Crap. 

~o0o~

Sans left the True Lab several hours later. 

They had talked for some time. Sans had learned that Alphys had become the Royal Scientist after creating a robot that, apparently, had a Soul. (The idea seemed familiar to him, but he couldn’t remember from where.) And although he had the keenest sense that he knew her, he couldn’t, for the life of him, remember meeting her before, except for the vague half-recollection of working with her, under the instruction of-… someone. They decided that, when she found him half-dead in Waterfall, he had still been half-conscious, and created some sort of dream with her in it.

Eventually, Sans realized it was getting late, and he had to head home. Alphys, though, invited him back. 

Sans took a shortcut home, flopping down on the couch. 

It seemed that Papyrus wasn’t home right now, so Sans took the opportunity to think. 

How had he ended up unconscious in Waterfall? …he had a vague recollection of… something bad. Dark emptiness. Loss. 

And then Papyrus came in. 

“Sans!” The thirteen-year-old admonished. “I’ve been looking all over for you! Where have you been?!”

“waterfall, apparently.” Sans shrugged. 

Papyrus frowned. “What were you doing there?”

Sans shrugged again. “dunno. been tryin’ to figure that out myself. not much luck, though.”

“You mean you don’t know?! Sans, you’re telling me that you’re so lazy you don’t even remember what you were doing?”

Sans didn’t think that sounded quite right. He thought he worked hard at his job-… Granted, he couldn’t actually remember having a job that actually required a lot of work, so… “guess so.”

“NYEH! How did I end up with so lazy a brother?!”

Sans just shrugged, prompting another shout of frustration from Papyrus.

~o0o~

The next morning, Sans decided to head over to Waterfall to see if he couldn’t figure out what had happened to him. So, he got up and took a shortcut out to Waterfall. 

For a little while, he wandered around, looking for… something. He went from cavern to cavern, and found nothing of consequence. 

And… and that was it. There was just… nothing. Nothing notewor—

Wait.

Wait.

There was supposed to be a hallway there.

Sans looked again at the small table with the crystal-encased cheese on it, then turned around. The room opened up, before turning into the span of bridges over luminous water. 

There was supposed to be a hallway there, definitely. 

… wasn’t there?

He trekked back through the short span.

And… and there still wasn’t a hallway. He did it again, and there most definitely wasn’t a hallway there. 

This is ridiculous. Sans told himself. There’s obviously not another room here, and walking back and forth isn’t—

Something caught his eye. Half buried in the ground, right about where the cheese-on-the-table cave transitioned into the bridges cavern, there was… something.

Sans stepped forward, and carefully began digging it out of the dirt.

It was a piece of paper. It was tattered and worn, faded with age, damp and soiled. 

But, still visible, was a child’s drawing, done in crayon, of three figures. The first appeared to be tall, the second about two thirds of the first, and the third pointedly just a little taller than the second. 

To anyone else, the drawing would maybe have been cute, sure, but it wouldn’t have been especially important. 

But to Sans…

He remembered now. That was him, and Papyrus, and D-… 

Well. He remembered some things. He remembered that he was the creation of the Royal Scientist. He remembered growing up in the lab. He remembered the turn, the losing hope. Remembered Papyrus, seeing his brother the first time. Remembered escaping (he couldn’t quite remember, though, if he had had help with that…) and living in the hotel. Remembered getting sick, their Souls decaying, and trusting his creator.

Remembered the last few years. 

There were still many things he didn’t remember. He couldn’t remember the Royal Scientist’s face, or name. He couldn’t remember his voice, or how he acted, or any exact words his creator had said. 

But he remembered what had happened.

The time-folding machine. The fold, and falling into it. The distorted images, other times, other places. 

His creator jumping after him, hugging him for an instant. 

And being shoved back, towards the fold. Screaming and flailing, trying to hold on.

That was the one moment, the one thing he could remember with astounding clarity.

The Blue Magic fading from his Soul, and the huge dragon skulls appearing behind his creator.

And the Royal Scientist… his coat, melting down to his feet, as cracks spanned across his face, his right eye a sagging crescent. His mouth twisting upward, teeth crumbling away, to make a warped grin like a jagged black crevasse across his face.

I love you. Goodbye, Sans, my son.

And then the Blasters had hit Sans in the chest, and he had passed out. 

~o0o~

When Papyrus came home from school, he found Sans sitting on the couch, looking at a dirty piece of paper.

“Hello, Sans!” Papyrus noticed the sort of down look on his brother’s face, and did his best to put on a cheery smile, in hopes of lifting his brother’s spirits.

“… hey, bro.” Sans slowly looked up at Papyrus. “… can you do me a favor?”

Papyrus smiled. “Of course, Sans! How can I help you?”

“can… can you tell me about—… about our-… our dad?”

Papyrus blinked a little. “What do you mean?”

“like-… do you… do you remember him?”

Papyrus frowned. “No… I remember you told me he fell down when I was too small to remember him.” Papyrus’s face brightened a little. “And that’s why you took care of me!”

Sans blinked, his brow furrowing. “… right…” He sounded hesitant, though. Looking at the paper in his hands again, he continued. “w-well, what about the core?”

“What about it?”

Papyrus thought he saw a flash of relief cross Sans’ face. “can you tell me who built it?”

“Of course! It was the last Royal Scientist, the one before the Great Dr. Alphys!”

Sans looked up at him, desperation in his eyes. “yeah, but who was he?”

“He was…” Papyrus trailed off, realizing he didn’t know. That was strange. He thought he knew a lot about monster history, and really, the CORE’s construction really couldn’t have happened that long ago… “He was… I’m sorry, Sans. I don’t know.”

Sans sighed. “… no. i’ve been asking around town. no one does. i thought that maybe, maybe you would have been… but, what about me? where do i work?”

“Where do you…?” Papyrus frowned a little, rubbing his jaw. “Don’t you have that show at the hotel? The one where Mettaton lives?”

“… tell me about mettaton.”

Papyrus’s eyesockets widened. “You don’t know about Mettaton?! He’s only the most amazing tv star there is! They say that Dr. Alphys created him for Asgore, and now he’s the entire Underground’s star!”

“… oh. huh.”

Papyrus was suddenly concerned. Normally, when he got excited about things, Sans got a little excited, too, like Papyrus’s excitement was rubbing off on him. Or, at least, he was happy to see Papyrus excited. This, though…

“Sans, is something wrong?”

“i- i think-…” Sans whispered, folding up the paper and slipping it into his pocket. “i think that someone i love, very, very much, has… has f— fallen—”

Sans didn’t say any more. Papyrus didn’t let Sans say any more. He came forward, sitting next to Sans on the couch, hugging Sans to his chest. 

He understood now, what all those strange questions were about. Sans was trying to take his mind off his friend who was gone. 

But Sans had to accept that whoever had Fallen Down was gone, and pushing down the grief wouldn’t make it better. Papyrus wanted to help Sans, help him accept that, help him get through it.

So he hugged Sans tightly, and rubbed his back. “It’s okay, Sans. I know you miss them, but everything’s going to be okay.”

And suddenly, Sans was hugging Papyrus, sobbing. He cried and shook, burying his face in Papyrus’s red scarf, the force of the tremors that ran through him with each sob enough to shake Papyrus. 

Papyrus just hugged his brother tightly, rubbing his back. “Shh, shh, it’s okay, Sans. I know, I know you miss them. It’s okay.”

Sans clung to his brother, holding fistfuls of Papyrus’s orange sweater. “p-pap—”

“Yes?” Papyrus asked gently.

“p-pap, don’ leave me! d-don’t g-go—”

“Okay, Sans. I’ll stay here. I’m not going to go anywhere.”

Sans let out a choked sob. “i d-don’ w-wanna be alone-…”

“I know, Sans.” Papyrus rubbed the top of Sans’ skull, and held on to Sans tightly. “You’re not alone. I’m right here.”

“d-don’t go-…”

“I’m not going anywhere. I’ll stay right here.”

“…don’t l-leave-… me- a-al-one—…”

“I’m not going to leave you, Sans. I promise.”

Sans just sobbed harder. 
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51 ~ Seen the War

Several months had passed, and to Papyrus, it seemed that Sans was still missing his Fallen friend.



In truth, it was deeper than that. 

Sans had done research, asked questions. No one remembered the previous Royal Scientist, except that he had built the CORE. Not even Alphys had met him- apparently, the True Lab had been empty for some time before she became Royal Scientist. 

Sans had gone down to the tenth floor (he had taken a shortcut to avoid Alphys’s attention) and into his creator’s lab. It was…

Wrong. He didn’t know how, but it was so wrong. 

He left quickly.

Eventually, he decided to try resetting to before the… the machine had… done whatever it had done. 

But when he went back, the hallway was already gone. Like…

Like Sans’ creator hadn’t even existed. The machine had never been built. That room had never even been there. 

Months passed, and Sans couldn’t comprehend it. The Royal Scientist , his creator, his dad was just…

Just… gone. He was… he had never even been there. 

How…

So yes, Sans was grieving.

His father had never existed.

How do you get over something like that?

You don’t. 

His father had voluntarily jumped into the Void to save him. 

So…

So it was—…

If Sans hadn’t fallen in, then his dad wouldn’t have jumped in to save him. Wouldn’t have pushed him out—…

He had been erased from existence to save Sans.

Because of Sans.

This idea obviously didn’t help Sans’ state of mind, and he only got more depressed. 

Once they hit the six-month mark, Papyrus decided it was time to get Sans up and out of the house (because he had been practically living on the couch the entire time) and talking to people. So Papyrus got Sans up, helped him clean up a bit. It was kinda difficult, because Sans absolutely refused to take off the blue jacket he was wearing, but eventually, Papyrus managed to get his brother looking a little less like a total slob.

Then he led his brother out the door, and into Snowdin town. There was a little restaurant there, and, although Papyrus never went there himself, the place seemed like it would fit Sans nicely. 

“Just don’t eat anything there, alright?” Papyrus told his brother right outside the door. “It’s so greasy. We have standards, after all!”

Sans sighed a little. Really, he didn’t want to go out. Didn’t want to talk to anyone. He was really just doing this to humor his brother. “… ‘kay, bro.”

“And talk to people, Sans.”

“‘kay, bro.”

“Don’t just sit in a corner and mope!”

“‘kay, bro.”

“Sans, please.”

Another sigh. “… alright, pap. i promise i’ll talk to people.”

Papyrus nodded, then leaned forward and hugged Sans. “Good. This will be good for you, Sans.”

Sans just nodded a little. 

Then Papyrus said goodbye, and Sans was stepping into the restaurant. 

Grillby’s was, to be honest, a nice place. It had a sort of warm, friendly atmosphere. The light level was low, but not so low as to be difficult to see, just easy on the eyes. There were a couple of customers there, chatting amongst each other to create a soft hum of background noise that wasn’t so loud as to be uncomfortable. There was a jukebox in one corner, playing some song or other. 

Sans saw an empty booth seat, over in the corner. He started to head in that direction. 

Then he remembered Papyrus’s words, his promise.

With a small sigh, Sans adjusted his path, heading towards the bar, behind which stood the bartender, a fire elemental, presumably the owner of the place, cleaning a glass.

With another sigh, Sans dropped himself onto one of the barstools. The fire elemental seemed to be looking at him, but Sans couldn’t tell if he was talking or not- he didn’t have a mouth.

“Grillby says hi.” A bird monster next to Sans said. “And, uh, welcome to Grillby’s.”

Sans nodded a little, for once glad of his permanently-affixed smile— he doubted he could smile otherwise. So long as he kept the despondent look from his eyes, no one would ever know he wasn’t grinning. “don’t talk much?”

Grillby shook his head just a little.

“He’d like to know if there’s anything he can get you.”

“uh.” Sans glanced at the menu. He knew he couldn’t eat anything— didn’t want to horrify anyone with his apparently freaky eating. So, then… “just a burger, please. with ketchup, if you’ve got any.”

Grillby nodded, setting down the glass he had been polishing, and walking out through a back exit.

For a few minutes, Sans chatted with the bird monster. She really had nothing interesting to say, nothing that Sans was interested in, anyway. Sans chatted anyway, and cracked a few puns, leaving the bird monster in hysterics. 

And then, Grillby was back, carrying a plate with a burger on it, and a ketchup bottle. He set both in front of Sans.

Sans reached for the ketchup bottle. “thanks.” He started to screw off the lid.

“…… I’ve seen that look before…”

Sans looked up from the ketchup bottle. Grillby was standing behind the bar, glass back in hand. 

“huh?”

“….. That look on your face…. That’s the expression of someone who’s lost family…..”

Sans let out a small, pained chuckle, setting down the bottle. “… it’s that easy to see, huh?”

“….. No….. I’ve seen that look too many times….. During the war……”

Sans looked down. “… oh.”

