
        
            
                
            
        

    
Greetings

A/N

Before you start reading, I’d just like to let you know, THIS IS NOT THE FIRST BOOK IN THIS SERIES. In fact, it’s the second! It would probably be a good idea to read the first book, The Time Before, well, before you read this one

Anyway! If you’ve already done that, then enjoy the story!
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… Ah. Hello there.

I suppose you are here in search of a story?

Well. Provided that you are actually here, and not just another figment of my imagination. It gets so lonely here, so dark and cold and quiet, that sometimes I cannot tell if they are real or not. 

Or, as real as things can get, here in the Void. But I digress. 

You are here in search of a story. And, as I suppose I have nothing better to do, and, in fact, nothing much else to do at all, I suppose I shall take on the role of storyteller for you.

Regardless of whether or not I’ve only imagined you.

So, then, if I am a storyteller, I suppose my next task is to decide which story should be told. 

I could tell you a story of a family, reunited once more, living on the surface world. But such a story has not come to pass, nor do I know how such a story would come to pass. So I will not tell that story.

I could tell you the story of how I came to be here, stuck in the black depths of nothingness. The story of how I went from being one of the most prestigious, respected monsters of the Underground to the barest fragment of a memory in a single person’s mind. I could tell you the story of a time before. But, I have the distinct sense that this story has already been told, by hands not my own. So I will not tell that story.

I could tell you a forgotten story. A story of a name long gone, a time erased eternities ago.

… Yes, this one, I think, is the story I will tell. 

For the name that was once my own, the name that has been lost to the Void, that is a name to remember. 

WD Gaster is a Name to Remember.


1 ~ A Bit of Backstory

I have heard that a story begins when a change occurs in the protagonist’s life. 

However, I don’t suppose I can really start at the immediate instant of the change. There would be far too much information left out. You would, eventually, understand what I spoke of, but in the beginning, little would make sense

So, I must move farther back along the timeline. 

I will begin in the Canadian Rockies. Where, exactly, I do not know, only that it is where this story begins. 

I had lived there alone for some years, completely isolated but for the occasional trip into the nearby monster town. Nearby being relative, of course. It was an almost two day drive away, longer if you were walking. It was merely the nearest town there was to my residence. 

I lived in a cave system I had found and renovated. Three caverns made up my living space, and the rest of that system was my “laboratory.” I say that the way I do, because, compared to some of the places I have had the pleasure of working in, this was a rather rudimentary workspace.

But, considering I had built it nearly entirely myself, it got things done reasonably well. 

Now, I lived alone in the mountains for several reasons. The official reason was because the projects I worked on were ‘too dangerous’ for an official lab to facilitate them. 

That’s the official reason. 

The real reason was because none of the universities wanted to accept the fact that I was smarter than all of them, and knew what I was doing better than they did. They had the nerve to kick me out before I had even spent an entire semester at university, simply because I had corrected some of the professors!

… ah. Okay. I suppose I should be a bit more honest. I did not merely ‘correct’ them… I made a habit of tearing apart their lessons, bit by bit, merely for the sake of showing off my superior knowledge… ah… um… on a daily basis. 

They were all idiots anyway. I only gave to them what was coming to them. 

Regardless, they didn’t like me. So they stuck me out somewhere in the Rockies, and said “knock yourself out.”

I think they actually wanted me to literally knock myself out. Probably under an avalanche or something.

Again, though, I digress. 

So I lived there in near total isolation, free to pursue whatever interest I might have, whenever I might like to. 

At the time, and for the last several years, my main focus was to do with runes. 

Let me explain runes.

For all life, there is the genome, made up of chromosomes, made of DNA. Simply put, DNA controls what the life is. If you can control the DNA, you can change the life. In overly simplified terms, runes are the DNA of Magic. You can do amazing things if you can put together the right runes in the right sequences. 

… So, yes, I guess they can also be whatever mystical magical written language from whatever fairytale book you might want. 

But, monsters seemed to have a fear of runes, as runes were most often used by humans. 

You see, unlike monsters, humans are not born with much Magic, and the rare few that are born with enough to actively wield it need something to channel it. These usually take the shape of rune-inscribed staffs or batons- wands, whatever. So the use of runes became a definite human thing, and monsters tended to avoid them.

Because then tensions between the two species were rather high. I might say unfortunately high, but the upcoming release of said tension would have never occurred had the tension never occurred, and that would mean I would never have-…

But we’ll get to that. 

That was also a part of the reason I was out in the mountains alone. I had a fascination with runes, and, well, being a monster… people didn’t like that, which led to my proclamation that people are idiots (an idea I still find to be true quite often) which ended up with me out in the Rockies.

I did a good many things with runes. My cave systems were lit by a series of Magic crystals I had grown into the cave walls using runes. I could seal off certain sections of my cave system by creating barriers with runes. I had made a variety of unusual contraptions inscribed with runes, each performing some distinct task.

Usually, after cleverly disguising the runes on these contraptions as to not freak the monsters out, I sold them on my occasional visits to the nearby town, using the profit to purchase any supplies I might need. 

However, the contraption of my work at the time was one I intended to keep for myself.

You see, there is a dream. 

This dream holds the whole of sentient beings captive, even those who have achieved it, have been born with the ability to achieve it. Monsters and humans both have strove for decades to achieve it. Every being, at one point or another, has been rapt with the dream. 

I was no exception. 

But, I had an advantage over everyone else. 

Humans used runes only for channeling their own Magic into attacks. Useful, sure, but a complete waste. 

Monsters didn’t use runes except for a few unusual cases such as myself. 

So I would succeed where others had failed. 

I would fly.

… That’s not what you were expecting, was it? 

I assume that, you, as either a figment of my imagination, or a being beyond my world (if you can call the Void a world), know a bit of who I was in a time before. The brilliance I possessed, the things I built. 

… So. Yes, I know. In comparison, it doesn’t seem like much, does it? 

But you must remember, this was… decades before any of that. I had to start somewhere, so I decided to start with the dream. I would build a single-passenger-powered aircraft. 

In addition to my mastery of runes, I had a few other advantages. I was a skeleton, so that meant I was already much lighter than many of the creatures my size. On top of that, I was on the larger side in terms of the size spectrum, meaning I had a larger Magic capacity. That, of course, meant I could power the aircraft for longer. 

I had been working on this for nearly four years now. In the first while, I was able to make a lightweight glider that, when not in use, folded up against the back like wings. Things got better later.

The flyer was made of two parts. First was a harness, made from light, black nylon straps. I designed it specifically to fit me, and it did. Well. It was a full-body harness, crosspiece over the ribs and sternum, straps over the shoulders, straps around the femur, leading down to allow for balance and directional control from my legs. 

The second part was the wings. Mounted on the harness were skeletal batlike- or dragonlike- frames made of carbon fiber rods, etched with runes. When not in use, carefully placed springs along guided tracks folded up the wings against the back, so they were no bigger than a backpack. When in use, the wings spread wide, and the runes used the monster’s Magic, my Magic, to create a sort of barrier across the frames, like the membrane of the wings.

It really was a beautiful piece of work. This particular model had to be… oh, mark XLIX? L? LI? Somewhere around fifty. 

It was my flyer. 

Granted, I couldn’t just take off. I had to have either a running start and an updraft, or leap off one of the many cliffs near my mountain home and dive to get some momentum. And landing was still a tricky thing, too.

But when I was actually in the air… oh, was I a sight to behold! 

I was nearly as graceful as a natural-born flyer. 

Granted, there were still a lot of things that needed work. I was still figuring out how to keep the runes from burning out with the amount of Magic I was constantly pouring into them, and then there was still the whole thing with the taking off and landing. On top of that, fun as it was to fly around, I could carry no cargo beyond what fit in my inventory.

But I could fly!

… And those idiots at the university said my ideas were stupid…! Ha! Shows what they know. 

… Er… knew. Past tense. I… I suppose they are all dead by now, or at least retired. But that is only greater testament to my abilities, as I am here, telling this story to you, and they are not!

… To be honest, I would rather not be here. The Void is a cold place, and at a certain point, even we skeletons feel the cold. 

But!

Back to the story. 

Living in the mountains had other effects, too. As I was so isolated, I only knew the vaguest details about the rising tensions between the species. What I did know was gained only from overheating monsters talking about it on my visits to town. And that was especially difficult when you consider that, having no one to speak it to regularly, the Common language had begun to slip from my memory. By then, I remembered little more than what was necessary to buy the materials I might need. 

What I did know then was only that tensions were high between the races, and King Relgore was doing his best to keep the tentative peace between monsters and humans. 

But my lack of knowledge in the political world was fine with me; I was sure that I could wait out any social upheaval and remain unaffected in my mountain home.

… So long as, that is, I didn’t have any…

… Visitors.

And I suppose that is where the story truly begins. 
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A/N

THAT’S RIGHT AN ENTIRE STORY TOLD BY EVERYONE’S FAVORITE GOOP SKELEJERK! 

… Really, though, that begs the question. Is this a sequel to The Time Before, because it’s being told by Gaster who’s already fallen into the Void? Or is it a prequel, as he’s telling the story of before the monsters were sealed Underground?

… Ah well. It’s gonna be fun, anyway. 

But, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Votes and comments are my Favorite Things, and every notification I get makes my day!


2 ~ Chase

 I think the thing about the war that causes me most grief, aside from the whole monsters-got-sealed-Underground thing, was that Firhaur had to die. 

Because Firhaur Wyngblaise was, without a doubt, my greatest friend, my biggest inspiration, my best mentor.

Of course, I did not think of him as such when we first met. In fact, back then, I was fully convinced he was just as idiotic as the rest of the world.

… I regret that. 

It was a Saturday, I believe, sometime in the summer. I had been testing the latest flyer. It had a new arrangement of runes that I had hoped would prevent the burnout. After nearly the entire morning of soaring across the mountains, I had crashed onto the rim of a little valley. At the time, I was sitting on a boulder, looking at the runes on the wings to see if the crash had been due to burnout-damaged runes, or merely my clumsy landing skills. 

This was no small task, as there were over five hundred runes spanning the entirety of the flyer, and each individual rune had to be carefully inspected. 

I had just finished with the left wing and was moving on to check the right when I heard voices behind me. 

Unfortunately, they were speaking in Common, which, as I have already mentioned, my skills in which were sorely neglected. I was only able to catch a word or two here and there, and what I heard made little sense. 

So I made to ignore the voices, instead focusing on my task.

I was successful in this until someone shouted to me in my native language, Hands. 

Speaking in Hands is a tricky thing to learn, especially if you’re not native to it. It’s really almost two languages, with any combination in between- you can speak it purely vocally, or simply through hand gestures, or gestures and voice. And don’t even get me started on the written language, that’s a whole other day-long tangent. 

Needless to say, not many people knew how to Speak in Hands. In the town I went to for supplies, population of four thousand five hundred monsters, there was a grand total of two people there who knew the language… kind of. Between their grasp of Hands and my knowledge of Common, we usually managed to get things done as needed. 

It was one of these two people who had shouted to me. 

“Hey, doc!” 

I breathed out a slow sigh. It was Maurice. 

I suppose, in hindsight, there was nothing especially wrong with Maurice, but he was the more irritating of the two Speakers. The bird monster already had a very bright disposition, and his extreme extroversion got on my nerves. He also refused to call me anything other than “doctor” or “professor,” despite my having explained to him many times that I did not have a degree. I suppose I could have alleviated this by telling him my real name, but I was rather self-conscious of my name then, and disliked being called by it. (Granted, I am still somewhat conscious of my first name, but I have long since gone by my last name.)

“Maurice,” I sighed, looking up but not back at the people approaching, “I have told you time and time again, I am not a doctor.”

There was a soft murmur of voices, one of them Maurice’s, as he presumably translated to the people. I, meanwhile, looked back to my work. 

It was a moment or two before Maurice spoke up again. “Brought people to see you.”

“Well, I’ve no interest in seeing people, so if you could leave…”

Another few moments as he worked over that. I found it had indeed been a rune burnout that had caused my crash. Nothing particularly difficult to fix, though. I could do it there by writing a few runes on a piece of duct tape with a permanent marker, and putting the tape over the burnt out runes. 

I started to pull the duct tape and marker out of my inventory. 

Duct tape, I will admit, is an example of human ingenuity. I don’t think there is a resource in the world I have used nearly so much as duct tape.

As I started to draw out a few runes on the topmost layer, Maurice spoke up yet again.

“They are big people.” 

Now, I assume he meant important people, but, like I said, he had only a limited grasp of Hands. 

I muttered a few words I maybe shouldn’t have, and, finishing with my duct-tape-and-marker rune repair, stood up and turned around. 

There were at least two small squeaks of embarrassment. 

Maurice had brought me three visitors. The first was a tall, muscular fish- or, rather, shark- monster, going off his sleek grey skin, pointed face, and jagged teeth. He was dressed in thick armor that couldn’t have been easy to wear up the mountains at all, only more testament to his physical strength. This was Dagiel, a soldier in the Royal Guard, later to become the Elite Captain of the Royal Guard. 

Next was a tall, white goatlike monster- one of the bossmonster species, I realized- wearing a purple robe decorated with a symbol I recognized as the Delta Rune- symbol of monster royalty. If I had to guess, I would have said she was the same age as I, but I know that bossmonsters stop aging once they reached a certain point. This was Princess Toriel Dreemur, recently betrothed to Prince Asgore Dreemur.

Finally was Firhaur Wyngblaise. Firhaur was also a bossmonster, although not of the goat variety. He was a dragon, a dragon of legend. Standing nearly ten feet tall, he was the most brilliant green color, with his eyes, belly armor, wing membranes, and tail fan a deep purple. Six long horns protruded from the back of his head in a sharp crest. He stood with his wings supporting him as his front feet, with his hands tucked against his chest. I never learned how old exactly Firhaur was, but he claimed to be the grandson of the first dragons.

And he was the Royal Scientist.

Of course, I didn’t know any of these people’s names or rankings, I only saw them as I’ve described. Expression-wise, Firhaur looked faintly amused, and the others awkwardly embarrassed. 

I glanced at Maurice, who had a similar expression of embarrassment. “Is there a problem?”

“Ah. Um. Your clothes-…”

I didn’t have to glance down to know I was wearing nothing. “What about it?”

“… You are not-…”

“Well, no. Of course not. Cloth is heavy, not to mention the extra drag it creates.”

Maurice blinked a little, no doubt confused by my answer. Finally, “Do you have in your inventory-”

“Yes. But I’m not going to put anything on. Besides, I am a skeleton. It’s not like I’ve got much to be modest about, anyway.”

As Maurice translated, the dragon bossmonster burst out laughing. 

After another moment of hurried conversation in Common I could make little sense of, Maurice turned to me again. “Can you at least… put on some pants…?”

I threw my hands up in exasperation, almost dropping my flyer in the process. “For crying out loud, if you don’t like it, don’t look!”

Again, Firhaur burst out laughing. 

Dagiel, though, looked mad. The muscular shark monster strode over to me and proceeded to give me a long lecture in the Common language, complete with wild hand gestures and more than a few fingers jabbed at my chest. 

Throughout the entirety of his rant, I kept a perfectly straight face. When he had finished, though, I allowed myself to break into a wide grin. 

“My apologies, but ninety percent of what you’ve said was complete gibberish, and what made sense, well… it simply made no sense. However, from the gist of things, I presume you were either scolding me or insulting me, neither of which I deign to stand here and accept. And, as no other reason has been given for your coming to see me, I will take this as my opportunity to leave.” With that, I slung the flyer onto my back, tightened the harness, and walked to the opposite side of the boulder I had been standing on. 

Now, I have told you that this was the rim of a particular valley. To be more specific, though, this was a cliff that jutted out over the valley. The drop had to be at least seven hundred feet. 

I glanced once more over my shoulder, grinning. “It’s here that I must say farewell. With any luck, our paths won’t cross again.”

And then I lunged off the cliff.

The roar of the wind was not enough to drown out the sharp cries of shock behind me, and I have no doubt that, had I looked back up, I would have seen their faces peering over the edge of the cliff. 

But I did not look back up. I leaned into the fall, diving nearly straight down, gaining speed. After a moment, I pulled at my Magic, sending it into the runes. My wings spread out behind me, and a purple film overlaid my vision. I angled myself forward, and then…

I was flying!

I was speeding through the air, my shadow skimming the ground beneath me, then over the water as I sped over the lake at the bottom of the valley. 

As I suddenly found myself coming up at the opposite side of the valley, a shift of my weight and a twitch of my legs (as I have said, the configuration of the harness made my legs act as a sort of rudder) and I was banking on a leftward turn, suddenly flying along the length of the valley. 

And then, in my peripheral vision, I saw a flash of brilliant green and deepest purple. 

Firhaur had leaped off the cliff, his own wings dwarfing mine. And he was flying towards me.

I was irritated, of course. I had been sure that my jumping off a cliff would have been evidence enough for them that I had no interest in talking to them, but evidently, I had been wrong. 

I may or may not have screamed a number of very rude words over my shoulder at Firhaur.

Nonetheless, the dragon followed me. 

I knew there was no chance of me outracing the large dragon, his wings were bigger and stronger. He was also using physical strength rather than Magic as I was, and I had little doubt that I wouldn’t be able to outlast him. 

Thus, I had to outmaneuver him. I was smaller and lighter and could turn on a dime, not to mention I knew the mountains around there better than anyone. 

So I continued down the valley, dragon hot on my trail. I flew for all I was worth, sticking close to the ground or the walls of cliffs. I ducked around trees and only took the sharpest turns. 