Having seen Sans with the ketchup bottle, Grillby slid the bottle across the bar top. “….. I don’t want to pry…. but….. if you need someone to listen……”

The edge of Sans’ grin twitched upwards, just a little. “… heh. thanks.” Sans grabbed the ketchup bottle and lifted it to his mouth. In a few seconds, he had drained it. 

“Dude!” One of the other bar patrons laughed. “That’s gross!”

Sans snickered, wiping at his mouth with the sleeve of his jacket. “thanks for the condiment, pal.” 

Sans stayed at Grillby’s for a few hours. 

Eventually, he started to get up. Then he looked back at his uneaten burger. “oh, uh. guess i gotta pay for that, huh?” He reached into his pockets, only to find that he had no gold with him. “um… can i open a tab?”

The bartender nodded. “……. Name…?”

“… i’m sans. sans the skeleton.”

~o0o~

Papyrus looked away from the Mettaton show on TV when Sans came in the door.

“Sans!” He grinned. “How was it?”

Sans blinked a little. “… alright.”

Papyrus looked at Sans hopefully. “Did you talk to anyone?”

“yeah. and-… and i think…” Sans thought back on his time there. He and Grillby hadn’t spoken much at all while he was there, but the fire elemental had been there the entire time, with a sort of authority that was very comforting to Sans. He thought that, maybe if he could remember a little better, it might have reminded him of his dad. “… i think i might have made a friend.”

Papyrus’s grin widened. “That’s very good!”

Sans nodded a little, then yawned. “… i think i’m gonna go to bed now, though…”

Papyrus nodded. He realized this must have been a very exerting day for Sans, especially because he was Sans, and he was probably very tired. “Alright.”

Sans started for the stairs. 

“Oh, and-…”

Sans stopped, turned around to look at Papyrus.

“… I know… I know you didn’t really want to go, and so… I’m really proud of you, brother.”

Sans’ permanent grin widened just a tiny bit. “… heh… thanks, bro.”

~o0o~

The fear of sleep was a familiar feeling to Sans.

He had the vaguest sense that this had happened before, that, sometime, he had been afraid of his dreams, and his creator had helped him. 

But now, his dad was gone.

When he had fallen into the Void, Sans had caught an infinity of glimpses of other timelines. All the different possibilities, some of them nice (like the Barrier being destroyed and all the monsters making it peacefully to the surface) and some of them not so nice (a mass genocide through the Underground, where Papyrus was killed, and Sans was the last to fight the human as per his duties as Judge.)

It was usually these not so nice timelines that cropped up in his imagination as he slept, causing more nightmares. None of them were so bad, though, that he had woken up screaming.

Yet. 

Regardless, they made him a little afraid to sleep.

But, sooner or later, his exhaust overcame him, and sleep he did.

~o0o~

Nonexistence was hard.

He wasn’t sure how long he had been there. Really, though, time was completely irrelevant. He hadn’t really been there for more than an instant, and it had already been an eternity. 

For a little while, it had been painful. Despite his best efforts, his panic had gotten the better of him, and he had started screaming into the darkness. But with nothing there to bounce back the soundwaves, there wasn’t even an echo. 

The flashes of images didn’t help, either. There were a copious number of them where Sans died, and even more where Papyrus died. The worst were where both died. 

Soon enough, alone in the darkness, his panic took on a bitterness. 

Was this some sort of punishment? For all the bad things he’d done? 



Sure, he hadn’t been a good person, and sure, some of the time, he hadn’t even been trying to be a good person, but he had been working to make up for it! He thought he had been forgiven…

But no. How can you forgive something like that? The weapons. The murder. The blood from the war, so much of it on his hands. Then his sons. He had seen the other timelines. The times where he had killed Sans. Didn’t matter that it had been an accident. It was still Sans’ dust on his hands. And the experiments. He was so cold.

And there were more of the images. Torturous images, didn’t matter that some of them were almost nice. The bad ones far outweighed the good.

He learned that he couldn’t feel his own attacks. They didn’t appear to damage him in the slightest, either. 

That had seemed to disappoint him, too.

Eventually, he figured that the images must have been glimpses of the other timelines. 

With a sort of numbness, he somehow pulled back. Looked at the timelines with a sort of detachedness. 

They appeared as windows of code, the white-outlined boxes with white text scrolling through them. 

He knew this was… probably exciting. Wasn’t it…? 

He selected one of the windows at random, and started trying to decipher the code, the program of the timeline. 

It made no sense. Not like any program he had ever seen. 

That was… disappointing…? Saddening…?

He realized that the panic had left him entirely. In it’s place, the cold numbness of the Void had crept in. Into his Soul. 

He looked back at the window. Then away again to the black depths of the Void. 

… it wasn’t just his body that was numb, now.

Oh well. 

He kept looking at the code. Eventually, bits and pieces of it began to make sense.

He could distinguish clearly between the timelines. 

It might have taken an eternity, but he found the timeline that had been his. 

He found the code that was his sons’.

That almost sparked a bit of warmth in the cold of the Void that numbed his Soul. 

… he almost wished… almost hoped…

But no. He was in the Void. He did not exist. He never had, and never would. 

He was the Void, now.
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52 ~ Sixth Soul

The next few days found Sans at Grillby’s quite frequently. He had found he rather liked the place. It had an easy atmosphere, and friendly patrons. When he kinda implied that he would rather not talk about where he was from, everyone stopped asking. And Grillby still had that sort of authority, that, while Sans got the sense that it was definitely more quiet than his dad’s, it still had the same sort of general feel to it, and that was comforting to Sans. 

He also visited Alphys frequently. She was still just as brilliant and awkward as he remembered, and now she was even more of a recluse. 

And it was she that gave Sans the idea, or, at least, really made him think about it. 

He hadn’t told her anything, none of the real story. He had just talked about the theory of it all. Theoretically if you could fold time, fold space, theoretically if there was a nothingness outside the planes. Theoretically, if someone fell outside those planes, if anyone would remember them, if they had ever existed. 

She had said something to the effects of “well, no, I don’t think anyone would remember them.” And then she had gotten concerned. “O-oh, Annoying D-Dog! Can you imagine? What if s-someone is stuck there?! M-maybe we should t-try to build something, j-just in case.”

That had been what convinced Sans of his plans. Not that he would tell Alphys- “no. absolutely not, it’s far too dangerous! what if one of us got stuck, then what?”

He had already gotten his dad erased from existence. He would already never forgive himself for that. But if Alphys got erased, too…

It wasn’t that hard to convince Alphys to drop it- she already had to worry about her robot-turned-star’s body, and apparently she had found some old unfinished project plans to inject inanimate objects with Determination, that might help with breaking the Barrier. She was already far too busy.

But Sans… Sans was going to build a machine.

He needed to find somewhere to do it though. Somewhere secret, preferably, where no one could find it and cause issues.

He would look for someplace like that.

~o0o~

Time slipped on, the brothers got older. Sans turned twenty eight, and Papyrus fourteen. 

Papyrus noticed a difference in his brother. He was still sad-seeming. Tired and depressed, missing the Fallen Down friend whom he refused to talk about. But there was a new light in his eyes. Papyrus didn’t know what it was, but Sans had found a new hope. 

Eventually, Sans found the perfect place to build on that hope: the basement. 

Papyrus lived in the house, and not even he remembered the basement was there. It would make the perfect place to build in secret.

When Sans went down there, he found that it was a small but reasonably-sized room. There was a counter against one wall. Once he got the dust cleaned up and the boxes moved, it would make a decent workshop. Most of the boxes were full of random junk, some of which Sans saved, some of it he tossed out. 

And there was a photo album. Sans opened it slowly, hoping for maybe, possibly, a picture of his creator somewhere inside.

That wasn’t what he found. It was… it was pictures of him.

Alphys was in a few of them, too, along with several other monsters. In the pictures, everyone was wearing lab coats, and the background looked either like a lab or somewhere in Waterfall.

A good deal of the pictures were Sans’ reactions to what appeared to be some prank or other— hidden cameras capturing his surprise and laughter. Others, he was posing for the camera, a group of monsters he assumed to be his friends around him. And still others were just random shots around the lab and construction site, various monsters in the process of doing various jobs. 

He… didn’t remember this. Had his dad taken these? 

And… and if he had…

How… how had they survived…?

Well… some things had survived. The CORE. This house. The brothers.

And now these pictures. 

Carefully, Sans pulled out the tattered piece of paper from his pocket, the one with Papyrus’s drawing. He opened to the back of the album, where there were still a few empty slots for pictures, and slid the paper in.

Quietly closing the photo album, he walked over to the counter, pulling one of the drawers open. Inside, he found only one thing. It looked like a name badge, but the name had been smudged and faded to the point of illegibility. 

For a moment, Sans wondered if it had been Dad’s tag. 

Then he set the photo album in the drawer, and turned towards the door out, tears filling his eyesockets.

That was enough cleaning for today.

~o0o~

A few more days passed. 

Papyrus’s school was on a field-trip to New Home. Sans was currently walking through Waterfall, one location in particular, where there ought to have been a certain hallway, but there wasn’t. 

He was about to cross a bridge when he saw movement. He paused. 

At the opposite side of the bridge, there was a figure, silhouetted by the glow of the water. 

Sans took a few steps back, shrinking into the shadows. 

The figure neared. Sans’ instinct was right- it was a human.

They walked by without noticing him hiding in some tall grass. He saw they were carrying a frying pan, and wearing an apron. 

He knew he should take a shortcut now, to await them in the Final Corridor, but…

He didn’t. He just watched.

After a few minutes, the human walked out of his range of sight. So Sans took a shortcut to another patch of tall grass, ducking down to look at the human.

They were confronted by a woshua. Sans readied himself to step in and defend the monster. 

But the human didn’t attack. They appeared to be talking to the woshua. After maybe five or six minutes, the woshua wandered off with a loud proclamation of “WOSH U HANDS” and the human proceeded.

Sans followed.

They progressed through Waterfall similarly as to how they had with the woshua- with a kindness that Sans had been led to believe did not exist in humans. 

Eventually, they made it to Hotland, where they ran into a vulkin. 

And then, as they lifted the frying pan, Sans were afraid they were going to hit the small monster. 

He started forward.

The human set the frying pan on top of the vulkin, setting what looked like a cinnamon bun from the shop in Snowdin in the pan.

“There, see?” Sans could hear the human laughing. “We can cook together!”

The vulkin let out a happy cheer.

Sans knew he had seen enough. He took a shortcut to the Final Corridor.

This human… they were… good. He…

He didn’t want to kill them. He didn’t want to.

But that was his job as Judge. Kill all the humans to fall into the Underground. 

He continued with this line of thought until the human arrived. They no longer had the frying pan or apron. Sans wondered what had happened to the items.

human.” He said slowly. “so, you’ve made it this far. the final corridor. the end of your journey is at hand. if you pass this hall, you will meet the king, who will fight you for your soul. that’s then. now, you will be judged. you will be judged for your every action.” He paused. Really, here, the whole EXP/LOVE speech didn’t work. They had hardly any at all. But they had to die. So… “for years, monsters have suffered in the underground, because of humans’ cruelty. we have struggled through our imprisonment with only one hope. the freedom beyond the barrier. but you, human. you stand in our way. to gain that freedom, we require seven human souls. for that, for the suffering caused by your kind, i, comic sans, judge of the underground, declare you guilty, and sentence you to death.”

He paused here, looking at the human. They rocked on their toes a little, then bowed their head, closing their eyes. “… Okay.”

Sans nodded a little, then summoned four Blasters, aimed at the human. 

He charged them up, readied to fire.

The human didn’t move. It almost would have been easier if they did.

All Sans had to do was let go of the Magic…

“… aw, who’m i kidding? first and foremost here, i’m supposed to be the judge. and what kind of judge would i be if i sentenced you to death for crimes that were committed before you were even born?” Sans let out a small, tense chuckle as he dismissed the Blasters. “heck, as far as i know, the only crime you’ve committed is using a vulkin as a stove, and i don’t think that’s even really actually illegal unless the vulkin explicitly says it doesn’t want to be used as a stove.”

He looked at the human, who still had their eyes closed. 

“… i’m not gonna kill you, kid.”

They opened one eye, looking up at him. “… Are you sure?”

“yeah.”

They opened their other eye. “Then… Can I go see the king?”

“kiddo, you don’t want to go see him. he will kill you.”

“… I know.”

Sans blinked a little. “what… pal, listen. turn around. go back into the underground. kind as you are, i’m sure someone will take you in, care for you. you can—”

“No.”

“… huh?”

“… You said it yourself. Monsters have been suffering in the Underground for a long time. And you need human Souls to break the Barrier. I-… if I can help with that… Monsters don’t deserve this. Please, if-… if you won’t-… please, let me on to Asgore.”

Sans blinked a little, then slowly stepped to the side. The human started forward. 

“… kid…”

They stopped, looking at him. “Do-… do you know… that there are stories… the Underground is under Mt. Ebbot. They say-… they say that those who climb the mountain never return… I’ve been told to stay away from the mountain since I was a little kid.”

Then they started walking again. 

Sans watched them as they passed, and continued down the hall.

If-… If the mountain was supposed to be dangerous, if no one ever came back-…

Why-…

Why had the human climbed up it?

…Why…

They couldn’t-… couldn’t have really wanted to…

To…

Could they?

Sans shook his head, readying to take a shortcut out of the hall. It-… it didn’t matter. It was over. It didn’t matter, now. 

He stepped out of the shortcut into the house, flopping onto the couch.

What could have possibly driven them to the point of wanting to…

…

…Would Sans ever reach that point?

No. No. He wouldn’t. He never would. No matter what, he would always hold on. Always.

He had promised.
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53 ~ Instability

More time went by. 

With only Sans trying to build the machine, everything was taking so much longer. Nearly another year passed, and he was still just working on a timeline monitor. 

He still went out to Grillby’s often, and visited Alphys, but his attention, his Determination, his Soul, was focused on building the machine. He went to Grillby’s only when he needed a break, and to Alphys when he needed help with some mathematical calculation or needed to borrow some tools his workshop didn’t have.

He worked nearly every waking hour on the machine. 

He could barely remember his creator, but he knew Dad would have done the same for him. He loved his father, this unknown person, with a wild strength that drove him on. He would rescue his father.

But his constant focus on his mission meant neglect in everything else. 

He rarely talked to people, except for the rare visits to Alphys’s or Grillby’s. He slept the bare minimum allowed for his body. He ate little more than what he could carry with him while working. He didn’t clean up after himself, except to keep his workshop in the basement organized. 

Eventually, Papyrus got worried. He sat Sans down for a serious conversation.

“Sans, I’m happy to see you working so hard at… whatever it is you’re working on, but I think you need to tone it back just a little! Even I know that a Soul can only take so much hard work before it need to rest, and you need to rest!”

Sans looked at his brother a little, and realized that Papyrus had grown more in the last year. He was now nearly six and a half feet tall. “… pap, i’m fine, really.”

“No, Sans, you’re not! You’re barely eating and sleeping less! Most mornings, I have to keep you from leaving to make sure you’ve had breakfast! And you’re in the basement every day, working all the time! You need to see more people, make more friends!”

“pap…”

“I’m really worried about you, Sans! If you keep going the way you are now, you’re going to hurt yourself really badly! Please, Sans!”

Sans blinked. “… papyrus, i… i have to…” …But no. Sans had promised. Anything for Papyrus. “…. alright… what… what do you want me to do?”

Papyrus looked at Sans. “Well, obviously I’m not going to tell you to stop working. Just… slow down a little, okay? Don’t hurt yourself. If-… I don’t know what I would do if-… if you-…”

Sans reached out a hand, setting it gently over one of Papyrus’s hands. “… alright, bro.” His smile widened just a little. “i’ll slow down a bit.”

Papyrus smiled just a little. 

~o0o~

After almost two more years, Sans started to get things working. The farther along he got, the fewer things went wrong. He had gotten better at checking his work.

He also had made a rule for himself, to satisfy Papyrus- no working after nine PM. He spent that time at Grillby’s, or with Alphys, or just with Papyrus. 

That was how he learned that Papyrus was intending to join the Royal Guard as soon as he turned eighteen. And how he learned that Undyne, a fish monster whom he had some vague recollection of, was captain of the Royal Guard, the youngest captain on record. Papyrus thought she was really cool. Sans thought she sounded a little… arrogant, but he supported his brother in his decision to join the guard. 

When he was getting ready to test out the machine, Sans found out that the house was directly wired to the CORE, giving it highest priority to the power there. He realized, with some surprise, that this didn’t surprise him at all. That made him wonder how much he subconsciously remembered about his creator. 

~o0o~

On one visit to the True Lab, Sans found Alphys in hysterics. 

“hey, hey, woah, what happened?” He asked her eventually, after getting her to calm down a bit. 

Slowly, in broken bits, she told the story. How she had followed some old research plans to extract Determination from the human Souls and inject it into flowers. But nothing has happened, so she had replanted the flowers in Asgore’s garden, and moved on. 

Started injecting Determination into the bodies of monsters who had Fallen Down. How they had woken up.

And how they had melted together. 

When she had told that part, Sans’ hands flew subconsciously to his unmoving jaw. That-… that seemed so familiar.

He got her to let him look at the amalgamated monsters. 

Their forms were all melded together, their bodies physically unstable. There was nothing he could do, although, he wasn’t sure what he had planned on doing.

She begged him to keep it a secret. He agreed to do so. 

~o0o~

Eventually, Sans was ready to start up his folding machine.

Before he did, though, he opened the photo album, flipping to the back page, where he had left the drawing. As he looked at it, running his fingertips over the worn paper, he blinked back tears.

“… i’ll… i’ll get you back, dad. i promise.”

He turned to the machine’s control panel. Hit a few buttons.

He was only trying to make two folds here. Not four. He was only folding out, not in. Just out to the Void. 

That had been the biggest problem. Finding a way to stabilize the folds when they didn’t have exits. But, after three years, toiling alone at his task, he had figured it out. 

… So he thought. 

The instant the folds were created, that black rift in the planes of space and time tore open, and Sans suddenly felt himself being pulled towards the gaping maw of the nothingness.

A thousand images, different spaces, different times, flooding his mind—

Papyrus’s dust in the snow

Taking the child’s hand, leading them through a shortcut to Grillby’s

Red scarf around his neck, child with a knife approaching

Offering a handshake, whoopee cushion in hand

Lying on a table in the lab, pain flaring through every bone, “you are fine, Sans.”

Papyrus’s excited exclamation that he had made the human his friend!

Pretending to sleep at his station as the human ran, screaming for his help, a flurry of spears at their heels

Agony in his skull, unable to see out of his left eyesocket, nausea with every movement

Kneeling, hands pressed to his ribs, no pain, just numbness, red leaking between his fingers

Something sparked, popped, and Sans was thrown backwards with the explosion. His skull smacked against the floor, seeming to knock out of his head all the images of the timelines except for a select few. 

A red scarf covered in dust. 

A traitor where he had thought there was a friend.

His own dust, sliding through his fingers.

And…

The harsh lights of the lab, machine overhead, steel table beneath him, cold, uncaring presence nearby.

He closed his eyes. 

Dusty red scarf. 

Opened his eyes. Head hurt. Closed his eyes. 

No sympathy for his pain, not from the one who caused it.

Opened his eyes again. That had already happened, was over. No more. He had apologized. Closed his eyes. 

Determination, glowing slightly on his hands. It was gritty, like there was something mixed into it. Something like dust. 

Opened his eyes. No, no, he was here, in the basement. Painful, yes, dying? No. No, he had promised Papyrus. Closed his eyes. 

Friend approaching. Not a friend, knife in hand, grin on face, dust on clothes, on hands. Traitor. Here to end it all.

No, no, this was not the end—

…

Not-…

… Sleep. Just…

Sleep. 

~o0o~

When Sans woke, he really didn’t feel much better. It really didn’t help that his rest had been plagued by all the images, of the Bad Times of timeline’s nonexistent past, and of the Bad Times in possible future timelines, which meant he woke up screaming. 

Once he had managed to calm down a little, he looked around. The lab was an absolute mess. The machine looked like it had been ripped apart, and there was black goop everywhere.

There was yet another spark of panic in Sans’ chest. Something about— another timeline— 

“It’s okay, Sans. It’s okay—”

No, no no nononononononono NO!

He couldn’t— couldn’t—

Had to go back— couldn’t—

He had to—

But he couldn’t—

He couldn’t go back. 

He couldn’t reset!! He reached and pulled and tugged, trying to trigger it like he had before, but he couldn’t!! It just wasn’t there!!

Sans realized with a detachedness that his breathing was coming in sharp gasps, and he was getting dizzy—

Blackness. 

~o0o~

In the following days, things only got worse for Sans. Nightmares woke him up once, twice, more times each night, often bringing Papyrus rushing in. 

Sans had mostly gotten the lab cleaned up, carting all the black Void sludge to the abyss in Waterfall and dumping it there. That had been challenging, as every time he saw the black stuff, it triggered another spike of panic in him.  The worst part was that he had found some of the black goop in the photo album, in one corner of the drawing. He had cleaned it off as best he could, but there was a large black splotch in the corner of the paper. 

But even that wasn’t the most tiring of it all.

He had promised his dad that he would save him. So, of course, he was going to try again on the machine. But oftentimes he would get to work, only to realize he had already done that, and it was still somehow not done. And-… and it seemed like Papyrus, and all the other residents of Snowdin, and Alphys, all often did things again.

Almost like…

Like…

Like when Sans had reset. Going back, doing things again. But Sans wasn’t resetting. It didn’t make sense…

But, Sans held on. He had promised, after all. Promised. 

And he didn’t break his promises.

~o0o~

The day came that Papyrus was finally eligible in terms of age to be in the Royal Guard. Sans had told him that a good way to make a first impression was to get an early start.

Of course, Papyrus took that literally, and got the earliest start in the day as he possibly could— arriving at the captain of the Royal Guard’s house at midnight precisely, the exact beginning of the day. 

He returned some time later, around nine thirty, looking excited. 

“well, bro?” Sans asked with just a little excitement. Papyrus was one of the few parts of his life that still held light for him. “how’d it go?”

Papyrus grinned at Sans. “She said I wasn’t ready to join the Royal Guard yet, but she would train me! And, she said that, in the meantime, I should join the Snowdin Sentries to help watch for humans!”

“wow, bro! that’s so cool.”

Papyrus struck a dramatic pose, somehow managing to get his red scarf to flap in the wind, despite the fact that there was no wind in the house for it to flap in. “NYEH HEH HEH!! I know!!”

Sans smiled, his permanent grin widening with genuine warmth.

And then Papyrus took a step forward, his own grin widening. “Sans! I know! You should become a Snowdin Sentry, too!”

Sans blinked, his brow furrowing a little. “… i dunno, bro. the way icy it, i’d make a horrible sentry. it’s way too cool of a job for someone snow much like me.”

Papyrus let out a groan. “Sa-ans! Please!”

Sans just chuckled a little.

Seeing Sans’ pause in puns, Papyrus continued. “And I think you should become a sentry, Sans! We can patrol together, you and me!”

“… i’m still not too sure, bro.”

“Imagine, the skeleton brothers, patrolling Snowdin! We’d be so popular! And we could do it together! Please, Sans?”

“… pap…”

“We could spend more time together. I could even carry you on my shoulders, if it would get you out of the house more. Please, Sans.”

Sans blinked. 

For Papyrus. He had promised. 

So, he let his grin widen lazily. “… alright, fine. i can be a sentry, too.”

~o0o~

Really, being a sentry wasn’t so bad. 

Sans was often following Papyrus around Snowdin forest, just happy to be with his brother. It was true that he liked spending more time with Papyrus, and, true to his word, whenever Sans started to get tired, as his dilapidated health often caused, Papyrus would lift Sans up and carry him, whether it was on his shoulders, his back, or simply in his arms. With the recent development of his horrifying nightmares, Sans found that one of the best places to sleep was Papyrus’s arms. 

And when he wasn’t with his brother, he sat at his sentry station. There wasn’t much to do there, and he appreciated it. What with his constant work on the machine, and spending time with Alphys or at Grillby’s, it was nice to have an hour or two spent just sitting out in the woods. It was… quiet. Peaceful. 

It gave him some time to think.

And, even with the reset-like deja vu feeling, his work on the machine progressed, and it looked like things might have been getting better.

~o0o~

… Until he got the timeline monitor working again. Because then he saw that something really had been resetting the timelines. They were an absolute mess, twisting and knotted around each other, some just ending, others splicing into each other. 

So… so they really had been resets, and not of Sans’ own violation. Something-… something out there could-…

Could just undo it. 

What, then, was the point? He would never be able to finish. That something was bound to reset before he could finish the machine, and then…

No. No. He had to keep trying. He had gotten this far, he would keep going!!

He had to. 

He-…

He had promised.

… He had…

      … promised…

~o0o~

It was late. 

All the other patrons of Grillby’s bar had long since gone home. 

Sans was sitting at the bar, his skull sitting in the crook of his arm, his other hand clutching a half-empty glass. 

Some few hours ago, he had wandered into the bar, and asked Grillby for a drink. The bartender had seen the look in Sans’ eyes, seen the despair, the hopeless sorrow, and silently obliged the skeleton’s request. 

Now, it was getting late, and Sans was on his fourth, fifth-… no, eighth… tenth…? glass. 

“d’you know, grillbz” he slurred drunkenly, “wha’ iz like? t’know tha’ i’ss all poin’less? tha’ i’ss all jus’ gonna go back, be undone, be reset…”

Grillby’s said nothing. He didn’t know what had happened to Sans, but he got the sense that Sans had been keeping things pent up for a long time. And, after all, the fire elemental had offered to listen if Sans needed someone to talk to, and it was clear that Sans desperately needed to get something off his chest. So Grillby was silent, letting Sans continue in his own time. 