At one point after a steep dive, I remember, I used my momentum to propel myself straight upward to nearly touch the clouds. Only moments before Firhaur caught me, I pulled in my Magic, letting my wings fold, suddenly plummeting. I remember that, in that one moment as my upward momentum lost its hold on me but gravity had not yet reclaimed me, I gave Firhaur just about the most cocky wink I could manage. And then I was plummeting downwards, laughing wildly. 

The chase lasted for a long time. 

And that was the problem. I could feel my Magic draining, and I knew I would have to end this soon. 

But really, that was the least of my worries.

I don’t know if Firhaur attacked with the intent of catching me before I fell, or it was simply a rune blowout. All I remember is one moment, I was flying, and the next, my shoulder was burning and I could see the remnants of my left wing falling apart below me as I fell. And then I was smashing into the ground, tumbling head over heels over and over. 

When I finally stopped rolling, I only just have the faintest memory of looking up, blurring seeing a green shape hovering above me…

And then I passed out. 

§

A/N

So I headcanon that there were more kinds of bossmonsters than just the furry goats that we all know and love. I like to think that dragons, true dragons are also bossmonsters.

Anyway, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Votes and Comments are my Favorite Things, and every notification I get makes my day!


3 ~ Grudgingly Befriended

Unconsciousness, I must admit, was not an unfamiliar thing to me.

For as much as I hated the university and its professors who denied me access to the labs, they were right about one thing: runes were dangerous. Of course, the danger to me would have been much neutralized had I been working in a proper lab, not to mention with medical attention available at all times, but I had been left alone in the mountains. As was such, my experiments and mistakes often had… explosive results. And I frequently ended up unconscious from the blast.

Not to mention the early phases of the flyer. I had, on occasion, crashed headfirst into the ground, and…

Well. Like I said. I had probably been unconscious more times in my life than was good. And I would be knocked out many times more throughout my existence. 

So when I woke, it was to a throbbing shoulder and a pounding headache, but not to surprise or shock. 

Granted, getting banged up as nastily as I had still resulted in a little mental trauma, and I found myself struggling to remember what had happened.

My confusion only increased when I realized I was not on the ground (well, okay, I kinda was, but we’ll get to that) nor the floor of one of my lab caverns. I was tucked into a sleeping bag, my skull resting on what had to have been just about the most fluffy pillow I had ever had the pleasure of resting my head on.

Of course, that cannot be said without a grain of salt; I had not rested my head on a pillow in quite a few years. I didn’t even have a bed in my cave system, just a loose pile of blankets in a corner that served that purpose on the few occasions when the need arose. You see, I was always a high-energy monster, and that combined with my drive and dedication to my work made it so I more often than not worked myself completely metaphorically to the bone before completely crashing right where I was after several days without rest. Most of the time, really, I didn’t even realize I had been up for so long. 

So I rarely even made it to my pile of blankets. 

Regardless. I was snugly snuggled in a sleeping bag, with a pillow under my skull. As I woke up a little more, I saw I was also in a small tent. It was the tent that helped me remember; it was purple with the Delta Rune on the canvas sides. The color and the rune triggered my memory, the people, the chase, the break, the crash. 

I let out a breath and started to sit up. A few more things immediately presented themselves to me: the tent looked big enough for another two sleeping bags. There were two there, but they were empty. Also, it appeared to be quite dark outside, as I could see the light of a fire outside, with the vague silhouettes of people outside, and I could hear the low murmur of voices and the crackle of the fire. Finally, folded next to my resting place were some clothes. 

The pants I immediately disregarded. They were certainly big enough, and the thick denim would have held up well. But I still did have my clothes in my inventory, and my option was much better: cargo pants. 

Cargo pants, it pains me to say, are another ingenious human invention. Thick canvas paired with thirteen large pockets made for excellence, and I don’t think I owned any pants that weren’t cargo pants. On top of that, putting things in the pants pockets cleared up a bit of inventory space- I always had at least two rolls of duct tape and four markers with me, split between my pockets and inventory. 

So, after pulling on my own pants, I looked back to the offered articles of clothing. A simple white tee shirt that was a little loose around the shoulders for me, and a blue, fleece-lined hoodie jacket, only just a touch too big. 

Looking back on it, I suppose these must have been some of Dagiel’s spare clothes, as they had obviously planned to be on some trip for a while, if the tent and sleeping bags were any evidence. 

The jacket was exceptionally comfortable- it would become one of my favorite pieces of clothing. 

After pulling on the shirt and jacket, I staggered (my head still hurt pretty bad, and my left shoulder was burning) to the tent flap. At first, after pushing it open, I was near blinded by the fire. But as my eyes (can I really say eyes? I mean, I don’t technically have eyes. But, anyway) adjusted, I saw Dagiel sitting to the left of the fire, Toriel to the right, and Firhaur  crouched across the fire from me. Between Firhaur’s large paws were the remains of my flyer. He appeared to be inspecting it, talking to the others in the Common language I still could not understand. Said others were listening rather intently. None of them had noticed me. 

Yet. 

For a minute or two, I stood there and listened, only able to discern a word or two here. But it looked like the dragon bossmonster was explaining how my flyer worked- as if he understood how runes worked. 

Of course, that was what he was doing. He was the Royal Scientist, and probably had a better grasp on runes than I did.

Not that I knew that.

I was about to learn, though, just how clever Firhaur was. 

As I stepped forward, all three of the monsters looked up. 

We stared at each other for a few minutes. After said few minutes, Dagiel stood from where he was sitting, and started to approach. As he opened his tooth-filled mouth, I held up a hand to silence him. 

“I can’t understand you anyway, so why don’t you just shut up?”

He frowned, evidently not understanding me. When he started to speak again, I silenced him with a sharp glare. 

When it was clear that he was not going to attempt to continue, I turned away and stalked over to where Firhaur was sitting, my broken flyer still lying at his feet. A cursory glance revealed that it was most definitely not a flyer anymore, more a pile of broken rods and nylon straps. I had hoped I would at least have been able to salvage the right wing, but it had apparently been broken just as badly as the left when I hit the ground. There would be no repairing it. 

Muttering out a few angry words, I turned and started walking, striding away, out of the circle of firelight. And I merely paused, did not turn around, when I heard Firhaur.

“Wait.”

I was surprised that he could Speak in Hands, but what little astonishment I couldn’t stop from crossing my face was never seen, as I had my back to them. 

“What?” I responded angrily. 

“Where exactly are you going?” His accent was perfect, he clearly knew what he was doing. 

“Home.” I spat, and started forward again. Even in the darkness of the night, I recognized the plateau we were on, and knew the way to my caves easily. 

“Without so much as a ‘thank you’ for saving your life?”

I was astonished. He couldn’t be serious. 

But he was. 

I spun around and strode back. “Saving my life?!” I roared incredulously, with both my voice and wild hand gestures. “SAVING MY LIFE?! It’s because of you that I was in that situation! I had no interest in talking to you, to any of you, yet you continued to invade my space. When I attempted to resolve the situation by leaving, you chased me. You broke my flyer, days, weeks of work, beyond repair, which also resulted in me having an injured shoulder and an aching head! And you have the nerve to ask me for thanks?! If it weren’t for basic monster decency, I would punch you in the face!” This having been said, I turned to leave, then paused. “Also, I’m keeping this jacket.”

Then I continued on my way, my fury only mildly soothed by the somewhat astonished look the dragon had assumed on my outburst. As I walked, I heard them talking amongst themselves. 

After a moment, I heard footsteps as Firhaur followed me. “If you’re so mad about it, I can make it up to you.”

I steadfastly ignored him. 

“I can build you a new one.”

I continued to ignore him. At the time, I seriously doubted him, but now I know he easily could have done it, and probably faster than I could have.

“A better one.”

I scoffed at that. 

Firhaur chuckled a little at my disbelief. Of course, he knew he could, knew I was only making a fool of myself. “Fine then, at least let me offer a suggestion: instead of trying to prevent rune burnout by strengthening the runes, try adding a few runes to limit and control the amount of Magic you’re running through the runes.”

I was a little surprised that he knew about runes, but I figured he had only a base knowledge. Nonetheless, I couldn’t resist responding. “I can’t do that, genius. Then there wouldn’t be enough Magic to create the wing membranes.”

“That’s only because of the buildup of Magic in the buffer runes, which you wouldn’t need if you limited the Magic flow.”

I started to give a snarky response as to why I couldn’t do that either, but I realized I didn’t have a snarky response to give. Firhaur was right; that would work. Grudgingly, I admitted as such.

He chuckled a little. “I’ve got more, if you’re interested.”

I stopped walking and turned to look at him, folding my arms over my chest. “Fine. I’m listening.”

“Instead of using carbon fiber rods, use fiberglass. It’s lighter.”

“It also bends too easily.”

“Not if you add a few runes for rigidness. That’d keep it in shape, and then, if you crash and tumble like you did, its natural flexibility will keep it from breaking so easily as the carbon fiber rods did.”

I let out a small huff. “I suppose that might work.” Then I looked up at him. “Who exactly are you, anyway?”

He smiled a little, holding out one of his large paws for a handshake. “Firhaur Wyngblaise, Royal Scientist.”

I hesitated. I had no interest in sharing my name, and shaking his hand might imply that I was agreeing to be more sociable with him. 

But the Royal Scientist! That had to be the only position in the royal hierarchy that I really had any respect for. 

So, slowly, I reached out and shook his hand. “… WD Gaster. And, uh, college kick-out.”

He laughed at the last bit. “I can’t imagine someone so intelligent would have been kicked out.”

I scoffed. “I was too intelligent for them. They didn’t like my ideas. So they dumped me out here.”

He laughed. “They can be a bit stuck up, sometimes, can’t they? Too set in their ways to accept new ideas.”

“That’s an understatement.”

He laughed again. “That is probably true, yes. Come, though, Mr. Gaster. We can spend the night at our camp, and in the morning, we shall go to your workspace. I have no doubt that if your work is half as good as your flyer, I will be duly impressed.” He paused a moment. “And, my apologies about your flyer. It truly was a brilliant piece.”

Put at ease by Firhaur’s casual manner, my temper placated by his apology and intelligence, I agreed. 

It wasn’t until later that I realized I had been quite sociable with him.
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4 ~ A Most Appealing Offer

Upon our return to the campfire, Firhaur introduced me to Dagiel and Princess Toriel. I was also told that they had seen some of my inventions on a visit to the town I went to, and had Firhaur had wanted to talk to me. I was mildly impressed that the princess had come out into the mountains herself, and I would later learn that she was one of the strongest people I would ever meet. 

I also refused to give Dagiel his jacket back. It was mine, now. And I was going to keep it for years to come.

Here in the Void, it is impossible to sleep. I can drop into a state nearly resembling sleep, but in reality, it is closer to simply shutting down. My mind just stops, what little warmth in my Soul that has survived the cold of the Void completely ices over. I become little more than an inedible vegetable. 

But that night, I think, I slept deeply. I was not woken until Dagiel tried to steal back my jacket. I may or may not have punched him. 

Not long after, we were on the move. 

My house was about a five hours’ walk away from our location, and I’ll spare you most of the details, as little of import happened, aside from Firhaur and I talking. We had a lot in common, I found, the biggest difference in our personalities being that he tended to grant people a basic respect out of common decency, whereas I always assumed people were idiots until proven otherwise. 

I also learned he was a lot smarter than I. (You should be taking this statement very seriously. There are very few people in the world who are smarter than me, and even fewer whom I will admit to being so.) 

But, unlike I would have done in his place, he did not flaunt his intelligence. I don’t think I ever saw him do something even nearing that once. Instead, he shared his intelligence, helped me.

In the five hours it took to reach my home, I was fully convinced Firhaur was someone deserving of respect. 

That is one thing about him, though- while I think he appreciated people’s respect, he rarely actively sought it out. He cared little what people thought of him, only just doing his best. 

He was a very good person. Better, I think, than I have ever been, or ever will be. 

Eventually, we reached my home. 

The entrance was on a little plateau at the foot of a mountain. Said plateau had been taken over by my garden, a vast arrangement of plants, the uses of which varied from scientific experiment to food. I took pride in that garden. It was a lot of work. 

The door of my house was a large stone slab. It had required an unbelievable amount of work, but I had gotten the door on a perfectly balanced mechanism. When the door was unlocked, it swung open with ease. When it was locked, it was near impossible to open. 

Of course, the locking mechanism was a set of runes keyed to my Magic. There would be no trespassing in my home. 

I couldn’t understand but few of her words, but I could tell Princess Toriel was impressed by my garden. 

“She says,” Firhaur told me in Hands, “you have as much of a green thumb as her husband.”

Dagiel was impressed with the door. He was a very military-oriented monster- there was a reason he was to become the Elite Captain of the Royal Guard- and the defensive strength of my home was something he respected. 

And Firhaur was, as he said he would be, impressed with my work. When I first lit the Magic crystals that illuminated my home, he had grinned widely. 

And when I showed him my rudimentary lab, he was astonished. “You built this yourself?”

“More than a decade of work.” I confirmed.

He let out an appreciative murmur.

Night came, and I told my visitors I had nothing in the way of bedding for them. That was fine; Princes Toriel and Dagiel had their sleeping bags, and Firhaur just slept anywhere- his large bulk made it difficult to get bedding in a proper size for him, anyway. 

They slept. I did not. I had gotten a full night’s sleep the night before, and instead set about constructing a new flyer. I had a considerable amount of fiberglass left over from some previous project, and in a few hours, I had completed the flyer’s frame. 

Doing the runes was a bit trickier. Those had to be planned out down to the smallest detail, and writing things out on paper was hard, as you can channel Magic into the pencil-on-paper runes just as well as the carved-into-fiberglass runes.

By morning, I was less than an eight of the way done with my planning, and I was getting a headache. Firhaur’s suggestion, while applicable in theory, was still a difficult one to put into practice. Some of these rune patterns. I came up with on the spot, cobbling them together like long disused words into a strange and foreign sentence. 

It was not an easy feat, and even I became frustrated with my task. So I rose from my seat and headed for the cavern that served as my kitchen and dining room.

The trio of visitors were there, apparently having woken up and begun a raid on my pantry. When they saw me enter, Firhaur began to speak. 

I lifted a hand, though, index finger pointed upwards in the universal sign for one minute. I was in need of good sustenance, in the form of a rather potent home brew. (Nothing anywhere near strong enough to get me drunk- especially considering my uncannily high alcohol tolerance- but a strong drought nonetheless.)

I reached the cupboard where I kept a good many things including several bottles of my home brew, pulled it open, then immediately slammed it shut again, leaning against it to ensure it stayed closed. 

“Something wrong?” Firhaur’s voice startled me. I had consciously forgotten I had guests. 

“There’s a… thing.” I said. I wasn’t quite sure what it was, still not sure to this day. 

“What sort of thing?”

“… just a… thing.”

Firhaur crossed the room, coming to stand beside me. “Well. Let’s see this thing, then.”

I didn’t move. “I’m… not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?”

I hesitated. This really was a peculiar thing to explain, as this cupboard and some of its contents occasionally seemed to transcend scientific law. “Lots of strange… odds and ends of my projects find their ways into this cupboard. Stuff like half built contraptions and items with a considerable amount of Magic residue in them, not to mention the socks and occasional Annoying Dog… The stuff just festers in there, and… strange things happen.”

“Such as…?”

I blinked, then delivered the requested answer. “Semi-sentient, Magic-leeching molds, combustible molds, spontaneously combustible molds, poison secreting molds, Magical gas releasing molds, Annoying molds, Dog molds, Annoying Dog molds-”

“Alright, alright!” Firhaur cut me off, laughing. “I see where you’re going with this. What’s next, noxious fume producing molds?”

I gave him a look. “No, of course not. Don’t be ridiculous.”

He let out a huff of amusement. “Alright, Gaster, open the cupboard.”

I shook my head, stepping back, my hands raised in surrender. “You can. Your funeral.”

Despite my warning, Firhaur reached up and pulled open the cupboard. There was a sort of blorp sound, and Firhaur suddenly jerked his hand away with a roar, proceeding to wave his hand around wildly. Eventually, the black goop that had attached itself to his fingers slipped off, landing on the stone floor of the cavern, melting a small hole in said floor with a sizzle.

“Ooh,” I deadpanned, reaching out to shut the cupboard before any more of the substance could escape, “an acidic, black, slime mold. That’s a new one.”

There was a panicked, urgent cry from Princess Toriel, I assume a questioning as to what happened. 

Firhaur spoke to them in Common, gesturing along in Hands for my benefit. “An acidic black slime mold, apparently.”

Through Firhaur, the princess’s response was translated to me. “Why does he have an acidic black slime mold in his cupboard?”

“Weirder things have happened in that cupboard. Trust me, this is nothing new. Well. It is something new, I’ve never seen an acidic black slime mold before, but it’s nothing exciting surprising new new.”

Firhaur translated for the others. They both just sort of looked at me like I was insane. And I suppose I probably was, just a little. All the greatest people are. 

Firhaur cleared his throat. “Ahem. Hrm. Well, then. Gaster. I have something to tell you. We were… talking, this morning. And I have decided I would like to offer you a position as-”

“No.” I cut him off. “Absolutely not.”

“But you haven’t even heard-”

“I hate people.”

He blinked a little. “That… I suppose I can respect that. But at least hear me out.”

I rocked back a little on my heels, glancing with mild concern at the still-deepening hole the acidic black slime mold was still carving in the floor. Then I folded my arms across my chest and nodded a little for Firhaur to continue. 

“I’m offering you a position as my personal assistant. Means you’ll only have to deal with people minimally, and you’ll be working in the Royal Lab. State-of-the-art facilities.”

I shook my head again. “Let me just point some things out to you. I think people are idiots, and usually, people think I’m a jerk. We generally hate each other. Also, I was stuck or here because people were scared of my work, and I refused to stop working on it. I don’t see how this will work in a peopled area like the Royal Lab.”

Firhaur blew out a breath. “Well. There’s not much I can do about the first thing. But, as Royal Scientist, the only people who can overrule my command are royalty. And you’d be only a step lower than me, meaning you’d get the run of the Lab. Total control over everyone else.”

Firhaur was also a very good diplomat. He knew how to analyze people and tell them what he wanted was what they wanted, and actually convince them of it. 

I fell prey to this. 

“Fine. Let’s go.”

That very morning, we left my mountain home, trekking southward.

§

A/N

Can I be honest for a moment? After all the comments I got on the last author’s note, I’ve been seriously debating writing a series of alternate scenes of how the meeting with Firhaur goes, all of which involve Gaster threatening Firhaur with a stick. I might actually do it. Maybe.

Anyway, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Votes and Comments are my Favorite Things, and every notification I get makes my day!


5 ~ Burning

For the most part, the journey was rather uneventful. We spent a number of days traveling southward, and in that time Firhaur told me about the rising tensions between monsters and humans. I knew a little of it, but it seemed it had escalated far beyond what I had expected it to. 

Monsters and humans both had already been killed. No war had been declared outright, but skirmishes were common, and the races were already avoiding each other. Most meetings between monsters and humans ended in violent conflict. The humans were usually the cause of these conflicts. They were violent and dusthungry and the cause of the war. 

Other than that, the journey was mostly uneventful. Mostly.

Remember those violent, dusthungry humans I mentioned?

We met a few of them. Three, out in some forest or other. And, while I couldn’t understand them since they were speaking in Common, Firhaur later told me they had, at the very least, hinted at having known we were in the area. And they had been hunting us down all morning. 

One of those three humans held a staff, carved with runes, each glowing faintly yellow. So he was a Magic wielder. 

Our chances here didn’t look especially bright. 

I assume, now, that you are familiar with the monsters’ form of attack? Things such as weapons manifested through Magic, like bones and spears and tridents? Well, you see, at the time, monsters couldn’t do that. We had merely raw Magic, unfocused and unrefined. That made it difficult to beat a single human, much less three of them, one of them Magic wielding. 

When we ran into them, there was a bit of hurried dialogue I couldn’t understand. The humans sounded aggressive, and my best guess was that Firhaur and Princess Toriel were trying to talk them out of attacking.

It didn’t work.

In a moment, they were lunging forward with a shout. 

Now, in an average fight against humans, as I have said, monsters are at a horrible disadvantage. We had only our disorganized Magic versus the humans’ strength. 

In an average fight, that is. But, as I am sure you have realized by now, I am not only not average, and never have been, but I also intentionally go out of my way to avoid averageness. 

In a fight against humans, normally monsters will try to keep their distance and attack with Magic, while the human generally charges forward and tries to hit the monster. 

So, of course, that means that as the humans came towards us, I lunged toward them, and punched the human with the rune-inscribed staff in the face. He staggered back, shocked, hands lifting to his now bloody, possibly broken nose. That meant he dropped his staff, which I grabbed out of the air before it hit the ground. 

Typically, with weapons like staffs and wands, the wielder will have it keyed to their Magic. This makes it difficult- not impossible, just difficult- for other people to use the weapons. And there were consequences for the overriding of weapons like that, but, nonetheless, I curled my hands around the staff and started pouring my Magic into it.

For a moment, it was a battle, as my purple Magic fought to flush out the yellow residue of the human’s Magic. But then I succeeded, the yellow light of the staff guttering out to be replaced by a literal flame of purple, the purple of my Magic. 

Of course, for as long as it seemed to take me to do this, in reality, it only took me all of two seconds to override the staff. In an instant, I had lashed out, smashing the Magic-engulfed staff into the human’s face. He already was holding his bloody nose, and this time, I heard a crack. His eyes rolled back in his head, and he collapsed. Then I turned.

Dagiel and Princess Toriel were fighting one human in the classic monster style, attempting to avoid the human while attacking with their Magic. Firhaur and the other human were fighting similarly, but Firhaur’s Magic took the shape of purple fire, spewing from his jaws.

Firhaur seemed to have things adequately covered, so I turned to help Princess Toriel and Dagiel. Without another thought, I charged the human, twisting the staff in my hands, Magic trailing off it with every sweep. 

Things always get a little hazy for me in the exact moments of attack, but I could swear that the human screamed when he saw me. In a few moments, I found myself screaming a number of insults as I chased the human into the woods, a number of rips on their clothing and wounds on their skin. I was actually surprised when I felt Firhaur’s grip around my ribs, keeping me from chasing after the human and slaughtering him. 

“They are fleeing.” His deep voice cut through my anger. “Let us not sink to their level. Let us grant them mercy.”

I blinked a little. Grunted. Stepped back. The purple glow around the staff extinguished, and the staff slipped from my grip. 

I said there were consequences for overriding someone else’s weapon. Now, as I recalled my Magic from the staff, I was hit with a wave of nausea. I staggered to the side, my vision wavering, and seconds later, I felt Firhaur’s hands against my ribs again as he supported me.

“Gaster?”

I think I mumbled something about consequences for using someone else’s weapon, but I’m not sure what I said. It was just very… nauseous.

I do remember, though, that Firhaur said something, and my only response was “I think… I think I’m going to pass out.”

And I did. 

When I woke, I was in a bed somewhere. And, again, it could have been merely because I had not been in a bed for a good long while now, but I think it was one of the most comfortable beds I have ever been in. I had minimal intentions to get up when I woke up.

Overall, though, I felt good. A bit tired, but not plagued in the slightest by the nausea that had come with overpowering the staff. 

When I finally opened my eyes, I was in what could have been a hotel room. There was a soft yellow-gold wallpaper and a faded red carpet. The blinds were drawn over the windows to my left. The only furniture was the bed I was lying in, a small wardrobe, and a desk and table under the windows. The room was lit by the soft glow of a shaded lamp sitting on the desk. My shirt and jacket were also both folded on the desk. 

For a little while, I still didn’t move. Eventually, though, the curiosity for my location got the better of me, and I got out of bed and pulled my clothes back on. Then I turned to the door. 

Before I could walk the three steps across the room to open the door, though, it opened, and Firhaur stuck his head into the room. It looked like he would have come in farther, but with the both of us taking up the space in front of the door, he would not have fit. 

Nonetheless, when he saw me, he grinned. “Ah, you’re awake! That’s good.”

I nodded my agreement. “Where are we?”

He started to back out the door. “We’re in Capital City. You were pretty much out for the last bit of the trip.”

It took me a couple moments to remember why I had passed out this time, but I remembered quickly. 

I followed Firhaur out the door into the wide corridor. It appeared I was in one of the housing units built in the middle of the city to accommodate the working metropolitan population. 

I followed Firhaur down the hall. “Where are we going?”

He looked over his shoulder at me, small grin twitching at his lips. “The Capital Lab, of course. Unless you want to get something to eat, first? I suppose you would probably be quite hungry, wouldn’t you?”

“Food would be good, yes.” I nodded. 

“Right! To food!” He paused, then did a one-eighty, turning to stride the opposite way down the hall. “Good food is this way.”

“Good food, hm?” I supposed that was a good enough reason for me.

“Good food” took the shape of a bar and grill in town, Burn’s Bar. It was owned by a fire elemental, obviously, Burn. I believe you might be familiar with his son, Grillby. 

Burn’s even had tables large enough to accommodate monsters such as Firhaur, as well as food portions to match. We got hamburgers and sat at one of said tables. 

“So,” Firhaur began after chewing off a bite of his burger, “can I ask you a question?”

“… I suppose so.” I said around my own food. They were really good burgers. 

“What does the ‘WD’ in your name stand for?”

I paused, mid bite. 

As I said earlier, I had a sore dislike for my name. It is true that skeleton names typically resemble their personalities, so I’m sure there’s a metaphor (or at least a cruel irony) somewhere in there, but I still disliked my name. 

So, slowly, I responded. “I… I am not going to answer that.”

Firhaur smirked a little. “Why?”

“I’m just not going to.”

“Hit a sore spot, have we?”

I just gave him a look. 

“I’ll take that as a yes. So, what’s it stand for?”

My look intensified. “It stands for ‘What the heck do you think you’re Doing?’”

He blinked in mock astonishment. “So your name is ‘What The Heck Do You Think You’re Doing Gaster’?”

“Yes.” I deadpanned.

Firhaur snorted. “Okay, but seriously. What’s it stand for?”

I took another bite of my burger. “I’m not gonna tell you.” I said snarkily. 

He let out another snort. “Fine, have it your way, but I will figure it out eventually.”

“And just how do you plan to do that?”

He struck up an offended expression. “I am the Royal Scientist. It’s my freakin’ job to figure stuff out.”

I looked right back at him. “Well, not my name.”

His expression shifted to mischievous. Then he shook his head a little, as if to clear away the expressions. “Anyhow. Can you only speak Hands?”

More than a little happy for the change in topic, I nodded. “I pretty much completely forgot Common. It’s just been so long since I had to use it.”

“Hrmph. Well, I suppose knew it but forgot is better than don’t know it at all. Once you start to learn it again, it will c-”

“Hey, hey!” I cut him off. “Who said anything about me learning Common?”

He looked a little incredulous. “Well, you’re going to need to in order to work with other people.”

I shot him a glare. “I thought you said I wouldn’t need to work with people.”

“Fine, fine.” He waved one hand dismissively. “You’ll need to learn Common so you can boss people around. Better?”

I nodded, grinning,  taking another bite. “Better.”
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6 ~ Doctor Gaster

The memories I have of the Capital Laboratory are bittersweet ones. On the one hand, it’s the best, most well-equipped lab I ever worked in. And Firhaur was there, working with me.

On the other hand, a lot of… bad things happened while I was there. It was a wartime, after all, and a lot of good people died, good people whom I worked with in the lab. … Firhaur included. 

And then there were the purely annoying things.

Like on my first official day at the lab…

“This…” I said slowly, in Common. Firhaur wanted me to speak in Common more to relearn it, but I still signed along in Hands. “This is… s-… stupid.”

“What?” He also spoke in Common. 

Not completely fluent in the language, I vaguely gestured to my clothes.

For as much as the garments have grown on me, at the time, I detested lab coats. I thought they looked silly, and was convinced the length would be cumbersome. 

“It… looks… not good. Stupid.”

Firhaur snorted. “It does not. It looks fine. Besides, everyone in the lab has to wear a lab coat. Safety protocols.” He spoke slowly in Common, but also signed along in Hands for my benefit.

I glanced at him. “You are not.”

Firhaur let out a little chuckle. “That, my friend, is because I have scales. In the event of a chemical spill, my scales will protect my flesh, which protects my bones. You, on the other hand, have nothing more than bones.” He paused a moment, then added, “Besides, there aren’t any lab coats big enough to fit me.”

I just let out an annoyed huff, already irritated with the length of the white coat.

Firhaur introduced me to a number of scientists I would be seeing regularly. He told them I was his personal assistant, and I should be listened to. He also told them I wasn’t the most fluent in Common, and they had to be patient with me as I learned to speak the language.

For a few weeks, things worked relatively well. It wasn’t until I had begun to get a good grasp on the language that people started being annoying.

I was working on another flyer design. Now that I was in a better lab and had access to better resources, I was determined to design a better flyer. 

There was a slimy sort of monster scientist, I don’t remember his name, standing nearby, watching me fit together some of the pieces of the wings. For the time being, I was putting up with small talk, as it helped me learn to speak Common better. 

And then he addressed me as Doctor Gaster. 

“I am not a doctor.” I said.

He looked confused, and I explained again. I was not a doctor. 

So then he asked where I had graduated from.

“I did not.” I responded as I fit a bolt into place.

He blinked. I assume he probably though I hadn’t understood the question, what with my still somewhat limited grasp of Common. So he repeated it.

I repeated my answer. “I did not graduate. I was… how do you say… ‘kicked’? They did not like me.”

The monster looked astonished. “You mean you never got a degree?!”

That was a little confusing to me. I knew that, in Common, there were degrees of an arc, and degrees of a temperature, and that it could be used to express the extent of something, but I didn’t know the word’s association to graduation and such.

So after a few more moments of confused conversation, the monster dragged me away from my work (I was quite irritated, and I really wish I remember how he convinced me to leave. If I could remember that, I could persuade anyone to do practically anything) to Firhaur, who translated for me, laughing a little. 

“He is astonished,” Firhaur told me in Hands, “that you never got a degree, and yet you are still an employee here.”

I frowned. “Well, that’s stupid. Aren’t the qualifications to work here just being smart? You don’t need a degree to be smart.”

Firhaur chuckled. “Very true. But people seem to think that having a degree proves your intelligence.”

“That’s stupid.”

Nonetheless, the monster was astonished. 

In the beginning, that wasn’t so bad. But once word got around that I didn’t have a degree, that I wasn’t a doctor, things got bad. People got jealous, said it wasn’t fair that, even with a degree, they still had to fight to get a job here, and the I just came along without having spent more than two months at the university, and I get the second highest position in the lab. 

I mean, it wasn’t my fault I was better than them! In fact, it was more like their fault for not being as good as I am!

Unfortunately, they didn’t see it that way. 

It got to the point where they were actually trying to get me kicked out by tampering with my work. After a few days of that, I barricaded myself in a lab, using runes to strengthen the barricaded door, and didn’t let anyone in. This made people even more annoyed, because it hadn’t just been my lab, other people had worked in there, too. 

It was probably an entire day before I realized I hadn’t brought any food with me when I locked myself in the lab. But I stood resolutely, refusing to leave.

Eventually, Firhaur broke the door down. 

“Listen up!” He proclaimed loudly. “This petty feud is absolutely moronic! And since you all seem so determined to refuse to acknowledge that Gaster is probably smarter than all of you combined, I have no choice but to take this matter into my own hands! Gaster, you are, officially, Dr. WD Gaster.”

I grinned at the other assembled scientists. “Ha!”

“Well you can’t just make him a doctor!” One annoyed monster called out. “He’s got to get a degree!”

“And why can’t I just give him a degree?” Firhaur huffed. “I’m the Royal Scientist for crying out loud! I’m just about the smartest monster there is, meaning I’m probably the most qualified person to give him a degree!”

“But-” the monster protested. “But—”

“But nothing!” Firhaur roared, exasperated. “He is Dr. Gaster now, and you will refer to him as your superior, understand?”

There was a murmur of reluctant agreement. 

For a little while after that, everyone made it absolutely clear that they would rather not be doing what I told them to. But once they began to realize that, firstly, I preferred working alone, and secondly, that I was smarter than them, they started to lose their foolish grudge against me, and give me the respect I deserved. 

It was sometime around then that I saw Dagiel again. 

I don’t remember how exactly we met up again, only that we ended up at Burn’s Bar, having lunch together. I found that Dagiel had a similar personality as I, but what he lacked in scientific intelligence was made up for in military strategy. The biggest similarity between us was that we gave people the exact amount of respect we saw fit, and not an ounce more. 

What with my having proven my worth for my station, he saw fit to respect me. 

I learned that he was currently stationed as one of Princess Toriel’s personal guard, and was definitely the most respected member of said guard. 

And when I managed to tell the story in rough Common of how I got my degree, he had laughed and laughed, loud and boisterously, and agreed with me that those people were idiots. 

He told me he was impressed with how I had fought the humans on the way here. How I had taken their own weapon, and used it against them. I explained to him why I had passed out there. 

He wondered if I, being an official scientists and doctor now, couldn’t figure out a way to negate those side effects.

I suppose, in part, that is what inspired me to create what I did, some time later. But we’ll get to that, as I mentioned, later. 

We talked for a while longer, until he realized he had to go back on duty in thirty minutes. So we parted ways, with an agreement to keep in touch.

I would not admit it for years, but Dagiel would become one of my closest friends. 
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7 ~ Gaining Respect

Time is something funny in my memory, but I believe it had to have been several months before anything of real consequence happened.

Of course, during those several months, the tensions between humans and monsters were continually on the rise, as more and more encounters between the races ended in violence. King Relgore was doing his best, but that was not going to be enough to keep the fleeting peace. War would eventually erupt between the races. 

Eventually. We are not there yet. 

We were standing on the rooftop of the Capital Lab. The lab was the second tallest building in the Capital City, the first being the castle in which King Relgore lived. 

I stood with my back to the castle. Before me, beneath me, spread the Capital City, streets alive with monsters. 

“It’s not going to work.” Ris said for the thousandth time.

Ris was my almost-assistant. He was not my official assistiant, and I intended to keep it that way, but when I needed help with something and Firhaur was busy, it was to Ris I went. 

Ris was an interesting fellow, really. With nothing to see the scale, you would assume he was tall. He was long and thin and lanky, with the proportions of someone six, seven feet tall. But, in reality, he was only about four feet, even standing on his toes as he did. He was something of a bipedal canine-feline-avian-fish, with a beak and cat eyes, dog ears and a bird’s crest of feathers. Soft fur covered his body, but his hands were scaly and webbed, as were his feet. He had a bird tail. He was also mildly less annoying than the rest of the lab staff. 

“It will work, Ris.” I responded for the thousandth time. “It will work.”

I had my newest flyer on my back. Unfortunately, Firhaur had, out of “public decency,” not allowed me to wear my usual flight suit of nothing at all. Instead, I was wearing a thin, light suit that would only minimally effect drag and weight. 