Sans took another drink. “i jus’-… jus’ wan’ed to-… to get ‘im back, yannow? have my fam-” Sans hiccuped a little. “fam’ly t’gether ‘gain. b-but i can’t, b’cuz i’ss all jus’ gonna—…” he gestured vaguely. “yannow?”

Grillby shook his head a little.

Sans laughed bitterly. “n-no… wouldn’ ‘xpect ya to… i d-don’ either. i c-could do it, though.” Another hiccup. “a l-lon’ time ‘go. i c-could go back. f-fix thin’s. b-but now i can’t.” He took another drink, draining the glass. “n-not that it’d matter, ‘nyway. didn’ bring ‘im back. ‘cuz he wasn’ there to bring back—… d’you get it? ‘c-cuz he ne’er ‘xisted. never was there.” Shakily, he lifted his empty glass towards Grillby, hiccuping a bit, a pleading look on his face. “‘n-nother one…?”

Grillby accepted the empty glass, started to refill it. “…………………. Sans… are you sure… you want another…?”

Sans’ expression changed to desperation, and he nodded. Then it changed to despondency, and he shook his head before letting if fall back into his arm. “n-no, i don’t! i don’ wan’ it!” He sobbed. “i don’t—! … i jus’—… i jus’ wan’ my dad back! i wan’ ‘im back! b-b’cuz— b’cuz i-it waz m-my fault—!! i l-let g-go— c-couldn’ hold on— i-it was my f— faul’—… n’ n-now i c-can’t even g-go f-fix it—” Sans broke off, unable to keep talking through his choked, hiccuping sobs. 

For a few moments, Grillby just watched. Then he set down the still-empty glass, and set a warm hand on Sans’ shoulder. The sobbing skeleton flinched, but didn’t look up. 

“…………… Sans…” Grillby prompted quietly. 

Sans just let out a miserable whine. 

“…….. You have a brother…..”

“—oh— an—annoying d-dog— p-pap— i wasn— wasn’ even t-thinkin— i d-don’ d-de-serve—”

“…………. What’s his phone number……?”

Sans mumbled out a number, which Grillby didn’t hesitate to call. 

Not much later, Papyrus came into the bar, looking concerned. His gaze immediately latched onto his still-sobbing brother, seated at the bar. He didn’t hesitate to sweep Sans up in his arms, and Sans immediately clung to him.

“p-pap, i’m s-so sorry— i l-let g-go—”

Papyrus hugged his brother tightly. “Shh, shh, it’s okay, Sans. I’m here now. It’s okay.”

“m-my fault— b-b’cuz i l-let go— i c-can’t—”

“Hush, shh, I’ve got you now, just calm down. Everything’s going to be alright now.”

“n-not g-gonna let g-go ‘gain— i p-promised, pap—… p-prom-mised—… an’ i’ss so h-hard t’ k-keep— b-but i c-can’ let go ‘gain—…” Sans broke off, hugging Papyrus tightly, crying into his scarf. 

There was a little more conversation between Papyrus and Grillby, Papyrus saying something about thank you, and Grillby, hangovers and aspirin. 

And then Papyrus was walking away, home. Sans found himself on the couch, blanket over him, Papyrus rubbing his back.

Still crying a bit, Sans fell into oblivion. 
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54 ~ Royal Cooking Guard

Sans woke slowly, painfully. 

His head hurt. And he felt nauseous. 

He moaned, rolling onto his side, curling up and pressing his hands against his forehead. 

“Sans?” He heard Papyrus ask softly. “Are you awake?” Papyrus’s hand settled on his shoulder.

Sans mumbled a vaguely affirmative response. 

“Well, here, can you sit up?” 

“mmmnnnnnghhh…”

“… Grillby said you would have a headache.”

With Papyrus’s help, Sans managed to sit up. As Sans rubbed at his eyesockets, blinking against the pounding in his head and slight nausea, he saw Papyrus reaching for a glass of water on the endtable next to the couch. 

He made a sort of questioning noise as Papyrus handed him the glass. 

“Grillby told me to have some aspirin ready for when you woke up.” Papyrus answered. “I already dissolved it into the water.”

Sans accepted the glass and lifted it to his jaw, drinking it all. When he had finished it, Papyrus took the empty glass and set it back on the endtable. Then he looked back at Sans.

Sans had his brow furrowed against the pain in his skull, and looked overall just very miserable and tired. 

Papyrus let out a small sigh. “Come here, Sans.”

When Sans scooted closer on the couch, Papyrus gently grabbed him by the shoulders and forced him to lie back down, head and shoulders in Papyrus’s lap. Sans put up no resistance, just settling down in Papyrus’s lap with a quiet grunt. Papyrus started to rub Sans’ shoulders, soft flickers of green healing Magic jumping between his fingers. It wouldn’t do a whole lot for Sans’ headache, since he wasn’t technically wounded or injured in any way, but Papyrus knew that Sans was, for whatever reason, especially susceptible to the calming effects of healing Magic. 

As for the headache, well, that was what the aspirin was for. 

As Sans started taking slightly deeper breaths, his shoulders relaxing a bit, Papyrus decided now would be a good time to talk to Sans.

“Hey, Sans? Can I ask you something… maybe a little… difficult to answer?”

Sans grunted, and Papyrus decided to take that as an affirmative answer. 

“… Why did you drink so much?”

Papyrus felt Sans stiffen a little in his lap. 

“It’s— it’s okay if you don’t want to answer…”

Sans sighed, shifting a little to look up at Papyrus. “n-no… ‘s alright…” He sighed. “i just… i got tired. and things weren’t goin’ too well, and i just… i just couldn’t… but-… but i’m okay, now.”

Papyrus fixed his brother with a stern look. “I’m not so sure about that.”

Sans let out a small, pained chuckle. “well, yeah. i’ve got a pretty bad hangover, but that’ll go away.”

“And what about your problem?”

“… huh?”

“Something had to have upset you enough to do this, and—… and drinking isn’t going to solve your problems.”

Sans blew out a slow breath, rolling back over to snuggle against Papyrus again. “… yeah, i know… i’m okay, though…”

Papyrus grabbed Sans up in a tight hug. “But you’re not! You said that last time, and then you went and got drunk! Sans, I’m really worried about you! And- and if something like this happened again, if you got drunk again, and I wasn’t- able to… What would happen to you, then? I couldn’t… I can’t bear to see you like this, Sans. You might think you’re okay, but you’re not, and that makes me not okay, too.”

After a few moments, Sans lifted his arms to hug Papyrus, skull falling on Papyrus’s shoulder. “… annoying dog, pap, i’m sorry. i— i wasn’t— wasn’t thinking… and… i’m sorry. i’m so sorry. i… i—… i’ll stick to ketchup from now on, ‘kay?”

Slowly, Papyrus pulled Sans away, still holding his brother in front of him. There were tears in both their eyesockets. “But, Sans… even if you don’t drink… that still won’t… still won’t solve your problems…”

Sans’ grin turned upwards in a small, sad smile. “no, you’re right. it won’t. but i’ll work through those, eventually. i promised i would.”

“If-… if you’re sure.”

“i am.” Sans settled down, leaning against Papyrus.

Papyrus let him lay back down. For as much as healing Magic and aspirin helped, Papyrus knew his brother must have still had a headache, and rest would be good for him. He set his hand on Sans’ back.

“… Oh, and, Sans?”

“… mmnnh?”

“You know… I’m always here, right? And… you can talk to me about anything, okay? I’ll listen. And, and I’ll help you however you need it. You don’t have to do anything alone. I’ll always be there to help you. I promise, okay?”

Sans snuggled a little closer to Papyrus. “… yeah… thanks, bro.”

Papyrus just held him tightly. 

And the next morning, none of it had ever happened. Sans had never gotten drunk, never had a hangover. He had never woken up to have that conversation with Papyrus, never said any of that. 

The world had been reset, and none of that had happened.

~o0o~

Things only got worse for Sans. 

Materially, his situation stayed the same. Still a sentry, still having nightmares from other times, still trying to build the machine as the world kept resetting. 

He found that, a lot of the time, he didn’t actually remember the resets, not really. Just the important things, the big, emotional events. With everything else, the boring things like sitting at his sentry station, or working on a particular part of the machine, he would just be struck by an immense feeling of deja vu, and when he looked at the timeline monitor, he would see another twist, another loop, another start, another stop, another jump. He started keeping a notebook just to keep track of every reset, and even still, he would have a huge deja vu sense when writing in the notebook. 

All of this, this repetitive deja vu, the nightmares, everything, it just weighed on him. He slipped deeper into his exhausted depression, despite his brother’s efforts. 

Really, time did continue on, even if it was in a start-stop-side-to-side way. 

But, despite his exhaust, and despite the fact that, technically, it had never happened, Sans kept his promise. No more drinking, except for excess amounts of ketchup, and, even if he didn’t actually tell Papyrus anything, he always went to His brother when it became too much. 

As time staggered on, Papyrus became quite adept at telling when he needed to get Sans moving, and when it was far better to just take Sans home and sit quietly with him. Sans was all the more appreciative for this. 

~o0o~

Sans was pretty sure this had happened before. He had felt this same familiarness time and time again, and he recognized it with the familiarity that came with the resets he couldn’t remember. 

So yes, he was quite positive he had done this before. 

Not that it mattered much in the end, anyway. There were some things, he had found, that, while not big enough to remember, were timeline-constants. Things that always happened.

He figured he could just pull out now, do something else, but…

… Nah.

Thus, same thing happening. He was repeating himself. And unless something caused him to react differently, or things didn’t reset, he would continue to act like this, he supposed.

The thing was, everyone else repeated themselves in the same way. So if something were to be different, the difference would have to be caused by something who knew what it was doing.

And because of the familiarity-but-not-really-remembering, Sans couldn’t tell if what he was doing had been done before or not, and if he already was or wasn’t doing what he was supposed to, and if he tried to do something else, then would he inadvertently repeat himself? Or, was he simply repeating himself in trying not to?

Eventually, he had just given up, thinking instead on his work on the machine. 

Regardless. 

He was in Waterfall, walking towards the house of the Captain of the Royal Guard. He intended to have a word with her.

Papyrus had come home from his first ‘training’ session, to tell Sans about how he was surprised to learn that cooking was in the repertoire of a Royal Guardsman, but happy to learn it anyway.

Sans knew for a fact that cooking wasn’t in the repertoire of a Royal Guardsman. So he was on his way to Undyne’s to ask what exactly she was doing. 

When he got there, he paused in front of the door. The house was certainly an interesting one, built to look like a huge fish with sharp teeth as a door. Sans could hear dramatic piano music from inside. 

He lifted his hand and knocked on the door. 

The music stopped, and moments later, the door opened to reveal a tall, muscular fish-monster who looked strangely familiar to Sans. He wondered if he had met her in a previous timeline, or perhaps in a past with his creator that never happened. Or, maybe he had just seen her on tv or in a newspaper when she had become captain of the Royal Guard. 

The captain looked a little perturbed. “Another skeleton?! Dude, seriously, don’t tell me you wanna join the Royal Guard, too!”

“nah.” Sans chuckled. “bein’ a sentry is good enough for me. actually, i wanted to talk about the other skeleton, who wants to be in the royal guard. papyrus, my little brother.”

She leaned against the doorframe. “Little brother? He’s, like, an entire foot and a half taller.”

Sans shrugged. “i got the short end of the stick when it comes to height, but i’m the older one. mind if i come in? thanks.”

Without waiting for her to finish, Sans slipped by her, using his awareness of space to easily duck away from her protesting flailing arm. Inside he flopped down at the table, and started drumming his fingers against the table. 

Undyne closed the door, grumbling a little, before turning to Sans. “Alright, fine. What do you want?”

Sans’ grin stretched upwards a little. “my bro, papyrus, is my entire world. i’d do anything for him. now, his biggest dream is to join the royal guard. and maybe you can fool him, but you’re not fooling me. i know cooking isn’t even remotely part of the royal guard’s skill set, otherwise there wouldn’t be so many dogs at grillbz every day. so please do explain to me what you think you’re doing.”

Undyne frowned, taking a step forward. “Now, look here. You can’t just barge into my home, demanding-”

Sans stood suddenly, knocking over the chair he had been sitting on, startling Undyne. For a moment, his eyesockets were totally dark, and he almost found himself shouting “I CAN DO WHATEVER I WANT, REGARDLESS OF YOUR UNINFORMED OPINION. I AM THE JUDGE.” But he caught himself. Relaxing a little, he rocked back on his heels, giving the very startled fish monster a friendly smile. “i’m just worried about my bro. i don’t want his hopes and dreams to be crushed.”