“The last one didn’t work.” Ris said slowly. “I don’t think this one will, either.”

It was true that my last attempt had not ended well. I had made a mistake with the runes, and it had gone unnoticed. Unnoticed, that is, until I tried to fly. The glider had almost immediately blown up, resulting with me unconscious for a good three days and all the lab staff but Firhaur doubting me. 

Not that their doubt affected me in any way.

“Ris, I have told you, in the last one there was a mis-… mist-…”

“A mistake?”

“Yes. A mistake. There is not in this one.”

Ris said nothing, but still looked skeptical. 

I finished tightening the straps across my chest before flashing the monster a quick grin. “See? I will prove it.”

Before he could protest, I stepped over to the edge of the rooftop. Rocking on my toes a little, I saw there was a crowd of monsters down below. Many of them were lab employees, hoping to see me fail again, but a good many civilians had joined the crowd out of curiosity. 

“Doctor Gaster-” Ris began, but I didn’t give him time to finish. I lunged off the building, suddenly plummeting in a dive. After a second, I forced my Magic out into the runes on the wings. 

There was a flare of purple, and a tugging in my chest, and then I was pulling out of the dive with a triumphant roar. There were some well-deserved cries of astonishment from below. 

And then it was just the rush of the wind as I soared upward.

I could see the whole of the Capital City laid out beneath me; all the tall buildings, offices and apartments and such packed around the castle with its courtyard, the smaller building towards the edge as the population began to thin out, eventually turning into farmland. 

And beneath me…

Despite the fact that I was too high to be able to pick out individual figures from the crowd far below, the image of their shocked faces staring up at me still remains firmly rooted in my mind. 

Regardless of whether or not it’s as imaginary as you may be. 

Looking down at them, I felt an intoxicating need to show off. 

I mean, of course I did. I’m me. A me that doesn’t show off isn’t me at all, but someone other than me, who perhaps might be very good at impersonating me, but if a me is not totally full of himself like me, he is most definitely a not-me. 

So yes. I showed off, and I’m proud of it.

I folded my wings and let myself plummet, pulling out of a fall only instants before I smashed into the ground. I flew between buildings, twisting around sharpest corners, skimming alongside walls. I looped and twirled and generally showed off everything I could do that the other grounded scientists couldn’t.

Firhaur had been right, instead of trying to strengthen the runes to sustain the Magic flow, all I had needed to do was limit it.

Eventually, wanting more room to maneuver than the cityscape provided, I left behind the crowds of shocked scientists in favor of heading for the fields outside town. 

I flew for… five, six hours? Always I kept the Capital City in sight, but I think at max I had to have been ten miles away. 

Eventually, as the sun began to set, I realized how late it was getting, and started back towards the city. 

As I flew, I realized that the Magic that filled the space between the wings’ frame was beginning to gutter out. At first I thought it was rune burnout, but then I realized just how shockingly tired I was. I had been pouring out Magic all day! 

Only moments after I realized this, the Magic guttered out completely, and I fell headfirst into a field. 

But, again, Firhaur had been right. Both the flier and I got pretty banged up in the fall, but the fiberglass frame bent easily, and what damage that was done to it would be easily repairable…

… Once I made it back to the lab.

For I was in the middle of a wheat field, at least seven miles from the city. Seven miles wasn’t an especially challenging distance for me, especially back then when I was nearing the peak of my physical fitness, but I was already quite tired, and it was getting dark. I figured I would have better luck with the farmhouse about a mile down the road.

After undoing the flyer’s harness, stuffing the entire thing into my inventory, and pulling my pants and jacket on over the flight suit, I started off.

I made it to the house just as the last touches of red were fading on the eastern horizon. After a long conversation, I convinced the rabbit monster who opened the door to drive me into the city. 

The car ride was only about fifteen minutes, but it seemed like an eternity. 

The conversation didn’t help. 

“How exactly,” asked the rabbit, “did you get into my field anyway?”

“I flew.” I responded smugly. 

He looked at me skeptically. “You… flew.”

I nodded. “Yes.”

Another moment of skeptical silence. 

“… Fine, alright. Let’s say you did fly. Why are you needing me to drive you back into town?”

“Because I cr-…” I paused. Some words in Common were still difficult for me. “C-crashed, is the word? Fell. Out of the air. I cannot fly anymore right now.”

“So I assume that means you can’t show me you can fly?” At my confirmation, the rabbit monster let out a huff. “Well, isn’t that convenient?”

I just rolled my eyes. 

We talked a little more, and the monster made it quite clear multiple times that he did not believe me. 

And then we got to the city. I had him stop at the Capital Lab. 

We were both surprised by the number of people standing outside it. A fair number of them had cameras and notepads and the like, appearing to be journalists or news reporters. 

I stepped out of the car and someone in the crowd, one of the scientists, recognized me and drew everyone’s attention to me.

Still halfway in the vehicle, I was besieged by reporters. They all started clamoring and shouting, screaming for my attention, snapping pictures, asking questions. Apparently, flight caused a stir.

All the noise combined with my imperfect Common meant I could barely understand a word. But one thing, again and again I heard.

Dr. Gaster. 

My name.

Dr. WD Gaster.

And for the first time, I realized I liked the sound of that.
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8 ~ An Important Declaration

The day after my soaring success, just about every Capital City newspaper featured me on its front page. The moment I stepped out of the lab, I was swarmed by people. 

I can’t say I didn’t enjoy the popularity; then I would be lying. 

I would also be lying if I said everything worked well from there. You see, all my fame made quite a few of the other scientists jealous. And the idiots began to tamper with my work when I wasn’t looking. 

That was also when I learned it was important that I wear a lab coat in the lab. One day I had neglected to put it on, and one of my favorite pairs of pants was utterly ruined. Someone had switched a chemical I was using with a mild acid. Had I been wearing a lab coat, it would have been the coat and my pants that were burned. But since I was not wearing a lab coat…

If I still had legs, which I do not, here in the Void, I would have scars from acid burns on my tibiae and fibulae. There were quite a few days where I couldn’t walk, and nearly a month where it was excruciatingly painful to do so. 

I wore a lab coat after that. 

Regardless, they kept tampering with my work. After the incident with the acid, the jealous idiots were more careful to cause no harm, but that didn’t mean the things they did weren’t slow and tedious to fix.

Eventually, frustrated, I went to Firhaur.

“The morons won’t stop!” I hissed furiously in Hands, my gestures wide and wild. My anger made it difficult to think far enough in Common to speak it. “They just keep messing things up! Intentionally!”

“Well,” Firhaur responded coolly, “what do you recommend I do?”

I paused, scowling. Then, slowly, a malicious smile crept up on my face.

“Gaster. No. I’m not going to harm any one of them, no matter how funny it might be. There’s no need for violence, especially not here, among monsters. Think of something else.”

The grin fell. “…Fine. Can’t you just kick them out of the lab or something?”

“… Hm. Possibly. We’ll see.”

In the end, he did not fire the idiots as I would have liked, or, indeed, done myself in later years, but he did kick them out of that particular lab. 

He had gathered up all the scientists who worked in the same room as me. “Alright, listen up. You’re all being reassigned to different projects, not in this room.”

There were several murmurs of protest, all of which were cut off by Firhaur’s sharp look.

“This room is becoming the lab belonging solely to Dr. Gaster. Entering it and, Annoying Dog forbid, messing with his work are both grounds for expulsion. So you come in here, you’ll get fired. Understand?”

There were some noncommittal murmurs.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, Dr. Wyngblaise,” was the collective answer. 

“Good. You’ll all find that I’ve emailed you your new assignments. Go, get to work.”

They left. 

Firhaur turned to me. “Good?”

“Well… Not what I woulda done, but it works.”

“Okay, well, what would you have done?” He snorted. 

“Fired the lot of them.”

Firhaur just laughed.

A few days later, I found myself in the laboratory cafeteria, eating lunch, when Firhaur walked up beside me. 

“WD stands for Wingdings, doesn’t it?”

I just about choked on my mouthful of food. After taking a moment to regain my composure, I signed to him in Hands, “Now what gives you that idea?”

He snorted. “Well, first that you just ch-”

“Hands, please. There’s a reason I don’t tell people my name.”

Firhaur looked amused, but complied, his deep bass voice switching to Hands. “Firstly, you just about choked on your food, and secondly, it doesn’t take a detective to realize that all skeletons are named after typography fonts, and there aren’t too many fonts that could easily be turned into WD as an acronym. Either Wingdings or Webdings.”

I couldn’t help my frown. “Webdings is an even worse name than Wingdings.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because Web is an idiot. I swear I will never understand my cousin.”

Firhaur let out a rumbling chuckle. “Your cousin is also named after a dingbat font?”

I gestured a little. “Nearly the entire Gaster family, actually. There are only a few exceptions.”

“So why do you hate it so much?”

I gave a bitter chuckle. “Have you heard it? I mean, in Hands it sounds alright, since the entire language of Hands was based on dingbat fonts, but in Common, it just sounds ridiculous.”

“I don’t think it sounds so bad.”

“You’re not the one who has to live with it.”

He laughed. “That is true. I suppose you don’t want me calling you that?”

“No. I don’t.”

And that was the end of that.

I quickly grew acclimated to working in my own lab. It was nice. I pretty much lived in there, emerging only for food and sleeping at my desk or wherever. Firhaur often joked that we ought to bring a bed in for me, and eventually a folding cot took up a permanent residence in one corner of the room. 

I also met with Dagiel quite often for lunch, when he was off-duty. It was through him that I learned about the humans, some several months after I acquired my lab.

 He said there were four of them, here in the capital. Negotiating.

“But it doesn’t sound like negotiating.” He told me, hunched over a table at Burn’s, nursing a drink, voice low so the other bar patrons wouldn’t hear. “The humans just keep making demands. ‘Surrender now,’ type deal. ‘Course, King Relgore isn’t about to just surrender to them and let us become human slaves or whatever. He’s actually tryin’ to negotiate. But politics have never been the poor guy’s strong suit, and he can’t get a word in edgewise. Every time he even so much as looks like he’s gonna protest, the humans ramp up the demands, just make everything harsher.”

“So what will happen?” I murmured in response, lifting my own glass to my mouth. 

He shrugged. “Dunno. At this rate, the humans will just keep making impossible demands ‘til they get fed up with King Relgore’s refusal, and leave.”

“And if they are not making empty threats?” 

“Then they come to beat us down, but we kick their rears instead!”

I laughed. “That sounds good.”

It was only days later that the humans declared war on monsters. 

For as much as I wanted to beat the humans, this new war didn’t affect me much. I just kept working. Sure, the defenses around the city got tighter, but I was a monster. They let me in. I heard stories and news of battles in other areas, towns and cities far from here, but everything was peaceful at the Capital City. 

The trouble didn’t come until one day I was testing a new flyer, and I crashed outside town. I was walking back towards the city when I had a run-in with several humans. 

They attacked me, of course. There were four of them, two Magic-wielders. 

I am not bragging when I say I put up an impressive fight. I’m sure I knocked down at least two of them, and broke a few noses. But even I cannot fight four humans alone, especially not when half of that number can use Magic so proficiently as I. 

When I went down, I had no time to get back up before there was a boot slamming into my skull. 

So, of course, I was not awake for what happened next, but Firhaur later told me that he had come looking for me, and found the humans dragging me along the road. They had planned to take me hostage after seeing my flyer, and either make me work for them, or give them monster plans. So Firhaur attacked just to get them to let go of me, then he grabbed me up and flew away. 

As I’m sure you’ve gathered by now, waking up in the Capital City hospital was not unusual for me. From crashed flyers to those acid burns to any number of other catastrophes and mistakes, I came to the building frequently wounded, or was brought there, unconscious.

The time I woke up then, though, was the worst yet. My head hurt. My ribs hurt. My shoulders hurt. My legs hurt. My arms hurt. 

In short, I hurt. 

It took a little while, but as I woke, I recognized the bed I was in. The hum of the nearby equipment fans, and the soft, repetitive beeping coming from the monitor connected to my Soul. Yes, I was in the Capital City hospital, lying on a gurney, barely able to move, hardly able to think through the pain. 

I had never really liked humans. I always thought them to be loud and arrogant. They thought themselves better than everything else, and, going off the way they were always picking fights with their own selves, better than each other, too. And they always seemed too ready to destroy something, just because it had no use, or they didn’t understand it, or they couldn’t tame it, or it scared them. 

I did not like humans. But as I laid there, my body beaten by a human, I realized I hated humans. And I decided then and there, that if humans were declaring war on monsters, than I would declare war on humans. 

Of course, it would be a while before I could do anything with this declaration. I had two broken ribs, four cracked ribs, and a number of other pretty badly bruised or fractured bones, not to mention I had been pumped full of painkillers and had a rather fogged-up mind. 

Perhaps I would not have made such a declaration had I not been on so many drugs.

Nonetheless, I would do my best to follow through with it. 
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9 ~ Like Brothers

Firhaur disapproved of the war. 

Now, I’m not saying I think the war was a good thing. War is horrible, always horrible. It tears apart families and destroys lives. I cannot describe the pain it causes. 

But that does not mean I did not think the war was necessary. That does not mean I was not filled with pride at the news of every monster victory, and a burning anger and hatred at every monster death. I saw human blood as being deserving of being spilled, that it was best not in human veins, but watering the ground. 

To Firhaur, though, blood was dust and dust was blood. To him, all lives were lives, and the war was worth none of them. News of every victory we received- whether monster or human victory- was only met with a deep sorrow. 

Firhaur was a good man. I have never met his equal. 

He said nothing, of course. He supported the monsters to the last, was loyal to our kind. But he still believed this duststorm- and this bloodbath- was unnecessary.

At first I didn’t realize this. It was a while before I figured out his disapproval.

Once I had recovered enough from my beating to return to the lab, I set to work immediately. No longer was my mind on flight, now I intended to fight. 

And if the humans could use Magic weaponry, why couldn’t monsters? But obviously, monster weapons had to be better than human weapons. 

So instead of staffs, I made a rune-carved crossbow, that fired off bolts of raw Magic when utilized by a monster. It took months to finish, months in which the war only escalated. Firhaur knew of my work, but when I finally finished it, and showed it to him…

He got a funny look in his eyes. 

“It’s very clever.” He had a strange tone in his voice. “I can pass it on to King Relgore, and if he approves it, I’ll set a team on mass producing it.”

At first, I was elated. There was a good chance of my invention being accepted, being used, making a difference. And I could go on to design more weapons. 

But no. Firhaur had other plans. He assigned me a specific task. 

He wanted me to design a sort of suspension tank, something that could hold a critically wounded monster— or human— for an extended period of time until their wounds could be properly treated. It was the polar opposite of what I had wanted to design- weapons killed, and this saved. 

But Firhaur had asked me to take on this task, so I reasoned to myself that it would be saving monster lives. Later, these suspension tanks would be quite important, as not only would my own life be put in one, but they were the birthplace of my sons. 

But, that is later.

For now, I was still designing them. 

Well. I worked on it for several months. Perfected the design. Firhaur had several made, but kept me working on them. 

I didn’t want to work on them, though, and besides, I thought I had made them perfectly!

So I approached Firhaur about the issue.

He kept avoiding the point, and I kept dragging it back in front of him.

“Why,” I eventually roared in Hands, “will you not let me help with the war?!”

He rounded on me, a strange look in his amethyst eyes. “Because I do not want you to get hurt, Gaster!”

I paused, surprised. That had not been the answer I had been expecting. 

Firhaur continued, stepping forward to set his hands on my shoulders. “Gaster, in the last two years that you’ve been here, I’ve come to think of you almost like a brother. Like my little brother whom I never had. I care about you, Gaster, and I want to protect you from this war. Because it’s far too easy to go from making weapons to using weapons. Far too easy to have blood on your hands, and that’s an impossible thing to forget, an irreparable damage to your Soul. I just-… You’re my little brother, and I want to keep you safe.”

I’m pretty sure I stood there for a good minute or two, unable to speak. I was touched, genuinely moved that Firhaur would think so much of me. 

And I realized something, something that would change my life. 

Slowly, I looked up at Firhaur, met his eyes, a tentative smile twitching at my jaw. “And-… and you’re my big brother, Firhaur. I look up to you. I wanna be like you, I want to do what you do. I want to make a difference in the world, for all of monsterkind, like you. I respect you more than anyone else, Firhaur, and I want your respect me, too. Because you’re my brother, and I look up to you. So… So if you want me to stay safe like this, to not make weapons… then I’ll do it.”

Annoying Dog, was I sappy. I’m not even going to try to defend myself here, except to say that I meant every word of it.

Because it was true. I respected Firhaur like a brother. I looked up to him like a brother.

I loved him like a brother. 

In some ways, this realization made the inevitable all that much worse. 

But, at the same time… I would not have it any other way. 

From that day all the way to the end, Firhaur and I were brothers in all but Magic. 

And I stuck to my word. Despite my desire to bring down humanity, I didn’t make weapons. I worked on improving the suspension tanks (they were not, in fact, perfect, field testing found. There were some major flaws that needed to be fixed). I put time into studying monster physiology and Magiology so I could create better medical equipment. I came up with some unorthodox but efficient healing techniques that, as many as fifteen times, were actively sought out by wounded monsters. I made rune-covered bandages that could cut a monster’s healing time in as much as half. 

And when Firhaur looked at me, I could see the pride in his eyes, and that was enough to convince me I was doing the right thing. 

After that day, Firhaur and I also openly referred to each other as brothers, and, despite his status as Royal Scientist and mine as Assistant to the Royal Scientist, we saw each other as equals. There was never any animosity between us. I trusted Firhaur with everything, and he never expected more of me than I could give. 

Looking back on it, I think that our bond was nearly as strong as my sons’ would be. 

And, knowing of my desire to make a difference, Firhaur supported me in everything I did. Whenever I would finish work on something, he would already be finding something more for me to turn my attention to. He never asked me to do things I couldn’t, but he was always challenging me to do harder things, better. Whenever we found my limit had been met, he helped me to push my limits farther. 

We were most definitely brothers, no matter how different we were in form, how unrelated in family. 

We were brothers, brothers to the end.

… I miss Firhaur. 

… But. 

But the time for sorrow is not now. We have a while yet before that arrives. So let’s not dwell on that, for, despite the war, these were good times, and, if anything, Firhaur would want me to remember him with joy instead of misery for as much as possible. 

So. No sorrow. Not yet. 

It was some several months that I received a visitor. Firhaur and I were in my lab. He was helping me through some tricky points in Magic theory.

I believe there was a knock on the door, but it went unnoticed. So did the feminine voice calling out to us. 

And then there was a pounding on the door, and Dagiel was shouting “OPEN THE DOOR, GASTER, YA LITTLE SCAMP!”

Having recently acquired and become proficient in the use of Blue Magic, I used said Magic to open the door, my eyes flaring purple for half a second. Standing in the doorway were Dagiel and Princess Toriel. Dagiel was showing off his sharklike teeth in a wide grin; he used the nickname ‘scamp’ for me often and with affection- if he didn’t like people, he usually just called them idiots. 

Princess Toriel looked vaguely amused. When she saw me, her muzzle twitches in a smile. “So, our clothesless friend has made quite the name for himself, hm?”

I chuckled a little. “So I have.”

Her smile widened a little. “Oh! And you can speak Common now, too!”

“Yes. That is Firhaur’s fault.”

“Fault? I would think that you would thank Dr. Wyngblaise for that.”

Firhaur laughed. “No, definitely my fault. Because now when he starts screaming insults at people, they can actually understand what he’s saying, and that makes them mad!”

Both Toriel and Dagiel laughed at that. It was true, though. I was in the process of getting myself back into the habit of cussing people out in Hands. 

After a few more small-talk exchanges (mostly made by Firhaur, as small talk never has been nor ever will be my specialty) Princess Toriel said “Dr. Gaster, actually, I have come here to ask for your assistance.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. I have heard that you have exemplary healing skills, beyond ordinary healing Magic, and I have seen some of your inventions. My husband was recently wounded in battle, and he refuses to see a physician, under the premise that there are people who need help more than he.”

I thought on that for a moment. She was clearly pointing out the fact that I had done things that exceeded normal healing Magic, so that probably meant whatever had happened was more severe than healing Magic could handle. And she had not actually asked for anything, but it was obvious what she wanted done.

“… Your highness.” I said slowly. “You are asking me to come heal Prince Asgore…?”

She nodded. 

I looked up at Firhaur. He was grinning as he gave me a slight nod. 

I looked back at Princess Toriel. “Very well. I shall arrive at the castle within several hours, as soon as I’ve gotten some things ready.”
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10 ~ Not a Physician!

I arrived as promised a few hours later at the castle. Firhaur had come too, to help me where I might need help, and to tease me where I didn’t.

He did that, too. Lots of friendly joking. 

I meanwhile, joked that I had brought him along only for the security clearance. For as popular as my name has become since my big flight debut, I was not allowed in the castle at will. Firhaur, however, was, and escorted me past the Royal Guardsmen with ease. 

I may or may not have ridden atop his back for the majority of the walk through the castle.

Nonetheless, we arrived there in a timely manner. Princess Toriel led us into a sitting room, where all of the furniture was quite large, made for the furry bossmonsters. 

Prince Asgore was sitting in an armchair at the hearth, in which a warm fire burned.

As we came in, his large, warm eyes settled on me. I stepped over to stand in front of him. 

For a long moment, we just looked at each other. 

I must admit, I had a peculiar feeling. I was standing in front of the person who would one day become king of all monsters. He looked young, but not too immaturely young, with a well muscled frame, broad shoulders that told of a straight, confident posture, and a sort of gentle but confident light in his eyes. 

“You’re an idiot.” I said flatly. 

No, you did not mishear me. That was indeed my first greeting to the prince. 

He looked surprised. Toriel seemed a little so as well, but Firhaur was only just amused. 

“Dr. Gaster-” Toriel began, but I cut her off with a glance. 

“No, I’m not finished. Don’t interrupt.” I looked back to Prince Asgore. “You’re a complete and utter fool if you think that by not getting treatment for this,” I gestured to his bandaged-up chest, “you’re being selfless. I don’t even need to take off the bandages to see it’s pretty bad and not getting any better like this, not to mention the fact that it’s quite possible that by leaving it, it’s become infected. And what would happen then? You would die. Allow me to extrapolate: the prince, heir to the throne, future leader of the monsters on whom all the hopes of common monsters are resting, would die. Because he was too moronic to get medical help because he wanted to put up a strong front and pretend to be stronger than he was. Do you understand? You are a complete, utter-…” I cut myself off, not at the astonished looks on Asgore’s and Toriel’s faces, but at the realization that I didn’t know how exactly the insult I wanted translated from Hands to Common. So I turned to Firhaur for help. 

After my desired insult was asked for in Hands, Firhaur just looked at me for a moment. Then, chuckling a little, he shook his head. “Gaster, I’m going to do you a favor and not translate that.”

I frowned. “Why not?”

“Because that is not something you want to call the prince.” He was laughing outright, now. 

“Well,” I retorted, “evidently it is, otherwise I would not be asking for the words to call him such!” With no response from Firhaur but more laughter, I turned back to the astonished prince, reaching for the bandages wrapped around the bossmonster’s chest. “Regardless, because of your idiocy, it falls to me to take care of this problem, so I might as well get to work.”

“Dr. Gaster-” this time it was Prince Asgore who tried to talk to me.

“Shut up,” I told him as I unwrapped the bandages, “I’m trying to work, and you’re distracting me.”

Behind me, I heard Firhaur break out into another round of chuckles, and, presumably at a question I didn’t hear from Toriel, he said “Yes. He’s always like this.”

Truth be told, the wound in Asgore’s side wasn’t so bad as it could have been. There was a small infection, but nothing especially serious, and once the wound had been cleaned out, the infection properly treated, and properly dressed, it would heal reasonably quickly.

That didn’t mean that it wasn’t painful for Asgore as I cleaned it up. The bossmonster actually started whimpering. Although, in retrospect, I probably made it a lot worse for him psychologically by telling him he could die. In the end, I still had Firhaur get me something to give to Prince Asgore to knock him out. 

… I may have implied that the sedative would numb the pain but leave him awake. 

… Actually, I’m quite certain I did imply that. Otherwise, why would Princess Toriel have started freaking out that he was dying when he passed out? There’s no other good explanation…

Regardless. With a bit of Firhaur’s help, I finished up and assured Princess Toriel that her husband would be fine in a few weeks. With that, Firhaur and I returned to the lab, and I more or less forgot about the entire thing. 

Well. Forgot about it until I received a summons to the castle a few weeks later. Firhaur did not help the matter by joking that I had messed up and was being called there to be executed for murdering the prince.

This time, he also did not come with me. 

When I got there, I found not only Prince Asgore, awake and well, standing beside Princess Toriel, but King Relgore was there, too. 

King Relgore looked more or less like Prince Asgore, but bigger, stronger, and much, much older. His white fur had a silvery sheen, and his once-blond hair and beard were an ashen grey. He smiled warmly at me when he saw me, and held out one large paw for a handshake. “So, you are the doctor who saved my son’s life.”

I took his hand and shook it. “Yes. I am.”

He chuckled a bit.

I admit that much of the following conversation is lost to my memory. There are a few things I remember, though. One, at Firhaur’s advice, I refrained from insulting anyone, however, I am certain I made it quite clear that I wasn’t, and never was, going to grovel at his feet like a common monster. I had no fear of royalty. Knowing me, I probably also implied that no one else could have saved Prince Asgore, that what I had done was something that only I, and maybe possibly Firhaur, knew how to do. 

And eventually, King Relgore did something I had not expected. 

“Dr. Gaster, I would like to offer you the position of Royal Physician.”

I blinked a little. “Royal… Physician…?”

“Yes. The Royal Family’s personal doctor.”

He continued for a little bit, talking about the duties I would have and the perks of the job, but I wasn’t really listening. 

I was frowning a little, one hand raised to my jaw. 

And I made my decision.

I believe, when I interrupted him, King Relgore was saying something to the effects of “now, I don’t expect you to make this decision immediately,” except I already had.

“No, thank you.”

He paused, and looked at me. “Excuse me?”

“While I appreciate that you would think highly enough of me to offer me such a position, I find myself grieved at the thought of leaving the lab. For as much as I know about healing, I am a scientist, not a physician, and, quite honestly, I would prefer to keep it that way. I am more than happy filling the role of assistant Royal Scientist. So again, thank you for the offer, but no thanks.”

And with that, I turned and walked out of the castle, back to the Capital Lab.

Firhaur was working on something-or-other, but when he saw me, he stopped, looking up at me. “So? What did they want?”

“He offered me the position of Royal Physician.”

Firhaur blinked a little, then nodded. “I suppose that makes sense. I guess we’ll have to start packing up your stuff, getting you ready to move. The pay will be good, and you get your own quarters. You’ll be good at this.” I let him continue for a minute, as he mostly talked to himself, then interrupted.

“I didn’t take it.”

He paused, looking at me. “What?”

“I didn’t take it. I’m happy working here, with you.”

For a moment, he just looked at me. Then he grinned widely. “Of course. I am, after all, the greatest scientist there ever was. Who wouldn’t want to work with me.”

I just snorted.

After that, whenever I happened to meet King Relgore, he would make a halfhearted attempt at convincing me to take the position, but I always declined. They still called on me, though, whenever one of the Royal Family was ill or injured. I came willingly every time, but I always made it clear that my position was at the lab, not the hospital. 
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11 ~ A Brush with Death

The first time I had a taste of death, the first time I saw it with my own eyes was a good year and a half into the war. 

Firhaur and I were walking down the streets of Capital City. Firhaur claimed that walking helped him think, and while I think that is true, as I’ve experienced it myself, I think the real reason was he wanted to get out of the lab for a little while. There had been a critical failure with some equipment in the lab, which had resulted in us staying there for almost five days straight, trying to solve the problem with minimal breaks. 

Even I didn’t mind the change in scenery. 

Well. I was enjoying it until we heard the screams. 

Apparently, a group of humans had smuggled themselves into the Capital City, with the intent of making their way to the castle to kill the royal family. But, when they were discovered, their mission plans had changed from espionage and assassination to slaughter and destruction.

I saw one, two, four, six monsters fall, at human hands, their bodies just sort of… dissolving when they hit the pavement, white dust spreading from each impact.

This is one of the few moments in my life where I was paralyzed. I could not fight. I could not run. I could not move. 



Death stood before me.

I could not think.

While its sights were set on those immediately closer to it, those nearest to the humans, death would inevitably turn its dark gaze on me, and I would not be able to fight, I would not be able to run, I would not be able to move.   

I would only be able to die, my dust spreading across the pavement, mixing with that of other monsters already slain.

I was suddenly jolted back to reality when Firhaur grabbed the hood of my jacket and yanked me to the side just before a human’s attack barreled through the spot where I had been standing. Mere moments later, he was hustling me into an alleyway, slightly sheltered from the conflict. 

“Stay here.” He rumbled, voice deep with tension. And then he was gone, slipping out of the alley with a grace surprising for one of his size.

I sat there, my shock beginning to wear off. I could hear fighting, hear Firhaur let out a roar. The air was thick with Magic, both monster and human. 

I felt sick. There had been so much dust. Caused by just a few humans. 

I saw a group of Royal Guardsmen run by the mouth of the alley. 

I had never seen fresh dust before. Never seen a monster become dust. I had never seen death itself before, and it terrified me. 

There was a sound. A roar. Firhaur. Howling in agony. 

My terror was replaced by fear. 

That does not sound like much of a difference, I know, but it was. The terror was for my life, terrified of the humans taking it. It was a paralytic. 

The fear was for Firhaur. Fearful that he was hurt, unable to fight back. Fearful that if I did not do something, he would die, his dust joining that on the pavement. It was a motivator. 

I tore out of the alleyway, just in time to see the Royal Guard subdue the last human. Three of them were lying on the ground, bleeding, either dead or unconscious, and the other four were also on the ground, conscious but retained by the Guardsmen. 

Firhaur was standing, but he had his arms wrapped around his chest and wore a pained expression. There were a few droplets of a gooey purplish liquid leaking between his fingers; he was bleeding Magic.

“Firhaur!” I shouted, distressed.

He looked up at me as I ran forward. “Gaster.” He did a good job of keeping the pain out of his voice. “Gaster, I need you to help me. Go get a healer, a medic, whatever you can find.”

“But-”

“No. We both know that, for as much good as your inventions have done, you don’t know how to use much healing Magic. Go, I will be fine for a few minutes.”

I wanted to protest more, but I listened to Firhaur. I ran, as fast as my legs would carry me, to the nearest healer’s residence. I did not knock on the door, I kicked it open. I did not explain to the startled monster inside, I grabbed his hand and half-led, half-dragged him outside. 

When I reached the street where Firhaur was, the healer looked for only a  moment to take in the situation. In the time it had taken me to get the healer, Firhaur had settled down on the pavement. Now he was calmly telling the Guardsman standing beside him to keep putting pressure on his wound. 

The monster I had dragged down the street stepped over to take the Guardsman’s place, healing Magic flickering across his hands. 

Firhaur, meanwhile, looked up at me, face completely relaxed. “Gaster. Come here.” His voice was even.

Worried, I stepped over to stand in front of him. 

He gestured a little with his head. “Sit down.”

I did so, my back to his shoulder. Once I had done so, he twisted his neck around to set his large head in my lap, one big amethyst eye peering up at me. 

“… You know I am going to be fine, right?”

I hesitated. 

Firhaur let out a small chuckle at my nervousness. “Gaster. I am strong. I will be fine.”

I reached out a hand and set it on top of his head, resting between the large crests of spikes on either side. “Firhaur,” I whispered, “Please don’t die.”

He chuckled a little more. “I am not going to die, Gaster. Not from this.”

But he was on the ground, bleeding out his lifeforce. I was scared. “Promise me?”

“I promise.”

… And… And he kept his word. Sure, twice he pretended to pass out, more than freaking me out, and once he actually did fall asleep, I don’t even remember how I managed to calm down. 

But, after being moved to the Capital City hospital and almost two days straight of sleep, he woke up.

I had been sitting at his bedside in the hospital for the entire two days. Some little while before Firhaur woke up, I had started to doze off. When I snapped back awake, I found Firhaur was staring at me, a kind of funny expression on his face.

“Did you know,” he mumbled, voice just a bit hoarse, “that you snore?”

For a minute, I just looked at him. Then I started laughing, and the relief that flooded through me is one of the keenest senses in my memory.

Firhaur recovered quickly after that. Four days later, he was walking again, and in a month and a half he had recovered enough to fly.

… In all honesty, I think that, in the end, that particular encounter affected him much less than I. Because after my first encounter with death, I started having nightmares. 

… Ahhh… I see now, where Sans gets it from. That makes sense now. …Crap. I’m partially to blame for my son’s nightmares. That’s… really not a good thing.

And I can do nothing about it in my current state, here in the Void…

… Nghhh. Well. I’ve nothing to do about this but continue my story. Perhaps, if you are real, and not just my imagination, you might be able to save me from this place, and…

…

… but. Again. I have nothing but this story. I may as well continue it. 

So. Right. I was talking about my nightmares. 

… The first of them occurred only the day after Firhaur woke up. 

Collectively, all the nightmares have blurred together in my mind. All I can tell you is that someone probably died in it, either me or Firhaur, at human hands. 

But, of course, when I woke up in the middle of the night, I rolled over and went back to sleep. I was a grown monster; I maturely dealt with my nightmares by completely ignoring them.

Since I already worked on a minimal amount of sleep normally, things were completely fine for a good few weeks. It was quite a while before there was any real issue.

Of course, left unchecked as they were, my nightmares flourished wildly. And after the third week of getting no sleep on the few occasions when I actually tried to sleep, Firhaur began to notice.

We were going over plans for… something or other. Whatever it was, it wasn’t important. 

“Am I boring you?” Firhaur suddenly asked.

“Wha-?” I had started to doze off, and now snapped back to attention. 

“That’s the… fourth… fifth? Yeah, fifth time you’ve yawned. Are you bored with this?”

“No.” I gave a dismissive hand wave. “I’m just a little tired.”

Firhaur looked at me. “What’s wrong?”

I frowned. “Nothing. Why do you ask?”

“Because you’re never tired, Gaster. You’re either going at full power, or sound asleep. There’s no in-between for you. So what’s wrong? What’s making you tired?”

“I just… haven’t been sleeping a lot. Can we get back to work?”

“No, we can’t. You already don’t sleep a lot.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve just been sleeping less.”

“Why?” 

“I just… haven’t been. Okay? Now-”

“No. Not ‘okay.’ Why haven’t you been sleeping?”

Firhaur’s voice was stern, but when I looked up at him, his expression was pure concern. 

My shoulders slumped in defeat, and I let out I heavy sigh. “I-… I’ve been having nightmares.”

Firhaur waited. When I didn’t continue, he murmured a soft, “And…?”

“… And… they’ve been keeping me up at night. I can’t sleep.”