Undyne was still giving him a “what-the-heck” look, but she relaxed a little, too. After taking a moment to regain her bearings, she explained. “Look, I get that. It’s because of that I’m teaching him to cook instead of fight. Because-.. See, I can’t let him into the Royal Guard. Don’t get me wrong,” she hastily added on seeing Sans frown, “he’s definitely strong enough, physically. There’s no doubt about it. But, when I was assessing his combat abilities… He’s too… innocent. He can’t hurt anyone, much less kill an enemy. But-… but you’re right. I didn’t want to crush his hopes and dreams. So I decided… I would try to teach him something else, and maybe… maybe get him to dream of something else? Like cooking. So that then, I can tell him the truth, and…” she trailed off. 

Sans blinked a little. “… heh. wow. okay. that honestly was not what i was expecting. but, y’know, that’s a pretty good answer. so, uh, i guess i approve. good luck with cooking, though. inherent family trait, i’m pretty sure we all suck.” He started for the door. “… oh, just one thing, though. if you break my brother’s soul…” he let the threat hang there. He didn’t know quite what he’d do, but he’d seen enough things from the Bad Times and his nightmares to know a thing or two about making people suffer. 

And then he slipped out the door, and took a shortcut home.
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55 ~ A Place to Relax

For the most part, Sans had stopped caring how many times he had done this.

He still kept as best track as he could in the notebook, but, in the end, that didn’t really matter. Because regardless of what he did, time would still reset or not reset. He would do the same thing, or he would not. It didn’t matter in the end. 

So, disregarding the sense of familiarity that seemed to follow him everywhere now, he left his sentry station. He did this occasionally, went for a walk in the woods. He had found a big old door out there a week and some so many resets ago. At first he had just knocked on it out of curiosity, to see if anyone would answer. But no one did, and he felt kinda foolish just standing there waiting for an answer that wasn’t coming, so he had covered it up with a knock-knock joke. Of course, you can’t just do one knock knock joke then leave, so he had done another. And another. And realized that, the more he did, for just a few minutes, he felt a little less tired, a little less done. So he kept going back. 

He kept walking, crossed the bridge over the small gorge. Papyrus was thinking about building a gate over that bridge, in case a human ever fell. But then Papyrus came to the conflict of how would someone else get through 

He walked slowly, kicking up little puffs of snow. A few days and however many resets ago, he had stopped wearing sneakers in favor of fluffy pink slippers. They were more comfortable, and, considering the amount of strain on him, every little thing helped. 

Eventually, he came to the door. Walked up to it, sat down, leaning against it. 

For a moment, he just sat there, breathing. Then he raised a hand, and rapped his knuckles against it. “knock knock.”

Then he paused for a second, as if waiting for a response. 

Of course, no one answered. 

Sans continued, though, as of someone had answered. “canoe.”

Still no response. 

Now for the punchline. “canoe at least give me a little applause?”

And he laughed, laughed alone at his own joke. Not a lot, just for a few seconds.

It helped. 

Then he knocked again. “knock knock.”

Again, no response. 

“theodore.”

Nothing. 

“theodore wasn’t open, so i knocked!”

And again he laughed, longer this time, the echoes bouncing back to him.

“knock knock.”

…

“nana.”

.  .  .

“nana your business!”

He laughed again, and if he closed his eyes, he could almost imagine the quiet echoes were someone else, laughing alongside him. 

He kept this up for an hour or so, just relaxing. Not worrying about timelines or resets or the machine, just… sitting there. Cracking jokes. Closing his eyes, and pretending there was a friend beside him, who saw the desperation in his eyes, heard the exhaustion his voice, and didn’t try to tell him it was alright when it wasn’t, didn’t try to get him to hope when he couldn’t. Someone who was just there, who understood his misery, and said it’s okay to be tired, sometimes.

Sans loved his brother immensely, with all his Soul, but Papyrus was simply too innocent, too naive to help how Sans needed. 

But this… this pretending…

This helped. 

And then…

“knock knock.”

“… Who is there?”

Sans froze. Had he really heard—?! Had someone really just—?! 

He realized he had yet to respond. It had been a good five seconds of silence. So…

“… dishes.”

Again, came the voice. “Dishes who?” It was soft, and feminine, and curious, and eager.

“dishes a very bad joke!”

And then there was laughter, and it wasn’t Sans’. It was loud and generous, as if the laugher genuinely disagreed with the statement of Sans’ punchline. It was happy, as if Sans had just said something amazing. 

After a couple seconds, the woman’s laughter started to calm down. 

“hey.” Sans lifted his hand and knocked again. “hey, knock knock.”

“Wh-who,” the lady said between her still-fading chuckles. “Who is there?”

“butter.”

“Butter who?”

“this joke isn’t any butter than the last!”

And there it was again, that loud, wild, wonderful laugh. 

And Sans knocked again. “knock knock!”

“Who is there?” Came the eager response, breathless from laughing. 

“cereal.”

“Cereal who?”

“cereal pleasure to meet you!”

And again! Sans realized he was grinning more widely than he had in a long time. 

He kept the jokes coming. He wanted to hear it more, hear her voice, hear her laugh. It was… it was amazing. The best audience he’d ever had. 

Her laugh was loud and true, as if she were having the time of her life. And she had this funny little snort at the end, as she struggled to keep breathing between the laughs. And with every joke, she laughed harder, and Sans grinned wider.

“knock knock!”

“Who’s there?”

“beats.”

“Beats who?”

“beats me!”

And she laughed, her voice echoing through the woods, chasing Sans’ sorrow away. 

When she had started to calm down a little, Sans lifted his hand to knock. 

“Wait, wait!” Implored the voice. “I have one!”

Sans lowered his hand, silent.

“Knock knock!” Her voice was light with happiness.

“who’s there?” Sans grinned. 

“Old lady!”

Sans’ grin widened. “old lady who?”

“Oh!” Came a soft, surprised gasp. “I did not know you could yodel!”

Sans threw back his head and laughed. He laughed as loud as she, hard and long, hugging his arms around himself, eyesockets tightly shut.

And she told another one, and Sans felt something warm and wet trailing down his face as he howled with laughter, and he could hear her laughing with him, and then he was lifting his hand again, knocking on the door, cracking another joke, and it just went on, their laughter filling the air, chasing away every negative thought. Sans was grinning and laughing, his Soul light, the world forgotten, happier than he had ever been since Dad had been wiped from existence. 

For how long he stayed there, he didn’t know. Time seemed to pass them by unnoticed, finally letting the small skeleton catch a break with his mysterious new companion behind the door. 

And then, between jokes, as they laughed, Sans’ phone rang. 

“oh, hang on a sec.” He said, still laughing a bit. “my brother’s on the phone.” He answered. “hey, bro. whassup?”

“Sans!” The relief in Papyrus’s voice could not be muffled by any phone. “Oh, thank goodness!! I was worried something had happened to you!”

“worried?” Sans asked. “why?”

“Because it’s getting late, and you’ve never been out this late before!”

Sans looked around, and realized it was indeed quite dark.

“So you need to come home soon!” Papyrus continued.

“yeah, i will. kay? you don’t need to worry.”

“Just… don’t-… hurt yourself. Okay?”

“heh. ‘course not. see ya, pap.”

“See you, Sans. Love you.”

“love you too. bye.” Sans ended the call, sighing a little. 

“Is something wrong?” The lady asked, concern in her voice. 

Sans laughed a little. “heh. no, my brother just… i don’t normally stay out this late, and, uh, he gets a little cranky without a bedtime story.”

The lady laughed a little. “Oh! I had children who were the same way… So I will not keep you here any longer. Come visit again, though, will you not?”

Sans’ grin widened. “lady, today was one of the best days i’ve had in a long, long time. i’d love to come back. i’ll come back tomorrow!”

More soft laughter. “I look forward to it!”

After a little more conversation, and goodbyes, Sans went home. 

It wasn’t until later that night that he realized she had used past tense when she spoke of her children. 

~o0o~

The next morning, Sans went immediately for the door. When he knocked, though, there was no answer.

He wondered quietly if there had been a reset, and the door was one of the moments he remembered better. 

Well. Regardless. He kept turning out jokes. 

After about ten minutes, she came. Swapped a few jokes with him.

Then, “So, my friend, I hope I did not keep you too late last night! Did you have time to give your brother a bedtime story?”

Sans felt a spark of hope. There hadn’t been a reset! She remembered!

Smiling, he responded. “yeah. he wasn’t really upset at all, just worried about me.”

She laughed a little. “It sounds like you have a very nice brother!”

“he’s the greatest.” Sans closed his eyes, leaning back against the door. “he takes good care of me.”

“Oh, so is he older than you?”

Sans chuckled. “nah. younger by almost fifteen years. i actually had to raise him mostly myself. but then he got older, and… and i guess i just kinda…” He trailed off.

There was a softness in the lady’s voice. “I understand.”

Sans blinked a little. He could tell in her voice, she really did understand. 

Then he smiled a bit. “but it’s okay, because papyrus does the best he can. i don’t doubt that if i were on the brink of death, no hope of survival, then he would find a way to save me anyway!”

There was a soft chuckle, but Sans could hear a touch of sorrow in it. “It is good that you have that kind of relationship with your family.”

Again, Sans blinked a little. Did… Did she not have that kind of relationship with her family?

Well. If she wasn’t volunteering that information… He didn’t want to pry. Actually, he didn’t want to think about that at all. It was… sad, and he had enough of that everywhere else. 

“yeah. he’s the best. ‘xcept when it comes to cooking.”

The lady laughed. Sans continued.

“he likes to ‘cook’ spaghetti, but i think what he makes is a spaghetti impasta. and no amount of paprika could make it taste better.”

There were some small giggles. 

“it takes some sage wisdom to know how to cook, and for all my brother’s greatness, he hasn’t yet had quite enough thyme to figure it out.”

The giggles got louder. 

“but my bro is so great, i have no doubt that, somewhere, there’s a peppering of his greatness in his cooking skill! chive been waitin’ for so long for that to happen, though, when it does happen, it’ll definitely be a big dill!”

The giggles turned into full-on laughs. And then, through her laughs, she replied, expanding on the food puns. “I cannoli imagine what that must be like! If you would like, I can give you the recipe for something batter. Although, it is true that muffin will improve his skill more than practice!”

And so it continued. Sans told the lady all about his cool brother, and they swapped puns back and forth. 

Eventually, he had to leave. But she invited him back again. 

And, even through the resets, when he would repeat a day full of jokes, it was okay. Because for a few hours every day, he could just sit back, relax. Forget about all his troubles in favor of puns, and help the lady do the same. 

And never did they even ask each other’s name.
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56 ~ Smiley Trashbag

“PAPYRUS?!”



Sans was running through Waterfall. 

Several hours ago, Papyrus had left for his “training” session with Undyne. Normally, he would have been back about two hours ago. Normally, he called if he was going to be back later than twenty minutes beyond the usual time. Normally, normally, normally—…

Normally, Sans wouldn’t have found his brother’s scarf lying on the ground, halfway in the water. 

So he ran, screaming through the caves, calling for his brother. 

There was this sound. An eerie laugh. Sometimes, he thought he saw a flash of yellow-gold and green in his peripheral vision.

“PAPYRUS!” He called again. “PAPYRUS, PLEASE!”

And there was that laugh, so twisted and cruel, tearing into his skull, actually physically breaking his skull, green,  thorny—

Wow, do you really have that little HP?

Sickening snap, sound of bone splintering—

You’re so weak!

No energy left to fight, body to broken to fight—

And here I was, thinking you were actually hiding something with your fake grin and careless attitude. 

That laughter. So painful. 

But you’re really just a smiley trashbag!

Breaking everything. 

I mean, come on! Even your idiot brother put up more of a fight than this! 

Pap— pap-py-rus—

Papyrus?! Yeah, he’s dead! I killed him!

P-pap—

I killed him, Sans! Just like that, his dust all across the Underground! 

C-can-t— p-pr-rom-mised— —p-pa-p—!!

It was so easy, too! He’s such an idiot. Because in this world, it’s kill or be killed, Sans!

N-no— can’t—

Sans!

P-ap-yr-u-s—

Sans, wake up!

… P-a-p—…

SANS!

Sobbing and writhing and how it hurts, breaking the promise again—

Sans, listen to me!

Had let go, let go of Papyrus, broken the promise, letting him—

Sans, it’s okay, you’re safe!

—die again, couldn’t— had to go back— couldn’t—

Sans, calm down! It’s okay, you’re okay, you’re safe.” 

Papyrus. Papyrus was there, arms around Sans, hugging him tight.

“Shh, shhh…. it’s okay… everything’s alright… you’re safe, just calm down… that’s it, everything’s okay…”

Not really noticing the tears on his face, or his ragged gasps of breaths, Sans reached up to wrap his arms around Papyrus’s neck, clinging tightly to Papyrus.