“… How long…?”

“Since the human attack.”

Firhaur let out a slow breath. “What happens?”

“… What?”

“What happens in your nightmares?”

I tried to pull of a carefree hand-wave. “Doesn’t matter, it’s not important.”

“Yes it is.”

“No. It’s stupid.”

“Gaster.”

Once again, Firhaur’s concern triumphed over my self-consciousness. “I-… people die.”

“Who?”

I shrugged.

“Gaster. Tell me who dies in your nightmares.”

“… me. Or you, sometimes.”

“How do we die?”

I kept silent.

“Gaster, please. I’m trying to help you. Tell me how we die in your nightmares.”

I let out a sigh. “… The humans. They-… they kill us.”

Firhaur let out a sympathetic noise. “Gaster, why didn’t you tell me?”

I blinked a little. “Because— because’ it’s stupid. We’re both fine, and you weren’t hurt too bad, and neither of us were dead, and I’m an adult. I shouldn’t be having nightmares like this, and even if I do, it shouldn’t be this much of a problem! But they still happen, and I still-”

I was cut off as Firhaur suddenly reached out and hugged me. He sat back a little on his haunches, pulling me to his chest. Then he lifted his wings off the floor, wrapping those around me too, effectively completely sheltering me from any outside influence. For a little while, he just held me there, and I let myself be held. 

Firhaur was warm. I mean, I suppose that’s to be expected; not only was he a large monster who had a lot of Magic flowing through him, but he was also a dragon, a creature fabled to have fire in his belly. But with his arms supporting me and his wings spread over me like a blanket, I slipped towards a warm darkness. 

I was only half awake when Firhaur lifted me onto his back. From there, I quickly fell asleep. 
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12 ~ Listen to Firhaur

After Firhaur learned about my nightmares, he encouraged me to always come to him if I had any trouble sleeping. He had no qualms about letting me settle down on his back, his wings folded over me like blankets, creating a safe, warm place for me to rest. This was especially generous of him when you consider that his wings also served as his front feet. He never complained, though, instead either settling down on the floor himself, or standing on one hand. 

… I think I took a lot of the things he did for me for granted. … No, not think. I know I did, much more than I should have. 

… I don’t know that I ever thanked him… for… so many things…

…



…







… Nonetheless, he was always happy to help me. The nightmares tapered off after a few weeks, and still Firhaur would sometimes let me curl up on his back. That is, without a doubt, one of the most comfortable places I have ever fallen asleep.

He did more than just let me sleep, though. He also tried to keep anything from waking me up. Specifically, Dagiel. 

I don’t even remember why the shark monster had come looking for me. I just remember waking up groggily, Firhaur’s wings still wrapped protectively around me, hearing Dagiel pestering Firhaur for my whereabouts. Firhaur kept telling Dagiel that I was currently busy.

But when Firhaur felt me begin to stir on his back, he heaved a sigh, and unfolded his wings and lowered them to stand again. Dagiel looked up at me, still half-slumped between Firhaur’s shoulders, and laughed.

“Gaster? What are you doing?”

“Currently,” I muttered, “I’m being woken up from a very nice nap.”

“You mean you’re sleeping on Dr. Wyngblaise’s back?”

“Well I’m not now!”

After that, Dagiel let me have no peace. Whenever he found Firhaur with his wings folded up, he would assume it was to shelter me, and pester Firhaur until I woke up. He joked about it too, and soon enough, word spread. People began likening me to a cat who sleeps on its caretaker’a shoulders. 

But Firhaur did his best to deter not only the jokes, but Dagiel’s incessant badgering.

In all honesty, I don’t think he minded a whole lot. I was his younger brother, and I got the sense he had always wanted to care for a younger sibling. He had that sort of protective instinct, coupled with his fraternal love for me, which resulted in a ferocious care that led him to want all the best for me. 

I remember that one time, I was working with some highly volatile Magical substances. Something went wrong, and the end result was a powerful blast that flung me across the room, probably concussed. 

I was only just beginning to regain my senses when Firhaur came into my lab to check on me. 

“Are you alright?”

I groaned, and shifted into my side, propping myself up on my elbow. “I-… I am fine.” In truth, my chest hurt pretty bad, and I could hardly hear over the echoing ring in my skull, but it was my habit to power through any pain as such.

“You don’t look fine.” Firhaur responded. 

“… I am.” Slowly, grunting a little with the effort, I reached to the countertop behind me, in an effort to regain my feet. 

“What happened?” He approached me slowly.

I managed to get a grip on the countertop, then started to twist around to get my other hand up there, too. “… Something happened-… while I was… trying to mix the-… TN-7 and-”

“HR-48 compounds?” Firhaur finished. “That’s the only thing I can think of that might cause something like this.”

I just gave a small nod as I began to struggle to pull myself up.

“Gaster. You shouldn’t get up.”

I ignored him. I thought I had fared worse, I thought I would be fine!

“Gaster. Sit down.”

I continued to ignore him, managing to stand up, leaning against the counter, trembling with effort and agony.

Firhaur tried once more to get me to sit down, and still I ignored him.

I learned then that Firhaur knew what he was talking about, and should always be listened to. 

As soon as I attempted to take a step, my body collapsed beneath me, giving out to the pain. I fell with a sharp cry of pain.

Luckily, Firhaur was there, and he caught me easily. Then he scooped me up in his arms, cradling me to his chest like a child. He proceeded to carry me out of the lab to the hospital. 

It’s a little funny, really. That I was okay with being carried by Firhaur, but never with Asgore or Dagiel taking me somewhere.

… Actually, there’s a reason for that. Whenever Firhaur carried me, it was only because I could not walk myself. When I was hurt, and needed help. When Dagiel or Asgore carried me, it was usually to drag me away from a “dangerous situation” that I had decided to take some initiative in. They didn’t like it when I did stuff like that. 

A while after the explosion incident previously mentioned, another group of humans infiltrated the Capital City. I wasn’t there to see it, but, nonetheless, it prompted another bout of nightmares.

But Firhaur predicted this, and took preemptive measures. 

I know I’ve told you that I didn’t really sleep in a bed ever, and I just sort of crashed wherever I was. For almost two months after the second human infiltration, Firhaur went above and beyond in caring for me. For the whole two months, whenever he noticed me starting to slump in my seat, he would sweep over and lift me onto his back, without being asked. I protested a bit, of course. I was a grown monster, and then nightmares weren’t horrible. 

But Firhaur refused to let me argue. More than once I was told to shut up and let him help me, a line I would use frequently later in life when talking to my sons, Sans specifically.

I learned that it was always a good idea to listen to Firhaur. In addition to wanting to help me, he always had excellent advice to give. Things like “always know exactly what chemicals you’re working with, Gaster,” and “think very carefully about the runes you’re using, Gaster,” and “always be careful, Gaster, that you always have a fire extinguisher in easy reach.”

… Looking back on it, I realize now that there was a pattern to his advice. It generally consisted of “don’t blow yourself up, Gaster.”

Which is still rather sound advice, if I do say so myself. Firhaur really did know what he was talking about. 

I did my best to listen to him.
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13 ~ Consider it a Mercy

In the entirety of my knowing him, Firhaur only once expressed anything nearing anger towards me. In the end, I don’t think it was even really anger, just deep frustration. 

Nonetheless, it was still painful. 

After nearly four failed infiltrations into the Capital City, the humans had more or less taken a step back from direct assault on the castle. They were attacking other places, but the Capital City was one of the safest places. There was practically a thirty mile radius around the city that was quite nearly human-free. 

I was in this area once. I’m not quite sure why, though. Looking back on it, it seems an incredibly stupid idea, and the fact that I can’t remember why I was out there is evidence enough that I didn’t have an incredibly good reason to be. 

Nonetheless, I was out there, walking around. 

At some point, I heard a shout, “Get him!” and something slammed into my back. I had a moment of panic; humans were attacking me!

But something in me snapped, and I decided that I wasn’t going to go down easy. So I scrambled away from my attackers and turned to fight.

The fight didn’t last long. A few quick punches and kicks and a blast of Magic, and I had apprehended my foes. 

I quickly found out why these humans were so easy to fight. They were not warriors, they were not wizards. They weren’t trained to fight. They weren’t even adults.

They were kids, the older being no more than fourteen by my guess. I doubt they were even supposed to be out there; they probably had some harebrained idea about showing off or proving their strength or something by killing a monster. 

The thought sparked up a burning anger in me. Killing monsters just to show how strong you are.  It’s absolutely disgusting.

As I took a step towards the kids, they scrambled back on the ground, fear in their eyes. 

The fear tasted sweet to me. I would make them fear, yes.

I took another step forward. 

I would show them what it was to kill.

As I set my foot on the elder child’s chest, I could feel his heart beating wildly, even through my boot. I leaned forward, putting weight on my foot, pressure on the kid’s chest. 

One of the two, I’m not sure which, cried out. “Please! Please, stop!”

I just laughed. “Would you have stopped if I asked you?” I put a bit more weight on my foot. 

Still they begged. Please, please stop, please, have a little mercy. 

It was not the humans’ voices that made me stop. It was Firhaur’s.

It’s far too easy to have blood on your hands, and that’s an impossible thing to forget, an irreparable damage to your Soul.

The idea of showing myself to Firhaur with blood on my hands, with this damage to my Soul…

But I didn’t lift my foot. I couldn’t just let the humans go. They had to learn that killing monsters was not okay, was not a thing you could do for sport. 

So I leaned forward, burying my fingers in the scarf around the kid’s neck. As I started to pull it away, the human let out a small protest, grabbing at it. 

I paused. “… I could take your life, instead.” I said coldly. “Consider this a mercy.”

With that, I yanked the scarf away. As I stepped back, I wrapped it around my own neck. For a moment, I looked at the humans. Both were staring at me, still on the ground, terror in their eyes. 

“Remember this.” I told them. “Remember that I could have killed you. That I didn’t. Remember that the next time you go to kill a monster.”

And with that, I turned and walked away, scarf red as blood fluttering over my shoulder.

It’s a little ironic, really. Many, many years later, I would give that stolen scarf to my son Papyrus, who wouldn’t even steal an unwanted bread crust if he were starving. 

Firhaur was not happy to learn how I had gotten the scarf. He was not upset that I had been attacked (okay, maybe he was, but not so much as I would have hoped at the time) but rather that I had taken the scarf.

“It was not a mercy!” He snarled to me, his amethyst eyes alight with fire. “It was petty thievery!”

“Well I couldn’t just let them go!” I replied angrily in Hands. I was far too worked up to speak in Common. 

“Y E S   Y O U   C O U L D .”

I have heard anger in many peoples’ voices before, both directed at me, and at others. Not even Asgore at his worst has ever come close to the rage I heard then in Firhaur’s voice. There was burning coldness to it, a dark power, a wild strength.

For a moment, I stood, shocked. Then my own anger bubbled back up, taking me over. “I could have killed them. Do you know why I didn’t? I didn’t because of this. Because I didn’t want to see what would happen, I didn’t want to see this look on your face when I came back with blood on my hands. But now I see this was the result anyway, and I’m beginning to realize my mistake.” I turned towards the door, then spat over my shoulder, “I should have taken their lives instead.” And I stalked out of the lab, truly angry with Firhaur for the first and last time of our brotherhood. 

For a full two days, we didn’t speak to each other aside for the basic communication required by working in the same space. For the entire two days, my emotions were a mess, a combination of indignant anger (who gave Firhaur the right to approve or disapprove my actions?!), disappointment (I should have known that would be the reaction. Firhaur thought of monsters and humans as equals. I should have recognized that.) and guilt (maybe Firhaur was right? Should I have just let them go? Was all this really worth this rift in our relationship?) all of which were hidden behind a stony mask of indifference. 

And then, Firhaur came up beside me and sat down. For a long minute, there was a tense silence between us. And then, slowly…

“… Gaster. I-…” Firhaur spoke very slowly. Carefully. He though over his words before he said them. “I understand that… you wish to make a difference in this war, and… your first instinct is to fight, to violence. … I know that… you must have wanted to kill them. And… for as much as I disapprove of taking the scarf… I appreciate that you did not kill them, for me. And, as I said… I do not think taking the scarf was… the best solution, but… I will respect your decision. And-…”

Another long moment of silence. 

“… And I am sorry that I neglected to do so, and I am sorry that I lost my temper over it.”

Slowly, I looked up at him. He wasn’t looking at me, but straight down, sorrow on his face. For another seemingly infinite moment, we stayed that way. Then, Firhaur looked up at me. 

“I am sorry, Gaster. Please, forgive me.”

Wordlessly, I stepped over and hugged Firhaur. 

Firhaur hugged me back, tightly. And I didn’t ask about why he kept shuddering slightly, or why he kept making small, sad sounds, or why I felt something wet soaking through my clothes to my shoulder.

I just hugged my brother. 

… As for the rage I had seen in his eyes…

It was once of only two times I ever saw such an expression cross his face. The second time…

Well…

We’ll get to that.
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14 ~ You are my Family

The news of the death of my family was met with a strange detachedness. 

I don’t remember a whole lot of the days surrounding- I guess was in some sort of shock?- so I can only give you a brief generalization of what happened.

Apparently, with the brutality of human attacks on the rise, my family had decided, like thousands of other monsters, that the Capital City would be safer than where they were. So, they had packed up and began the journey to my own location, with a number of other monsters. 

But, of course, the party was attacked on the way. They were nearly all civilians, and what few of them were combat-ready were horrendously outnumbered by the humans. Only a handful of the more-than-three-thousand monsters survived, none of which were skeletons, much less my family. 

I had never been too close to my family. Even as a child, I had distanced myself from my parents, aunts and uncles, my cousins. 

Still, they were my family, and they were decent people.

I said the days around the news of their deaths I couldn’t remember. That’s not strictly true; there’s one moment that I remember with painful clarity.

Only days after the news, I got a letter, in the mail. It had been sent by a niece of mine, Aierbazzi, a bright young girl whom I had never met. She had sent it just before they left town to go to their deaths. 

Aierbazzi had written that she had seen me- “Doctor Uncle WingDings”- in the newspaper after my flying stunt, and that the was excited to meet me in person. She wrote that she was very interested in science- biology, particularly- and was wondering if I could help teach her “lots of cool sciencey things!” She had asked a lot of questions, about me, her unknown relative. She asked if I knew “Dr. Wyngblaise,” because she knew a lot about his work, and thought he was very cool. She asked if I had ever met the king, living in the Capital, but also noted that she would rather meet Firhaur, since he was a scientist. She asked me questions about my work, about how some of my inventions worked, and listed a few ideas that “you should try to do! But, wait until I get there, because I want to help!” 

She finished with the lines, “Mom says it’ll only be a few days until we get there, but I want it to be only a few minutes! I can’t wait to meet you, Uncle WingDings! I’m so excited to see the lab!

“With lots of love, Aierbazzi Gaster”

I got the letter four days after I learned she, and all the rest of my relatives, had died. Had been killed. 

I remember that I had been standing in one of the lab rooms while I read the letter. By the time I finished it, the noise of the other lab employees working was barely audible to me. I was trembling with barely-contained fury.

And then my fury wasn’t contained. 

I remember letting out a savage roar and sweeping everything off the table in front of me with a single wide gesture. I remember, immediately after that, flipping the steel table, throwing it halfway across the room with a show of furious strength. I remember turning and picking something up off the table to my side, and throwing it with a scream. 

I don’t know if anyone tried to stop my rampage. Perhaps, if they did, it would have been better if they didn’t. I have no doubt that I would have severely injured anyone to get in my way. 

I remember, vaguely, coming back to my senses. Collapsing to my knees, holding my head in my hands, still shaking. Room in shambles around me, and none of the other scientists to be seen. Firhaur later told me that he had the room evacuated and the door locked to let me vent my rage without endangering anyone else. 

I remember kneeling on the floor, breathing hard. 

And Firhaur’s voice, from somewhere behind me. Are you finished?

I think I said something to him. I don’t remember what. 

I remember him sitting down next to me. I remember thinking it was strange. He didn’t tell me to calm down. He didn’t ask me what was wrong. He didn’t tell me things would be okay.

What’s hurt you, brother?

I think I could hear my own anger reflected in his voice. Like I was a schoolchild who had been bullied, and my brother was asking me whom he needed to beat the crap out of. 

I remember it was with shaking hands that I pulled Aierbazzi’s letter, thoroughly crumpled by now, out of my pocket and held it out to Firhaur, still not looking up. He took it carefully. Read it.

She’s dead, I remember telling him, I never even met her, and she’s dead. They killed her. They killed all my family.

I remember hearing Firhaur let out a heavy, grieved sigh, and moments later, I felt his tight grip on my shoulder. 

I remember I looked up at him, almost… desperate? Something like that. 

You are all my family.

And he just nodded, and hugged me. Held tight to me. 

I didn’t cry, or mourn any more than the rage, really. Really, much of that anger had already been there since the start of the war, and this was just the final straw. 

I hadn’t known my family that well. I hadn’t been close to them. They were little more than long-forgotten acquaintances. 

I wish I had known them better. They were good people. I wish I had known them. 

But after the rage abated, there were a few more days of numbness, and… and I think I was mostly okay. I was working, but… fragile, I suppose you could say. I still acted the same, but weaker. Toned down. I had lost a bit of HOPE.

Somehow, this ended up with me talking, and eventually befriending, Prince Asgore. I don’t know if Firhaur arranged the meeting because he thought I needed it, or if Prince Asgore somehow heard what had happened, but one day he came to me and we started talking, and…

I will tell you this: for as much as Asgore’s protectiveness annoys me at times, his kindness is truly a blessing.