Papyrus just hugged him, quietly murmuring to his brother, until Sans fell back asleep a few hours later. 

~o0o~

To Sans, it seemed like nearly a year had passed, and that was without even remembering all the resets.

With the stuttering, start-and-stop-left-to-right mess of the timelines, it had been a few weeks. 

In those weeks, Sans’ nightmares had only gotten worse. He could no longer distinguish between nightmare and memory, between waking up and being reset. 

In that week, Sans had gotten barely even minimal sleep due to the nightmares. His exhaust made working on the machine that much harder. At the rate he was going, it would be… years. Years and years and years. He might die before he finished it. 

Thinking like this definitely didn’t help his already low morale. 

There were three bright points in his life. The first was Grillby’s. He spent many an evening there, entertaining people with bad jokes and drinking ketchup. He also annoyed quite a few people by putting whoopee cushions on seats, but, despite what everyone said, the jukebox playing the same song over and over until someone pulled the plug had not been his fault. 

The second bright point was the lady behind the door. He went there almost every day, spending his entire sentry shift with his back against the door. They still told jokes to each other, but more than that, they just… talked. Sans told her about Papyrus, about Grillby’s about Snowdin. At one point, he even said someone important to him had gotten lost, and he was still searching for that person. In turn, he eventually learned that the lady had had two children, and one had gotten sick and died, and the other got hurt and died shortly after. And that her ex-husband had acted despicably in his grief, so she had left him. 

They usually avoided the sadder topics like those.

The third bright point was Papyrus.

Despite not knowing what had Sans so depressed and scared, Papyrus did his best to take care of his brother. He was always willing to come to Sans’ aid at all hours of the night, always ready to stay awake for the entirety of the night to keep Sans’ nightmares at bay. His complaints about Sans’ laziness and messiness were all good-natured, in an attempt to get Sans’ mind off whatever was bothering him so much. When he knew Sans was having a bad day, he would frequently abandon his own sentry station to visit Sans at his station (of course, this was under the pretense of making sure Sans was doing his job, but it helped Sans nonetheless.) When he knew Sans was having an even worse day, at the end of their shifts, he would carry Sans home. They would spend the rest of the day snuggled together on the couch, Sans clinging to his brother, and Papyrus hugging him back.

Sans had a lot of those days. 

Because it was just getting hard. So hard. He could never tell when he was in a timeline of a nightmare, or just another nightmare of a timeline. Or both. Or neither. 

And his progress on the machine began to taper off. He just… couldn’t. Couldn’t do it. Not for lack of trying. He tried. Tried so hard. 

So, so hard. Wanted his dad back, so, so bad. Couldn’t work, though. Tried to work, but it… it was too hard. The timelines, reset, undo all his work. Things kept breaking. Not working. Just… not working. Couldn’t—…

Wouldn’t work. Wouldn’t ever work. Wouldn’t…

~o0o~

He was walking slowly towards his sentry station. 

Most of the time, Sans simply took a shortcut there. But, on the bad days, on the days where even the lady’s jokes failed to chase away the gloom, he just liked to walk back. The forest was quiet, it was just him, alone with his though—

His thoughts were sharply interrupted by a loud CRACK!! 

Jogging a little ways forward, Sans saw his sentry station had been completely smashed in. And it hadn’t just collapsed, it had clearly been smashed. Intentionally demolished. Something had—

“hrk— augh—!!”

Something had wrapped around Sans’ ankles, lifting him upside down into the air. He struggled for a minute, but found whatever it was was far too tight for him to kick his way free. In fact, the harder he fought, the tighter it seemed to get, and it felt thorny, too, sharp edges cutting into Sans’ bones—

“Hey! Smiley trashbag! Down here!”

‘Smiley trashbag.’ Sans recognized that. His nightmare. 

He looked down, to see a comically grinning face, set in the middle of a golden flower, looking back at him.

… golden flower… something familiar…

Sans just blinked a little. 

“What, no puns? No jokes, or anything? Come on! That’s what you normally do. “

“… would it get you to leaf me alone?” Sans said halfheartedly. He really wasn’t in the mood to deal with something like this. Should just take a shortcut-

The thing holding him up shook him a bit. “Y’know,” the flower said, “I think I’ve been making a mistake killing you so quickly. I’ve never seen what you can do.”

Sans frowned a little. “Killing” him so—

The thing around his feet released, and he suddenly plummeted, landing headfirst in the snow. Groaning a little, he propped himself up on hands and knees to look at the flower. “… whu—?”

“Come on, get up!” The flower laughed. “I want to fight you, Smiley Trashbag!”

Sans blinked, still frowning, the gears in his head turning wildly. “… that nickname…” he muttered absentmindedly, “… is total garbage...”

The flower just laughed. “That’s more like it! Now get up and fight me!”

Sans sat up a little more, looking the flower in the eyes. “… nah.”

The flower’s face contorted in anger. “What?”

Sans flopped back in the snow. “nah. i’m not gonna fight.”

He really wasn’t. He was tired. Done. And it wasn’t like it really mattered what happened. Everything would just reset, anyway, so what did it matter if he died in a timeline or two?

Suddenly, there were a bunch of white pellets, attacks, surrounding Sans. “Get up and fight me, or I’ll kill you!”

Sans just shrugged, closing his eyes. “okay.”

It didn’t hurt too bad, really. Granted, it took a sizable chunk out of his depleted HP, but, in all honesty, he had the feeling he had gone through much worse in the lab. 

And then suddenly, he was lifted into the air. He just went limp in the vines’ tangled grip, as they twisted around him, started to crush him.

“COME ON,” the flower screamed, “FIGHT ME!”

“n— ah—” Sans choked out.

He was slammed into the ground. And he just laid there in the snow. 

The flower popped into his vision. “All I’m trying to do is get something new. I’m so bored of everything over, and over again. All anyone ever does is all the same things. And all you do is sit around and mope!”

Sans felt something pressing against his ribs. 

“But I’ve never taken the time to do anything with you before.”

The pressure turned into pain, and Sans’ vision started to waver.

“But I will get you to fight me. I don’t care how many times I have to reset. I will-

~o0o~

N-no— can’t—

Sans!

P-ap-yr-u-s—

Sans, wake up!

… P-a-p—…

SANS!

Sobbing and writhing and how it hurts—

Sans, listen to me!

Sans shot upright, gasping, suddenly finding himself in Papyrus’s embrace, his brother murmuring comfortingly to him.

Something… something seemed wrong. No, not wrong. There was just…

Don’t care how many times

… Something… he had been doing… and-…

I have to reset

Something about resets. Last timeline. Had he figured something out? 

Y-… yes. Something… the anomaly-…

Get you to fight me

Gold-… yellow and green-…

Something was-…

“—Sans?”

Sans blinked. Looked up at Papyrus. “… yeah?”

“Are you alright?”

Sans frowned, looking away. “… i-… i don’t know.”

Papyrus just hugged him tighter. “I’ll just stay here, then.”
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57 ~ Keeping a Promise

Sans woke, as usual, to Papyrus’s embrace.

In the last however many weeks (Sans had honestly stopped bothering to even try to keep track) this had become something of a normal occurrence. In fact, the brothers were both pleasantly surprised when Sans went an entire night without waking up from a nightmare. 

Of course, Sans was never sure anymore if he was waking up from just a nightmare, or if the world had just been reset again. He just couldn’t tell. 

His dreams, his nightmares were just about the timelines. The Bad Times.

His latest dream, or memory of the last timeline, he really couldn’t tell, had been filled with green and gold. Sharp pain in his bones, sickening snap accompanied by screaming laughter. “Fight me, you smiley trashbag! Fight me!” “What do I have to do to get you to fight me?!” That wide grin, like a decaying face, sharp teeth poking through a twisted lip, I don’t care how many times I have to reset, I’ll get you to fight me!

And, strangely enough, the image of a flower. A flower with a face. 

But. It didn’t matter. On one hand, it was just a dream. On the other, it was just another timeline, another reset, and it didn’t matter if he figured it out or not, because it would all reset again anyway. 

~o0o~

When Sans reached his sentry station later that day, he froze. 

There it was. Right in front of his station. The same golden flower from his nightmare, grinning up at him.

So… probably wasn’t just a nightmare, then.

Sans was, to be honest, a little glad he was permanently stuck grinning, because he was sure that, otherwise, he would have had his face twisted into an expression of utter horror. As it was, with his frozen grin, he more had a look of bemused confusion.

He shook himself out of his shock, covering it with a small chuckle. “well, what do we have here? i’d be—”

“Dandylyin‘ if you said you weren’t aster a few answers about my origins?” At the flower’s words, exactly what Sans had been planning on saying, Sans froze, his eyes betraying his fear. “Puh-lease,” the plant continued, “like I haven’t heard that a thousand times.”

Sans blinked, then took a step forward, slowly. “how-…”

The flower bobbed back and forth, grin widening. “That expression…” he laughed. “That’s the expression of one very confused skeleton, eh, Sans?”

Sans’ soul skipped a beat.

“Lemme guess. How do I know your name? You’ve told me your name. So many times, as if I didn’t already know. But of course! You don’t know I didn’t already know. How could you?”

Sans blanched. If this flower was implying what he thought it was…

“Now, let me guess again. Your next question is “who are you?” Right?”

Sans blinked a little. 

The flower took that as confirmation. “Of course it is! That’s what it always is. Always has been. Because it’s always the same, over and over and over.” As the flower spoke, his face became twisted into something awful, a horror that belonged in-…

In a nightmare. Sans’ nightmare. Not a nightmare. This thing-…

There was a moment of silence, and that horrifying face snapped back to a cheerful smile. “But that’s why I’m here! Sans, I want you to help me!”

Sans frowned, the edges of his grin turning downwards. “how exactly are you wanting me to help you?”

-No matter how many resets-

“I want you to fight me!”

Sans’ frown deepened. “… sorry, pal. can’t help ya there.” He slipped by the flower, heading down the path towards the door in the woods. 

Suddenly the flower was popping up in front of him. “Oh, come on!”

Again, Sans stepped around him. “mmmmm… no.”

Again, the flower popped up in front of him, grinning sadistically. “I’ll kill you if you don’t.”

Sans blinked, hesitating a moment. He didn’t want to-…

But, everything would just reset again, wouldn’t it?

He stepped around the flower again, shrugging. “okay. go ahead.”

The flower let out a roar of frustration, and, even though he could have, Sans didn’t move out of the way when the vines erupted from the ground, coiling around him. 

He wasn’t immediately crushed, though. The flower shook him back and forth like a savage dog with a toy.

“How can you really care so little that it doesn’t matter to you if i just kill you?! What will it take to get you to—”

Suddenly, the vines released, dumping him into the snow. He sat up slowly, groaning.

The flower was laughing. “I know! You won’t fight because you don’t care about you. But what about your brother…?”

Sans scowled. “what-”

But he was too late. The flower had slipped into the ground, leaving no trace that he had ever been there. 

Sans scrambled to his feet. If that weed did something to Papyrus—

He twisted at his Magic, pulling at space. In an instant, he had taken a shortcut to Papyrus’s “sentry station”, the cardboard box the taller skeleton had found in the dump. 

But Papyrus wasn’t there. Where could he-

Undyne’s. He was probably training with Undyne. 

Sans took another shortcut. But the cave Undyne’s house resided in was lacking in Papyruses, and Sans could hear the fish monster playing piano in her house. 

Where, where, where?!

Another shortcut. Home.

Not there. WHERE?!

Shortcut after shortcut. Running through the Underground. Papyrus was nowhere to be found. 

Out of desperation, Sans returned to his sentry station. Maybe Papyrus had gone to-

Scarf. Red scarf. Papyrus’s. Dust. On the scarf. No. No, no no nonono. 

Couldn’t. Papyrus couldn’t—

Couldn’t break the promise. Broken promise. 

Papyrus. Broke the promise. To Papyrus. Promised Papyrus. 

Hah! There, see? You wouldn’t fight, and now your brother paid the price.

Reaching out. To take the scarf. Can’t be. Papyrus can’t be dead. Sans couldn’t have broken the promise. Couldn’t have. 

You’ve gotta be pretty mad about that, huh? I mean, I killed your brother. Now will you fight me?

Had to go back. He could do that. Go back. Fix it. Couldn’t let Papyrus be hurt. Couldn’t break the promise. 

Had to go back.

FIGHT ME!

Had to go b—

Sans looked down. There was a vine, shot straight through his chest.

Next time, Smiley Trashbag.

It was so close. Nearly in his grip! He had to go back and fix-

~o0o~

And it happened again. 

It seemed that Papyrus’s death was something that affixed itself in Sans’ memory, and stood the test of time- literally. No matter how many times the flower- Flowey, Sans learned his name was, reset, Sans remembered Papyrus being dead. 

This didn’t help Sans. Because as happy as he was to remember previous timelines clearly…

This was merely another hit to his already damaged mental and emotional states. 