That monster is good for your Soul. 

… Seriously. He’s like a cross between a therapy dog and a sentient pillow. It doesn’t matter what your problem is, he will do his best to make sure you know that people love you, and everything will be okay. And you will feel a thousand times better after he hugs you. 

Don’t ever tell him I said that. 

… Regardless, after that, I met up with Asgore often, enough that he eventually requested that I drop the formality when speaking to him. 

And a while after that, things were okay again.

But for me, the war had become something more than the distant idea it had seemed up until then. It had finally become cold reality.
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15 ~ Firhaur is a Kitten

Firhaur got sick once. It was ridiculous.

He came into the lab one day with dark circles under his eyes and a runny nose (which, trust me, for as bad as you think it is, a dragon with a runny nose is a million times worse than it sounds.) When he spoke, his voice was hoarse, and he kept having lapses in attention. 

I was concerned, of course. Even if it was just a cold, he was in bad shape. And besides, dragon snot is really hard to deal with, and he was getting it everywhere. 

I told him, multiple times, go home and get some rest.

“No,” he would respond in a rough, congested voice, “I’m fine. I’s jus’ a colb.”

“That doesn’t matter!” I indignantly argued. “You’re sick, so go home and get better!”

“Gas’er, I’m oka— ahh— ahhhh—”

Anticipating one heck of a sneeze, I quickly stepped to the side so I wasn’t in firing range. 

“Ahhhh— … chu!”

I lowered my arms from my face and looked at Firhaur, who, after wiping his nose with the back of his hand, looked back at me. 

“Wha’?” 

“You’re kidding.”

He looked confused. “Wha’? Wha’ am I ki’ing abou’?”

“That’s how you sneeze?”

“… yeah? Wha’ ‘boud it?”

“You sound like a kitten!”

It was true. Firhaur, this massive dragon, capable of breathing out Magic fire hot enough to melt most metals, sneezed like a kitten. 

And then he did it again. And I laughed.

“I’s not thad funny, Gas’er.”

“But it is!” I snickered, nearly doubled over in laughter. “You sneeze like a kitten!”

“I do nod.”

“Yes you do. 

“Do no’.”

“Yeah, you do. I’ll prove it.”

We spent most of the rest of the day at the computer, me actually in the chair, and Firhaur sitting right behind me. I looked up some videos online of kittens sneezing to prove to Firhaur that he sounded like one.

“… I don’ sound like tha’.” He continued to protest, before sneezing exactly like the kitten in the video. 

“Yes you do.” I replied as Firhaur rested his head on my shoulder. “You sound exactly like that.”

He continued to protest, and we argued back and forth, but as his responses became slow in coming, I realized he was falling asleep. Eventually, he slumped forward so his head was hanging over my shoulder, resting on my chest. 

It was a little uncomfortable. Even just Firhaur’s head was heavy- you have to consider that, aside from the fact that he’s just big, he also had scales and the horns of his crest. 

But Firhaur had done so much for me, that it would have simply been petty of me to not let him sleep. Besides, I had been bugging Firhaur about getting some rest. I was happy to accommodate for his comfort, especially if it meant something so little as being a pillow for a little while. 

And hey, my lab coat was meant to keep hazardous chemicals off me. So it was fine that his nose was still really runny. 

But I still can’t quite say what prompted my next action. Maybe it was because I was already comparing him to a kitten. Or maybe it was because he just looked so comfortable. Either way…

I started petting Firhaur. 

It was a little weird at first, and bone rubbing against scale is a sort of unusual sound. 

But then, the edges of Firhaur’s mouth turned upward, and I could feel a deep vibration in his chest. The sound was probably much rougher on account of his sore throat, but there was no mistaking it: Firhaur was purring.

Let that sink in for a minute. 

Firhaur was purring.

Which made the dragon snot all over my coat totally worth it.

Because not only was Firhaur purring absolutely adorable in the most ridiculous way, but it meant that he was comfortable. Happy. I was making Firhaur happy.

So I kept petting him. We just sat there for… hours. Sometimes I would start to doze off, but every time my hand stopped moving, Firhaur would gently nudge against my hand, making small whining sounds, waking me up. 

Thankfully, the computer monitor went into hibernation, so at least Dagiel didn’t see the kitten sneezing videos when he came looking for me. I have no doubt there would have been a variety of jokes about that, had he seen it. 

Nonetheless, I could tell he was about to make some snarky remark about Firhaur being asleep, so I quietly shushed him. “Can’t you see Firhaur is sleeping? Shut up.”

He grinned a little and shrugged before quietly asking, “Since when is this a thing?”

“Since Firhaur refused to accept that it would be better for him to stay in bed when he’s sick.”

“… Ah. Is that why his nose is leaking worse than a broken dam?”

I just gave a small nod. Firhaur snuffled a little in his sleep. 

“… yeah.” Dagiel nodded a bit. “He should probably go home.”

“He is refusing to, though. Which is why he’s here, rather than there.”

Dagiel was silent for a moment. Then, suddenly, he grinned. “But he can’t refuse a direct order from royalty! I’ll be right back.”

He left. I kept petting Firhaur.

While Dagiel was gone, Firhaur began to wake up. 

That didn’t mean he got up. He just snuggled his head closer to my chest. 

“Firhaur?” I asked gently.

“Whhnnnngghhh?”

“How do you feel?” I lifted my hand off his head. 

“Whh-… nnn-… nnnghhh keep dnghh thaa-…” he lifted his head a little, trying to press it against my still-raised hand. “… Feelsss g’d… keep doingghhhh…”

I laughed a little, and kept petting him. And he purred. Louder, now. 

Eventually, Dagiel returned with Princess Toriel. 

I stopped petting Firhaur then. He put up another half-asleep protest, but I gently poked him a couple of times to get him to wake up. Finally, he lifted his head off my shoulder, rubbing at his eyes and nose. 

“Hello, Dr. Wyngblaise.”

He stopped, blinking, and looked at the princess. “Whu-… y’r highness-… why—..?”

“I see Dagiel was right.” Princess Toriel folded her arms across her chest. “You are sick.”

“No—…” Firhaur waved a hand dismissively. “I’s jus’ a col’.”

Toriel frowned. “Doctor. You are sick, and you’re going to go home. I am commanding you to go home and get some rest. In fact,” she turned to me, “I think, Dr. Gaster, that I’m also commanding you to accompany Dr. Wyngblaise, and make sure he stays home until he’s well.”

I nodded as I stood up, satisfied with this plan.

Grumbling, Firhaur shambled towards the door, and managed to hit his head on the doorframe before staggering out. 

I sighed a little. “I had better go with him. Thank you, your highness.” And then I was trailing behind Firhaur, then walking beside him as we headed for his home.

When we got there, I made sure he was lying down in his nest of blankets and pillows- because mattresses were too small and inconvenient for someone of Firhaur’s size, and nests are just much more comfortable anyway- before returning to his kitchen to make some tea. I don’t think Firhaur was partial to tea, but I knew that it helped to soothe sore throats, among other things, and would probably be beneficial to Firhaur. 

Making tea probably took twice as long as usual, as Firhaur’s kitchen was just so much bigger than most, not to mention the fact that I only vaguely knew where everything was. 

But, while I was searching for stuff, I did find a large jar of honey, of which I added a generous helping to the tea when it was finished. 

When I brought Firhaur the mug of tea, I found he had half-burrowed himself into his nest. It was a little surprising, honestly, how easily such a large creature could almost vanish in enough blankets. 

Enough… warm… soft…

…

… Firhaur really was a cat in disguise, wasn’t he? And I only noticed when he was sick because he didn’t have the energy to put into hiding his feline attributes…

Or, maybe, dragons and cats just have a lot in common. 

Regardless, having gotten comfortable in his nest, I found Firhaur was much more cooperative in accepting that he was sick. He accepted the mug with a grateful smile, and drank it. When he had finished, he settled back into his nest, and closed his eyes. 

And then, one big, amethyst eye slid open, and he looked up at me. “Gas’er?” He asked, still unfortunately congested. 

“Yeah?”

“Will you keep rub’ng my ‘ead?”

I just laughed and sat down beside him, and started to pet him again.

I still associate that sound, bone on scale- or anything close to it- as well as purring, with that night I spent at Firhaur’s house, helping my sick brother. 
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16 ~ Start a Fire

We were outside the city, in a field somewhere. Me and Firhaur. We had a prototype for a project, and we were testing it there. 

I’m not going to go into detail on what that was. It’s too familiar with…

I’m not going to describe it. 

I don’t want to.

… I don’t want to tell this part. 

…



…

… but…

… No one else is going to, are they? 

So…

For Firhaur…

We were attacked. Five, six, seven, eight humans, more, I don’t know how many. Most of them Magic-wielders. They fought brutally. I don’t know how they struck so efficiently, with so little warning. We were in the middle of a field; there was nowhere to hide, no way to sneak up on us. Yet they did, and they did so brutally.

Firhaur immediately lunged to my defense. 

This was the first time I had seen him fight, really fight. And there is a reason, I will tell you, that humans depict dragons as horrifying beasts. As beings of death. Firhaur fought savagely, teeth and claws gleaming in the sun, purple fire spewing from his mouth. 

But humans are strong, and they had the advantage of numbers. 

Firhaur went down. 

I remember one split instant. He was on the ground. Lips drawn back over his teeth in a furious snarl. Eyes burning with the same raging flame he had been breathing out. 

And his voice. Seven words. 

Make them burn, Gaster. Make them BURN.

Only twice had I ever seen Firhaur angry. This was the second time, and it far surpassed the first.

Make them B U R N .

And I promised him I would. 

I remember picking up the staff of one of the fallen humans, and crouching defensively beside Firhaur. I remember the humans turning to attack me.

I remember getting hit, over and over and over, but I don’t remember any physical pain.

I just remember that, in that moment, Firhaur and I were one being, with one goal.

Make.

The humans.

Burn.

And Annoying Dog, did I fight. I remember feeling as if all of Firhaur’s fire was coursing through my bones, as if all his Magic was guiding my hands.

I remember that ever drop of blood spilled, every ounce of the stuff on my hands, my clothes, was a victory, an award, a trophy. 

I remember the crunch of human bones breaking, and the screams I drew from their throats. The sound they made when they were on the ground, and I slammed the butt of the staff into their chest. The satisfying shockwave that ran through the staff every time I smashed it into someone’s skull.

Firhaur had told me to make them burn, and so I did. I did!

Eventually, in my rage, I had slain the last human. I was still furious, though. I had to make the humans burn. Just like Firhaur had told me.

So I kept going. 

Eventually, I heard shouting. A familiar voice, Dagiel, I think. Suddenly I felt weak, very weak indeed. I found myself leaning heavily against someone, again, Dagiel I think. 

I’m pretty sure he asked me what had happened. And I think my response was merely that I had made them burn. 

I don’t coherently remember much after that. I think I might have had to be carried back to Capital City, protesting weakly.

My wounds were extensive, all across my body, and if I still had a body, there would still be the scars across it. I was later told that I was turning to dust faster than they could heal me.

Perhaps it would have been better if I had simply died. It would have saved many people much misery, and I would have joined Firhaur, rather than ending up here in the Void. 

… But, if that was my plan, the my own invention was my undoing. They got me into a suspension tank and after nearly a week, I lived.

… I remember waking up in bed. People, doctors I now realize, protested when I got up, but I ignored them. I went to the lab, and looked for Firhaur. But I couldn’t find him. 

It seemed like he was evading me. I would see evidence of him, a note here or a half-finished project there, but never the dragon bossmonster himself. 

Days passed like this. I think, once or twice, I had dreams so real that I thought I had finally found him. And then I would wake up, not realizing it had been a dream, and wonder why he was again slipping away from me. 

I couldn’t find him. He was gone.

Eventually, Asgore, Toriel, and Dagiel approached me. 

Gaster, you have to stop this. 

Stop what?

Looking for Firhaur. He’s gone.

… no, no he can’t be. I just saw him. 

When?

Yesterday, before I went to bed.

Gaster, that was a dream. Firhaur has Fallen Down. … We had a funeral, do you remember? You were there.

… No. I don’t remember. 

They kept on like this for days. They couldn’t give me sympathy simply because I couldn’t accept it. I refused to believe that Firhaur was gone. 

I don’t know how long it took, but eventually, Dagiel snapped. 

He’s GONE, Gaster! He’s dead! Dusted! And he’s never coming back. The sooner you get that through your thick skull, the better, because you’re not doing us any favors with your idiotic denial! We all hurt, Gaster, but you don’t see us digging in our heels and refusing to go on. Firhaur. Is. Dead!

I don’t know what exactly it was in Dagiel’s words, be it the actual message, or the tone of his voice, or maybe something in me simply said it was time, but something about it resonated with my Soul. Something in me broke. 

I looked down. Then I looked back up at Dagiel, blinking, a pained expression crossing my face. 

The anger on Dagiel’s face suddenly melted away, shifting to horror, probably with himself. “Oh, Annoying Dog, Gaster. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean-”

I never heard what he didn’t mean. I just turned and ran. 

I don’t know how long I ran for, or how far. I just know that, somewhere outside, I fell. Dropped to my knees. I didn’t cry. I just screamed. Screamed until my voice was hoarse, until whatever I have that serves the purpose of a throat was sore and raw. 

And when I couldn’t scream any more, I laid down, curled up on my side, and didn’t move. 

Not even when, hours, maybe even a day later, I heard voices calling for me. 

They had to get some help from some dogs to track me down. When I felt one of their wet noses gently nudging my hand, I just curled up tighter and squeezed my eyes shut. 

I heard Asgore thanking the dogs, and telling them they could head home. 

And then Asgore was sitting down next to me. He didn’t say anything. Just started rubbing my back. 

It wasn’t long before I started sobbing. 

Gently, Asgore lifted me up and hugged me, still rubbing my back. I clung to him, gripping at his clothes, sobbing into his chest. 

I told him I wanted my brother. 

I know, Gaster. We all do. We all do.

He carried me back to Capital City. He didn’t take me home, though. He brought me back to the castle, wisely knowing that then would not have been a good time to leave me alone. 

I remember I fell asleep there, curled up in one of the oversized chairs made for the furry bossmonsters, Toriel and Asgore’s voices murmuring softly in the background. 

And I remember that I dreamed of Firhaur. Of his face contorted in rage, the fury in his eyes. 

Make them burn, Gaster.

Oh, Annoying Dog, I would, Firhaur. 

I would make them burn. 
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17 ~ What are You Going to Do?

After finally accepting Firhaur’s death, things got really hard for me. It almost would have been easier to remain in constant denial. 

I hadn’t realized just how much I had relied on Firhaur, and now that he wasn’t there for me to fall back on… well. I hit the ground. Often.

On top of that, I was simply depressed about the event, and when you consider that my first reaction to emotions as such was go to Firhaur…

I was tired. Even the simplest tasks seemed to take all my energy. Yet I couldn’t sleep. 

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the same thing. Firhaur’s face, twisted into that hateful expression, the raw fury in his eyes.

Make them burn, Gaster.

I didn’t want to think of Firhaur like that. Mad. He was never mad. Never. He was always…

… just…

…

… Firhaur. He was Firhaur. Not… not that. 

So I didn’t sleep. I just lay in bed, staring at the wall, too exhausted to get up, to tired to sleep, just… waiting.

Waiting for someone to come pull me out of the hole I was digging myself into, and tell me that I wasn’t going to find anything of value in that dark pit. I just wanted help. 

I wanted Firhaur. 

… But Firhaur wasn’t going to come. He never was. He couldn’t. 

No matter how often, how loud I called out for him. 

He was never going to hear me. 

So I just lay there. 

For as much as Asgore and Toriel and Dagiel tried, they couldn’t help me. They couldn’t tell me what I needed to hear, couldn’t give me a hand out of the hole I was in. It wasn’t their fault; their reach simply wasn’t long enough. And…

And I had no intentions of working to get myself out. I was just too tired. They couldn’t expect any help on my end, which made the task that much harder for them. 

Luckily, help did come, although not from where I expected it.

He was already relatively old by then. Middle-aged at least. He was King Relgore’s advisor and right-hand-man, and then he kept both those positions filled when King Relgore died and Asgore took his place. He was a menace on the battlefield, and, once I got things moving eventually, he was just about one of the most dangerous monsters I have ever seen. 

Not what you would expect from a tortoise monster, is it?

Yes, I’m talking about Gerson. 

Apparently, Asgore said something about me to Gerson while they were talking. The next day, the tortoise barged into the lab where I was still curled up on the cot in the corner. He grabbed me by the shoulders and forced me to sit up.

“What’s your problem?” He asked roughly. 

I was a little astonished, and didn’t immediately respond. Up until that point, everyone had been treating me with utmost care. Like I was made of glass. But now, here was Gerson, hauling me up by the shoulders, disregarding any attempt at gentleness. 

“Well?” He demanded. 

“I-” I stammered, hands gesturing uselessly, “I- I don’t—…” my jaw moved, but I was incapable of speech. 

“Answer the question. Why are you moping around like this?”

This sparked up just a bit of anger in my chest. Who, I wondered, was this insensitive jerk? What gave him the right to demand this of me?

Finally, I responded, “My brother is dead.”

“And are you?”

“What?”

“Are you dead?”

I frowned. “No. Not yet.”

“Then why have you not moved for the last two months?”

I outright scowled. “I don’t want to move.”

Gerson gave me a you idiot kind of look. “Why not?”

I just gaped. Who the heck was this guy?! 