Sans clung to Papyrus, shadowing his younger brother everywhere, despite Papyrus’s insistence that he would be fine. Sans was determined to keep the promise he had made all those years ago, determined to protect his brother. 

For a while, this seemed to work. Flowey appeared to not want to attack Papyrus while Sans was around. He went to find amusement elsewhere, apparently, for several resets.

Of course, that couldn’t last forever. Sans realized this. He knew it was only a matter of time- a matter of resets- before the flower got bored again. That was the whole point of it, right? Why he wanted Sans to fight, because he was bored. 

Sans was going to put everything- everything into protecting Papyrus. He needed Papyrus. And if Flowey killed Papyrus and then didn’t reset…

Sans was going to keep his promise. 

The only time Sans let Papyrus out of his sight was when his brother was with Undyne. Despite the captain of the Royal Guard’s hotheadedness, Sans trusted her. She was the captain of the Royal Guard for a reason, after all. Besides, she had a just Soul, and Sans knew that she would protect the innocent with her life, if it came to it.

He used these few hours to try to relax. He would visit Alphys, or go to Grillby’s, or talk with the woman behind the door. 

Sans’ progress on the machine was as nonexistent as his father. The few times he tried to work on it, his exhaust, his stress, his worry got the better of him and he made mistakes. Things blew up, broke worse, and he started to work even less on it.

~o0o~

Papyrus, it appeared, had gotten a little fed up with Sans’ constant tagging along. 

“Sans,” he said, gently reprimanding his older brother, “I can understand wanting to follow me around, but really, this is a little ridiculous! I am a responsible adult, and you don’t need to worry about me so much! I am confident in my ability to handle any situation that might arise!”

Sans started to say something akin to “I’m worried about you and I want to protect you,” but realized that was exactly what Papyrus was arguing- that he could protect himself. So, Sans went with the other half of the truth. “pap… it’s because-… i haven’t been doing too hot lately, i’m sure you’ve noticed. and, pap, the thing is, i need you. i don’t think i could do much without you. and-… being around you is probably the best way i can-…” he trailed off, gesturing helplessly.

Papyrus had a pitying look on his face. For a moment, Sans thought his brother might actually give up the argument. Then Papyrus grinned. “I know! After my sentry shift today, we can cook something together! Cooking always cheers me up, so it will definitely help you!”

Sans blinked a little, desperation clawing at his chest. “i-…” he sighed. Maybe… Maybe Flowey would be too distracted with whatever he was currently doing to-… “… okay. papyrus, okay, you win.”

Papyrus grinned, the leaned down to hug Sans. “Don’t you worry, Sans! You’ll be fine, I’ll make sure of it!”

Sans wished he could believe his brother. 

~o0o~

Papyrus insisted that Sans not follow him around for the few hours of his sentry shift. After a long argument, Sans reluctantly agreed to leave his brother alone for a little while. 

He decided he would go see if the woman behind the door wasn’t busy. After a little while, she heard his knocking, and came to talk.

He told her about his planned cooking session with Papyrus. When she heard that, she had insisted on giving Sans a few recipes to try cooking, on the off chance that he could convince Papyrus to cook something other than spaghetti. He accepted the recipes.

And when Papyrus’s sentry shift was finally over, and Sans rushed to his brother’s station, he found Papyrus alive and well, much to his relief. 

They walked home together, and Sans found Papyrus to be agreeable with anything Sans wanted to do. Perhaps Papyrus was trying to recompense Sans for not hanging around for Papyrus’s entire shift. 

Looking through the recipes he had been given, Sans found himself attracted to a spinach-egg quiche. The recipe seemed easy enough, and Papyrus said they would have enough time to make it before it was time for his training session with Undyne. 

For a little under an hour, Sans and Papyrus worked together in the kitchen. For a little under an hour, Sans was able to set aside his fear, and enjoy the moment, cooking alongside his brother. 

But, despite the joy it brought to the brothers, the quiche was a disaster. After a single small nibble, neither of the brothers wanted any more of the not-pie. 

“‘s alright, bro.” Sans laughed a little after Papyrus attempted to assure Sans that it wasn’t that bad. “it’s horrible, you don’t have to try to make me feel better. i’ll take it ‘n’ toss it out.”

“Are you sure, Sans?”

Sans laughed again. “yeah. i’m sure.”

“… Well, okay, then.” Papyrus glanced at the clock. “I have to go, though. I don’t want to be late to Undyne’s!”

“… right.”

Papyrus paused, looking back at Sans as he stood in the doorframe. “Sans, everything’s going to be fine.”

Sans attempted a smile. “… yeah, i know. …thanks, pap.”

Papyrus just smiled at Sans, before slipping out the door.

~o0o~

He had long since become numb. 

It wasn’t a fun experience, but that hardly mattered to him anymore. 

In fact, it never really had mattered to begin with. Time was inconsequential here. 

Instead, he just followed the timelines, watching impassively. 

He had learned that, with difficulty, he could edit the strange code that made the world. Nothing big, though. If he tried big things, it usually… hurt him. In a strange way that was worse than this numbness. He could only do little things.

So he watched. Or read, rather, as it was through reading the programming that made the world that he gleaned information.

At the current location in time he was watching, Sans was carrying a failed cooking attempt through Waterfall. He stopped at a park bench, and, after a moment, sat down on it, setting the quiche between his feet. For a little while, Sans just sat there.

And then Sans started crying. 

He didn’t quite understand why, though. Perhaps that was a result of the numbness.

This wasn’t a huge problem, though. He could always just pull up a new command prompt and look directly at the code that made Sans’ personality. 

That told him Sans was tired, and depressed. Sans was scared and ready to give up. 

For a fleeting instant, the cold numbness of the Void that had overtaken his Soul was shoved back. 

Gaster couldn’t let Sans give up.

He opened a new command prompt. 

~o0o~

Sans was still sitting at the park bench when he heard it. 

A quiet whisper of a voice, a familiar voice, slipping from the nearby echo flower.

“is this an echo flower?” That was his own voice, younger, softly whispered. 

“No. It’s just a normal weed.” A second voice deadpanned. The voice, though, was strange. He couldn’t really place it, and it was covered over with static. 

“so it is an echo flower?” His young voice responded. After another moment, presumably in which a response was given, he continued. “cool! how does it do that?”

The static-voice again. “The petals pick up the vibrations in the air and funnel them into the flower. There’s a bunch of Magic there that resonates with the sound that’s picked up, repeating it. Then the sound is bounced outwards across the petals, so that we can hear it.” 

This conversation sounded so familiar to Sans. 

“that’s cool.”

“So it is.” A pause. “Not especially useful, though, as they’re incapable of repeating more than a few words for longer than a few hours at most. So not useful for storing information. And not especially good for passing it along, either, as there’s no way to control when or to whom the words are repeated.”

Another time. Long ago, crouched in front of an echo flower, another figure beside him. 

“seems like they’d be useful for pranks, though.”

“Except they wilt only a few minutes after being picked. So nothing too extensive.”

“aww. that’s too bad.”

A soft, staticky chuckle. “So it is. Come on, then, there’s still a lot of Waterfall to see.”

The sound of receding footsteps, the voices tapering off into the distance…

Sans leaned towards the flower, trying to hear more. But the flower didn’t even repeat the message. 

Finally, Sans could bear it no longer. “… dad? was-… was that you?”

The flower was silent. It didn’t repeat Sans’ words. 

“… dad…?”

Still no response. 

Sans sat back against the bench, sighing, eyesockets still wet. 

“i-… dad, i’m sorry. i-… i can’t do it. i can’t rebuild the machine. maybe, maybe if i didn’t have to worry about the anomaly, if- if papyrus wasn’t—… i’m sorry. i just-… i can’t. i’m sorry.”

He stood, started to leave. Then he glanced back at the flower. “if-… if that was you, if you are there… maybe, someday, if the anomaly stops-… i’ll try again. but-… i can’t. not right now. i’m sorry. i-… i just wasn’t ready for this responsibility.”

He took a shortcut away.

~o0o~

The next time Sans entered his workshop, it was with the intent of shutting everything down, before locking up the room for good.

He had finished covering up the broken, unbuildable machine with a tarp, when something caught his eye. It was the photo album, sitting out on the counter.

But that was strange. He always put it away when he was done with it. It was too precious to leave out, what with how things kept going in the lab. 

Slowly, he stepped over, and started flipping through it. Eventually, he came to the last page, where the crayon drawing was, with the black smudge in the corner.

But now, the smudge was gone. In it’s place, two words, two words written in a shaky hand, like the writer wasn’t used to writing.

DON’T FORGET

Sans blinked a little, fingertips brushing across the black letters. 

They weren’t a command, he knew. There was no coldness in the words, no bitterness. 

It was simply a quiet plea, remember me. Remember my legacy. Don’t forget me, Sans. Please. Don’t forget.

Blinking back tears, Sans bowed his head, breath coming in shaky gasps. 

“i-… i won’t forget. not ever, dad. i-… i promise.”
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58 ~ A Bad Time

Gaster was barely able to stay conscious long enough to see the results of his work. 

None of the edits he had made, the echo flower, the photo album, the words, had been huge changes in the code, but they were still all bigger than previous edits, and there were three of them, one right after another. 

He didn’t feel tired, really. It was impossible to become exhausted when you had no energy to exhaust in the first place.

But he definitely was having a hard time functioning. 

But Gaster held on, until he saw the code marking Sans’ relief. Sorrow, grief, and misery, yes, but also relief. 

And then he allowed the cold numbness of the Void to crawl back into his Soul.

~o0o~

It was true that Sans was relieved.

Building the machine had been the longest-lasting source of frustration for him, and with that responsibility off his shoulders… it made things a lot easier.

Especially the fact that, even if he couldn’t save his dad, he knew he was still out there, somewhere, and… and he understood. He had no grudge against Sans for giving up, he wasn’t mad at Sans for his inability to keep his promise. 

Without the worry of building the machine, Sans could relax, just a little. 

He was still on constant guard, still watching Papyrus all the time. But now that was his sole priority. He had nothing else to worry about. Nothing tearing away his attention, his focus, nothing else wearing him down with every thought. 

Papyrus was still a little annoyed that Sans followed him around everywhere, but he realized that Sans was honestly a lot happier when around Papyrus, so he allowed it.

As far as things went with Papyrus, though, Flowey seemed to have gotten bored with trying to get Sans to fight. There were no more attacks. There were still some resets, but they were much less frequent, and farther in between. 

His photo album was also, evidently, time-transcendent. The resets twice brought him back to only an hour or so before going to cook with Papyrus. Each time, he brought the failed quiche to the same place in Waterfall, and waited for a little while. The echo flower never repeated the age-old conversation, though. Sans ended up saying the same thing he had last time, and leaving the quiche in the same place, before going again to shut down the machine in the basement. But the photo album was never on the counter again. It remained steadfastly in the drawer on its own. The two words, the DON’T FORGET was always still there, though. Always in the corner of that faded drawing, quietly forgiving Sans for breaking his promise to his dad, quietly asking only that Sans remember a time before, where he had his whole family. 

~o0o~

There was a difference between giving up and taking a break. 

Sans had given up on building the machine. He had no solid intentions of ever returning to it.

That didn’t mean everyone had given up on everything, though. 

It had been two days, minus the resets, since Sans had been relieved of one burden. He was walking with Papyrus to his sentry station, when his awareness of space tipped Sans off to movement. Underground movement. 

Before Sans could do anything, though, thick green vines erupted from the ground in front of him, spearing through Papyrus’s body, lifting the younger skeleton into the air.

Papyrus cried out in pain, jerking and twitching, but the vines had looped themselves tightly through his bones, and there was no escape.

Sans was paralyzed. Never had Flowey killed Papyrus directly in front of Sans. He had always just left Papyrus’s dusty, torn scarf somewhere Sans would be sure to find it. And seeing his brother die in front of him…

As his brother’s body started to turn to dust, a hard, cruel laugh snapped Sans back to his senses. He turned just a little to see Flowey, bobbing on his stem, laughing maniacally.

“Ohhhhh, that expression!” The flower giggled. “That’s the most shocked I’ve ever seen you!”

Sans blinked, barely able to comprehend as Papyrus’s scarf dropped to the ground, wearer gone. Slowly, he stepped forward and knelt down to pick up the scarf.

“But aren’t you mad?”

Sans lifted the scarf out of the snow.

“I just killed your brother. Don’t you want vengeance?”

He wrapped the scarf around his own neck, eyesockets closed. 

“Don’t you want to fight me?”

Sans blew out a slow breath. “… no, not really.” He said despondently. 

There was a frustrated hiss. Sans paid the flower no heed. 

“Fine. What about this- if you fight me, I can bring your brother back.”

Slowly, Sans looked up at Flowey. 

“Heh. That got your attention, huh? I could do it, too. I could bring him back. All you have to do is fight me, and I’ll do it.”

Sans blinked. “… how?”

Flowey gave him a cocky grin. “You wouldn’t understand if I-”

“you’ll reset, won’t you?”

Flowey’ grin slipped from his face, and his slight side-to-side bobbing stopped.

“oh yeah,” Sans continued, “i know how you’ve been going back, jumping the timelines side to side. i know all about that.” He took a step towards Flowey. “i know how you can go back at any second, forcing us all back into you sadistic time loop, forcing us all to do everything again. because it doesn’t matter, does it? if anything goes wrong, you can just reset, and bam, none of that ever happened right? because you’re above the consequences, right?” Sans found his grin stretching wider as he took another step forward. 

Flowey shrank back, suddenly afraid.

“well, pal. i’ve got news for you. this timeline?” Sans’ eyesockets went dark. “I T ‘ S   G O N N A   B E   A   B A D   O N E .”

Before Flowey could respond, Sans took a shortcut, landing right behind the flower. He summoned a bone to his hand and plunged it downward, spearing it through the flower. Flowey screeched in pain, ducking underground. 

But, with his awareness of space, Sans could feel the vines about to shoot up from the ground beneath him. So he stepped aside, then, with a twitch of his hand, summoned several Blasters right behind Flowey. 

Flowey howled in pain, and some small, sadistic part of Sans twisted in pleasure. That flower wanted a fight, so Sans would give it to him! 

Flowey made another attempt at hitting Sans, this time with a smattering of small white bullets, but Sans avoided them with ease, quickly retaliating with a barrage of bones, some of which were blue. Nearly every single one found its target.

It was only a matter of time before the flower was nearly torn to pieces. Sans hadn’t been hit once. 

So it was over, then. Sans would kill Flowey, and everything would be reset. Sans would have given Flowey exactly what he wanted. And, with Flowey being the one to initiate the resets, he would remember his own loss, and probably keep coming at Sans until he won. 

… Unless he wasn’t the one to reset. 

There was that moment. That one fraction of an instant, Sans remembered, where you actually were dead. Before the Determination kicked in and allowed you to bend back time.

If Sans could reach out in that little moment…

He knelt down in front of the battered flower. 

“so.” 

Flowey twitched a little, looking up at him. 

“this is it, huh? i kill you, and you reset, and come at me again. guess you got exactly what you wanted, huh? … unless…”

Flowey had learned in the last ten minutes that Sans was not who Flowey thought he was. He was something else entirely, something stronger, something powerful. When Flowey looked up at Sans, the fear was evident on his face. “U-unless— unless what?”

Sans blinked a little, then shook his head. “… nah. doesn’t matter. and even if i told you,” his eyesockets went dark, and he lifted a hand, summoning Blasters all around the flower, “I T ‘ S   N O T  L I K E  Y O U   W O U L D   R E M E M B E R ,   A N Y W A Y .”

He twitched his hand, and pulled.

~o0o~

This time, Flowey was sure he’d get Sans to fight. 

For a while, he had taken a break. Gone to do a few other things, relieve the frustration that he had built up trying to get that smiley trashbag to fight.

But this time. This time, he was going to kill Sans’ brother right in front of him.

If that didn’t get Sans to fight, Flowey didn’t know what would. 

It was only a matter of minutes until the brothers would come walking down this path, towards that cardboard box they called a sentry sta—

“hey, pal.”

Flowey whipped around to see Sans leaning lazily against a tree. “whu— how—”

Sans waved a hand dismissively. “doesn’t matter. look, i don’t wanna waste much time here, so i’m not gonna beat around the bush. don’t hurt, maim, injure, or, i dunno, kill my brother. because, if you do… well. buddy. pal.” Sans leaned forward a little, his eyesockets going dark. “Y O U ‘ R E   G O N N A   H A V E   A   B A D   T I M E . capiche?”

Flowey was shaking on his stem, by other than that, he made no response.

Sans nodded. “good. glad we had this conversation.”

And then it was like Flowey blinked, and Sans was gone. 

Flowey tried to stutter out a call, but could only do just that- stutter. 

How— how had Sans known? How had he known?! And- and where had he gone?!

Flowey was still sitting there, trying to think, when he heard footsteps. Looking up, he saw Sans and Papyrus walking down the road. 

He shrank back a little.

Sans’ head shot up, and he looked in Flowey’s direction. At least, Flowey thought he did- his eyesockets were completely black. 

Flowey shrank back more. 

For a moment Sans just stood there. But when Papyrus called him, he looked away and followed after his brother. 

Flowey watched them go. Sans scared him. A lot. No way was he gonna do anything with Sans.

Because Sans was obviously more than a smiley trashbag. 
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59 ~ The New Time

Sans’ shock and fear tactics on Flowey seemed to have done the trick. Papyrus wasn’t attacked, even across the resets.

Sans made sure to carry things on, though. Whenever his awareness of space alerted him to a small flower, he would be sure to turn in that direction, grinning unsettlingly, eyesockets blank, until the flower slipped away. 

And Sans started to relax. He didn’t let his guard down, he was still waiting constantly for the next attack, the next reset. But things got just a bit easier. He relaxed his constant vigilance over his brother. 

He looked at the picture in the photo album frequently. When things got bad, tiring, just too much, he would sometimes go there instead of Papyrus. He would look at that picture, at the thick black words, and he knew that it was okay. Maybe not great, maybe not the best. Maybe not even good. But okay. That somewhere, someone understood, and didn’t begrudge him for his pain. 

Sans wasn’t entirely sure how, but he also ended up with another sentry point in Waterfall, and two in Hotland. Once he figured out that he could just pull his entire sentry hut through shortcuts using Blue Magic, things became a little easier. Things got a lot more interesting when he started multitasking, selling hotdogs again, but now from his sentry stations. 

He still took frequent breaks, though. Either to recuperate, refill his oversized Magic capacity, or to check in on Papyrus. 

Papyrus had gotten the notion to build traps and puzzles all throughout Snowdin. He had become fixated with the idea of capturing a human, and was sure that was the best way to do it. 

Sans was a little scared by this. He didn’t want his brother anywhere near humans. But Papyrus insisted. They would be caught in his traps, and there would be no danger to anyone, monster or human. 

Sans supposed the building of the traps was harmless enough. There was just that one pit, right at the switches-on-ice puzzle. Papyrus was tall enough that he could just step over, but Sans… he wasn’t used to the idea that he actually needed to use shortcuts to get somewhere. And if he couldn’t take a shortcut…

Well. He was able to take shortcuts, and that was a good thing. He would leave it at that. 

And take shortcuts he did. Often. As he wasn’t worrying about the machine anymore and he was letting up a little on his guard over Papyrus, he had a bit more time on his hands. He went frequently to the woman behind the door. She understood him. His pain. Not to mention that she told the best jokes, and she was the only one who truly laughed at his jokes. 

… Until she didn’t. 

~o0o~

Sans blinked a little. He had just told a long string of puns, one after another, about half of which were totally impromptu, and the lady had barely laughed. 

Sans shook his head, eyesockets closed. Maybe she had just missed something? So he moved on. 

“knock knock.”

“Who is there?”

“a broken pencil.”

“A broken pencil who?”

“nevermind, it’s pointless!”

Again, just a soft chuckle. 

So Sans waited a moment, then, quietly asked, “hey, is everything alright?”

There was a pause, and then a slow answer. “… Yes. Everything is-… everything is fine.”

Sans leaned his head back against the door, letting out a huff. “… i’ve heard that voice… those words… far too many times… from my own mouth for it to be convincing.” 

She started to respond, but Sans cut her off, continuing. 

“now, look. i’m not saying you have to tell me anything. because, uh, with those words, i usually insist on not talkin’, too. and you’ve been… one of the greatest friends i’ve ever had, and, uh… i’d hate to ruin that just ‘cuz i was too nosy. so, if you don’t wanna talk, that’s fine. i just… the first time i came here, i… had nearly no hope. and… you… and your jokes… you’ve already helped me in ways you can’t imagine. and, uh, i guess… well. if you do wanna talk, the least i can do is return the favor, and listen.”

And with that, Sans fell silent. 

For a moment, there was simply silence. 

And then, quietly, voice shaking, she spoke. “M-my friend-…”

“… yeah…?” Sans prompted gently.

“If—… if a human— ever comes through this door-…”

Sans took a slow breath, waited.

“Could you p-please, please promise me something? Watch over them, and protect them… will-… will you not?”

Sans blinked. Of everything she could have said, that was not what he was expecting. 

“… lady… i-… a human-… i don’t—”

“Please!” Her voice was sharp with pain. “Please, my friend.”

Sans blew out a slow breath. He didn’t-…

All the big promises… all of them he had made, he had broken. Protect Papyrus- Papyrus had died. Fix the machine- the machine remained broken in the basement. 

Protect the human- … He was the Judge. He had been surprised when he hadn’t been fired for not killing the last human. 

Not to mention the whole protecting a human thing. Humans were… they had to be killed. That was the entire reason Sans had been created! And with just one more Soul, the Underground could be free. 

But her voice. The pain, the agony. She had helped Sans when he had been on the brink of death, hopeless. 

“lady, i-… now, i hate making promises. but-” he continued, cutting off her plea. “but, like i said, you helped me in ways you can’t imagine. so for you, and only for you… i-… i promise.”

Sans couldn’t stop the wide grin on his face as he heard the relieved sobs through the door. 

~o0o~

The next day, Sans was going to the door. 

He had decided to walk today. It had snowed last night, Snowdin being one of the places in the Underground that actually did have weather, if only the mild snows it got. And, for whatever reason, Sans enjoyed walking through the snow, leaving his slipper-tracks through the powdery white. 

Sans had been thinking. About the promise. He had, eventually, decided that he would do his best to keep it. Even if—…

Even if the human was one of those who-…

… with any luck, they wouldn’t be. 

The walk was not too long of one, and Sans quickly found himself approaching the door. 

He was about to knock on it when the whole door gave a shudder.

Shocked, Sans took half a step back. Had the lady finally decided to—

There was a soft grunt as the door was slowly pushed open, and a hand- small, childish, pink, and fleshy- curled around the edge of the door.

Sans took another half step back, then took a shortcut to stand behind the trees. 

That hand looked far too much like a human’s for his liking. Hopefully, the lady was some sort of—

Nope. Of course she wasn’t. That was a human, wearing shorts and a striped sweater, carrying a stick. 

Sans was, honestly, conflicted. He had decided to keep his promise, but… he hadn’t thought he would need to keep it so soon!

Sans watched as they slowly walked forward.

They were a small human. A child. So much smaller than Sans.

As they passed Sans’hiding spot, he could see their face. They looked… terrified. Clutching the stick with a white-knuckled grip. 

He almost felt… bad for them. They looked so young, scared to be out in the world alone.

Then they were passed him. He wanted to keep watching them, though, so he stepped forward, darting between two trees to keep an eye on them. 

Apparently, he made some sort of noise or something, because they suddenly turned around with a sharp gasp, searching. 

But Sans was well hidden, and they didn’t see him. 

Hesitantly, they turned forward again. 

Sans had the inkling of an idea. 

As they walked, they stepped over a branch. A big branch. 

Moments after they had passed it by, Sans twitched his hand in his pocket, sending bones spearing through the branch, then quickly dismissed the Magic. 

Sans would scare them. He would scare them bad.

At the sound of the branch shattering, the small human turned around with an audible squeak. 

Sans stayed hidden. 

After a minute or two, they continued onward, more slowly, more hesitantly. 

And then, once he was sure they were good and frightened, Sans would approach them. See what they did.

The human stopped at the bridge Papyrus had made, freezing as they heard Sans’ footsteps in the snow behind them. 

If they were friendly, then he would let them on. 

He walked slowly, suddenly realizing he had a whoopee cushion in his pocket. He had been going to use it at Grillby’s later on, and it would work here, too. 

And if they lashed it at him, he could dodge. 

When he reached them, he stopped. They were completely still, barely breathing. 

If they lashed out, he would judge them accordingly. 

“H U M A N .”

He would give them a Bad Time. 

“D O N ‘ T   Y O U   K N O W   H O W   T O   G R E E T   A   N E W   P A L ?”

Because this time, this time, Sans was going to keep his promise. 

Protect Papyrus // protect the human // be the judge // don’t forget

He held out his whoopee-cushion filled hand. “T U R N   A R O U N D   A N D   S H A K E   M Y   H A N D .”

Slowly, the human turned around. 
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A/N

Thus ends The Time Before. 

Thank you SO SO much for reading it! I cannot describe how much I appreciate your reads and votes and comments! Every single notification I’ve gotten, that someone voted, or commented, or added this story to a reading list, it made me grin like crazy. Thank you everyone, so SO much. :)

… now then…

What’s next? 

… well. 

That would be the next book. 

A Name to Remember. 

If you enjoyed this, I would recommend checking that out on my profile, and reading it!

Anyway, thanks again, so, so much for reading!
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