Gerson continued. “Do you think that by not moving, you’re staging some kind of protest? Saying ‘I’m not moving until this war is over’? Because that’s not gonna do us any favors. And you’ll find that the humans are much less sympathetic to your cause than monsters.”

I blinked a little, the anger sliding back into depression. I looked down. Finally, in a barely audible voice, I murmured, “I just want my brother to come back…”

And then Gerson wrapped my skull in his hands. Make no mistake, though. This was not a loving gesture, not a gentle caress. He was not careful. He grabbed me and forced me to look up, giving me the options only of closing my eyes, or keeping eye contact.

“But,” he said in a low voice, leaning close to me, “we both know that’s not gonna happen. So what are you going to do about it?”

I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment.

Firhaur’s face, his jaw wide open, purple fire raging between his teeth.

The raw anger in his eyes.

Makethemburn.

And I made my decision. I made my promise to Firhaur.

I opened my eyes. When I looked back at Gerson, it was with a new expression. A fury in my eyes to match Firhaur’s.

“I’m going to do what my brother told me to do.”

Gerson looked at me. Saw the new determination in my eyes. And he grinned.

“That sounds like a plan to me.”

As soon as Gerson had left, I set to work. 

Because I had work to do, yes. I was going to make them burn. 

I was going to make humankind burn.

And oh, how they would! My name, my name Dr. WD Gaster would not merely be a name for monsters to remember! It would be a name that made the blood drain from human faces, a name that made them drop their weapons and flee, a name shouted in the dead of night; run, take your wife and children and run! Dr. Gaster is coming!

I would make them burn!

§

A/N

So @Flightmare_Rider wrote a totally awesome short story set in this universe, titled Green Witch, and you should all go read it! 

Anyway, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Comments and votes are my Favorite Things, and every notification I get makes my day!


18 ~ Fuel the Fire

When I closed my eyes, I still saw Firhaur’s rage, but I saw it differently now. Now, his rage was mine, his fire my driving force. 

His final words took priority over his wish for me, and I turned again to making weapons. 

But I needed something better than my first attempt. Remember that crossbow I had designed? It was, in essence, the same as human staffs and wands. That is to say, it was easily stolen by the enemy, taken, used for themselves. 

If I wanted to design good weapons, powerful weapons, weapons to start a fire, they had to be different. Better. 

I had to include some sort of safety to make sure no human could use the weapons, or, better yet, couldn’t even touch them. 

That was tricky. Because I couldn’t figure out a way to make something so explicitly discriminatory between only humans and monsters. I could channel it to a particular monster’s Magic, but once that monster was keyed to the weapon, no one else could touch it without injury. Of course, the more similar the monster’s Magic to the owner’s, the less it hurt, so, say, a sibling could use the weapon with only minor repercussions, but regardless.

Going into an armory where only just touching someone else’s weapon could make you unable to fight… there had to be a better option. 

At some point while I was working on this conundrum, King Relgore had me officially named Royal Scientist. 

I wasn’t there for the celebratory ceremony.

Firstly because I still didn’t think of myself as Royal Scientist; Firhaur was the Royal Scientist, not me.

Secondly because I had forgotten about it. I was busy, I had no time for useless celebration! I had a war to win, humans to burn, a promise to keep.

Contrary to what the other scientists in the lab, now my underlings, told me, my missing of my own inauguration as Royal Scientist only heightened my reputation. People believed I was so entirely dedicated to my work that I couldn’t even take a few hours off for my own promotional ceremony. 

That’s when things got irritatingly difficult. Because now, I was the center of attention. People wanted to know what I was doing, and how I was doing it. They made me into a celebrity. Wherever I went, I was followed by reporters and the like. 

This is where I learned the important trick of being imposing. 

Here are a few tips on if you ever find yourself the center of attention of a crowd you need to get through. Firstly, don’t slouch, and don’t lower your head to ‘avoid attention.’ It only makes you seem modest, and the media eat that ‘humble hero’ crap right up. Keep your shoulders straight, and your head high. Secondly, don’t. Make. Eye contact. If you acknowledge someone with eye contact, then they think you’re saying something to the effect of ‘please, come ask me all your stupid questions.‘ But if you look just beyond them, they’ll think, ‘oh, this person doesn’t even have time to look at me. Their attention and effort is solely on their goal. I had better get out of their way.‘ Pair that with a brisk walk that tells people they’ll get their toes and tails stepped on if they don’t get out of the way, and you’ve got an effective crowd-splitting stance. 

I used these tricks often, nearly every time I left the lab. And sometimes even in the lab, until I put a civilian ban on entering the lab. 

Eventually, I figured out the answer to the problem with the weapons. 

Unfortunately, King Relgore didn’t like it. 

“Doctor, I refuse to allow you to continue with this.”

“But you don’t understand!” I protested, gesturing wildly both with my free hand and the hand holding a sheaf of research note papers. “It will work! If I channel enough Magic through the weapons, then they’ll become incorporeal and summonable when I connect them to the runes carved into—”

“Into monster bodies? You’re asking me to let you cut up my soldiers, soldiers I need on the battlefield right now, to test a purely hypothetical theory that could potentially leave my soldiers permanently crippled— or worse, when we need them?”

“But it won’t!” I continued to protest. “I’ve done the research! It will work!”

“Where’s your proof?” He demanded. “In a few books? Several calculations? It’s too risky, Gaster. I can’t let you do it, not with the way the humans have been rising in aggression. I need every monster on the battlefield, not in hospital beds!”

“They won’t be! It’ll work, I know-”

“No!” The sharpness of his voice, I remember, startled me. “Dr. Gaster. No.” He suddenly looked very sad, very old. “I can’t do that. Figure out something else.”

For a moment, I just stood there, cursing furiously in Hands. Then I turned and stalked away. 

My weapons would work, I knew it! I just couldn’t convince King Relgore of that. He needed…

He needed proof. Ohhh, yes, I would give him proof! 

I went back to the lab. Locked myself in. Started to work. 

I had the basic design, the rune schematics done, but there was much fine-tuning to do, and the weapons themselves had to be built. That alone took weeks.

I was in my lab for days, and it wasn’t until Dagiel just about broke the door down that I realized such, and that I hadn’t eaten at all during this. Dagiel had to help me walk to the cafeteria to get some food. But I was soon on my feet again, and back to work. 

And then there was the matter of the rune carving. I could do the runes on the weapons easily enough, that only took about a month, but to link them to myself, I had to carve runes into my own bones. I certainly couldn’t do that myself, and I didn’t think I would have an easy time convincing anyone to do it to me, especially not if King Relgore caught wind of it. 

I got some leather straps and bolted them to a table, then rigged up a laser cutter over the table. If I set the laser cutter to a low enough power, it would only just sear the runes into my bones, not actually cut through. 

I would give King Relgore his proof! I would make them burn! 

Only days before I was ready to launch the procedure upon myself, I heard that monster intelligence had found that the humans had planned an attack on the Capital City. 

So now, then. It was the time; I had to prove my weapons and myself to King Relgore before they attacked, so that we could be properly equipped for the attack. 

Strapping myself down on the table was difficult, and I’ll spare you the painful details of how I managed to do so. But when I was finished with that, I used a ruler to poke at the on switch for the laser cutter. Once it started, I knew, I wouldn’t be able to turn it off. It was do or die, now. And I fully intended to do.

There was about a minute delay from when I hit the switch and when the laser cutter actually started up. That was one of the longest minutes of my life. 

While strapping myself down, I had been confident that with this, the end of the war was in sight. But lying there, shirtless, unable to move, I started to have my doubts. 

What if King Relgore was right? What if I was going to die here, because of my anger? What if-

But it was too late. I heard a soft whirring, a brief flash of red light, and then I was screaming, the worst pain I had ever felt burning through my ribs.

I don’t know how long it took. Eventually, the machine shut down, and I just laid there, unmoving but for the beat of my soul. I was just too tired, in too much pain. 

I think I laid there for a good few hours on the verge of consciousness, before Dagiel got Asgore to actually literally physically break down the door.

I’m not positive, what with me being nearly unconscious and in a lot of pain, but I’m pretty sure they were both quite shocked and horrified to see me. And, honestly, I don’t blame them. I would have been horrified to see someone I cared about half falling off a table, held in place only by thick leather straps, half dead, with a bunch of symbols seared black across his ribs. 

I vaguely remember them standing above me, and whimpering in pain as I was jostled around by their undoing the restraints. I think one of them asked what had happened, which I was incapable of answering. 

I remember that, even for as exhausted and hurt as I was, I still had the energy to scream and writhe in agony when Asgore tried to use healing Magic on me. 

You have to remember that the way runes work is by channeling Magic through them. So when Asgore tried to use healing Magic on the burns, which were runes, he was putting Magic into them. He was, essentially, hot-wiring my body. Except he didn’t know what he was doing, so like hot-wiring a car with no break, a sticky gas pedal, and no steering wheel. 

So yeah. Painful. 

He didn’t try to use healing Magic again after that. Instead he just cradled my skull in his hands as I took each agonizing breath, as my body trembled, as I eventually, finally passed out. 
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19 ~ Wildfire

I woke slowly, somewhere comfortable. There was a plush mattress beneath me, and soft blankets packed around me. Most important, though, was the cool weight of an ice pack on my chest, counteracting the burning pain from the runes I had seared into my ribs. 

As I woke up a bit more, I could hear voices arguing, and it took me a little while to realize it was King Relgore and Prince Asgore. 

“—needs to face the consequences of his actions!” King Relgore was saying.

“He already is!” Asgore countered, coming to my defense. “Why do you think he’s half dead, Dad? Because he likes being bedridden?”

“He wouldn’t be there if he had listened to me when I ordered him not to do it!”

They continued like this for several minutes, arguing my guilt and arguing my innocence. I just laid there. No one was asking me to move yet, and I felt no particular need to move yet. 

That changed, though, when I heard a door burst open. “Your majesty, you need to hurry! The humans have started their assault on the east side of town!”

I was forgotten as the king and prince rushed off to defend their people. 

As soon as they were gone, though, my eyes snapped open. So I had missed my opportunity to prove my weapons’ effectiveness to King Relgore in a controlled environment. 

But what better way to prove myself than in a field test?

Suddenly, my chest didn’t hurt in the slightest. I practically lunged out of bed. Then I retrieved my shirt, jacket, and scarf before heading for the east side of the city. 

When I got there, the battle was already mid-swing. The city’s outermost defenses were still holding, but things didn’t look good for the monsters.

I grinned. That was going to change. 

They would burn!

I lunged forward, grabbing up the staff of a fallen human. I would fight like that for as long as I could; no sense in revealing my weapons before they were necessary, much less not in King Relgore’s sight. 

At one point as I worked my way through the seething mass, my path crossed with Dagiel’s. The shark monster admonished me for being out in the battlefield, and told me to get somewhere safe. I ignored him, aside from flashing him a slightly maniacal grin, before smashing my staff into a human skull. 

Eventually, I found King Relgore. He and Asgore were fighting side by side. They had both sustained copious amounts of damage, but both were still standing, taking on at least nine humans at the same time. Several of those were Magic-wielders, two of which had not rune-inscribed staffs, but rune-inscribed swords.

Standing a little ways off, I slammed the end of the staff into the ground, pushing Magic through it. Moments later, my weapons, bone-shaped attacks, glowing with Magic, speared up through the ground, killing two of the humans and wounding several others. 

The remainder turned to look at me. 

For a moment, there was a tense stillness between us. 

I couldn’t help but grin. I was keeping my promise, Firhaur! I would make them burn! 

And then we were fighting.

I fought, hard and fast. I used the staff, channeling Magic through it and using it as a weapon in itself, slamming it against people. 

I don’t know how long we fought, nor how many humans I was against. Every time I scored a successful hit against a human, I felt as if my flagging energy had been replenished. I was tireless, I was invincible, I was undefeatable. 

And then…

I reared back, shocked, as the staff splintered in my hands, charred around the break. A glance up at one of the sword-mages told me he had been the one to cause it; there was no mistaking it in his snarky grin.

“Oh,” he said, “that’s a shame. What are you going to do now?”

I let the pieces of the staff fall to the ground, shaking my head in mock sorrow and sympathy. “Ohh, you poor, poor human. You didn’t really think I would go to all the trouble of creating brand-new weapons, then bind them to the sole use of a wooden stick that could easily be stolen or broken, did you?” I grinned at him, crouching into a ready position as I wrapped my hands around a new attack, a bone about the length of a staff. “No, I am not so stupid.”

And then we were fighting again, harder, faster. With every gesture I sent bones shooting out of the ground, with every sweep of my weapon I made contact with something. 

Their screams were like music to my ears. 

I fought, oh, how I fought! I made them burn, Firhaur, I did! 

And then, I took a blow to my chest that sent me sprawling. For a moment, as I struggled to my feet, as the human approached, I was afraid. 

“Any last words, you dirty human killer?” The swordsman snarled. 

But I still had one last trick up my sleeve.

“Last words? No. But I do have a message for you.” I saw the sudden, rising fear in his eyes as a purple the color of Firhaur’s Magic bled into my sight. And I grinned, I grinned wide and maniacally, lifting my hands just a little. “Firhaur says hello,” there was a whining sound in the air, building in pitch,”you   D I R T Y   B R O T H E R   K I L L E R S .”

And I threw back my head and laughed. I laughed and laughed and laughed, as the roar of my weapons shattered the air, as the purple-tinged light cast shadows askew on the ground, as the beams of raw Magic cut gouges through the earth, tore up the ground, obliterated the humans, as Firhaur screamed in my skull, MAKE THEM BURN, GASTER, MAKE. THEM. BURN!! 

And I laughed at the carnage, laughed at the voices of human agony, laughed and laughed as my Lv skyrocketed, AS THEY BURNED!

And then it was over. My fatigue overcame me, and I only let out one more chuckle at the ruined landscape before collapsing to the ground, unconscious. 

We made them burn, Firhaur and I. We made them burn.
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20 ~ The Fire Spreads

I was sitting on the roof of the lab, drinking tea. 

It was about four days after the battle that monsters had won. I had gotten some lab employees to carry a small table and a chair up to the roof of the lab, and I was sitting there, looking out across the town. From the lab roof, you could see the fields beyond. To the east, there were clear scorch marks and gouges in the ground from my Blasters, the same Blasters modeled after Firhaur, mirroring the rage in his eyes, the power.

Unfortunately, my weapons had come just a little too late. Due to the extreme excess of energy I had expended, not to mention the fact that I wasn’t fully recovered from the rune carving, I had been unconscious for a full two days. While I was out, King Relgore had died from the wounds he had sustained in the battle. 

Asgore was now king. 

And how he managed to take the time to ensure I was recovering on top of his grief, funeral planning, and new Royal responsibilities, I have no idea. He was the one who had suggested I drink tea, saying it had medicinal properties and it would help me get back on my feet more quickly.

Honestly, I’ve got no clue where that monster’s love for the beverage comes from. It really doesn’t taste that great, and I’ve tried a good many varieties…

But Asgore had much to deal with, so I humored my friend and drank the tea.

Really, the runes were nearly completely healed. All that remained of them was faint grey lines across my bones, and they would be gone by the end of the day. I was, admittedly, still a little shaky on my feet, but that was just because of my extreme exhaust. I would be fine in a day or two. 

But, again, to humor Asgore, I was sitting at the table on the roof of the lab, sipping tea and looking out at the destruction I had wreaked, instead of working.

I have to admit, it did feel good to sit back and close my eyes, let the sun warm my bones…

I was just about asleep, finally getting some much-deserved rest, when a loud thwack jerked me awake. A newspaper had been dropped on the table. Asgore and Dagiel were standing on opposite side of the table to me. 

There was an agony in Asgore’s eyes. I knew that look. It was my own pain. 

Asgore jabbed a finger at the newspaper. “I want this.” He said simply. 

I looked at the newspaper. Four days after the event, and I was still running front-page headlines, along with the news of King Relgore’s death. 

Today’s paper featured an artist’s interpretation of my victory, and it was rather flattering if I do say so myself. I was standing tall and straight, my shoulders thrown back proudly. In my right hand I held a bone, glowing in a haze of purple Magic. And above me, five Blasters, the likenesses of Firhaur, the headline read “DR. GASTER’S BLASTERS“.

That made me frown just a little. I didn’t want them to be my Blasters. They were meant as a homage to Firhaur. But the name was sticking, and eventually it would be shortened down to Gaster Blasters. 

I never called them that. 

Nonetheless, they were powerful weapons, and I had finally gotten my goal: the king wanted my weapons.

But… “No.” I shook my head. “You don’t want those.” Asgore started to protest, but I cut him off. “I’m not saying I won’t make you weapons. I’m just saying not these weapons. Compared to you, I’m small, and incredibly light. My skill relies on speed. You, though? You’re big. Heavy. Strong. You want something you can put power into, something that’ll withstand the strength of your blows. So not these.”

Asgore blinked a little. “But you will make something for me.”

I grinned, the fire surging up in my chest again. “Absolutely. I can have something within the month.”

Asgore nodded grimly. “Good. How about for the rest of the Royal Guard?”

I nodded. “I mean, it’ll take a little longer than a month. But yes. We’ll be ready by the time the humans have recovered enough.”

“Good. I’m relying on you, Dr. Gaster.”

… The entire nation was. 

My research began the next day. Building weapons for myself was easier than this; I knew what I wanted, and it was easy to get all my own weight and height measurements, as well as my own Magic capacity. But now I needed to get that information from someone else, and keep track of it. 

And then Asgore also told the Guardsmen the information I needed for weapons, and they gave me their information, too. Which, for as helpful as it was to have all the data I needed, it was difficult to keep track of. 

Nonetheless, I got things done. A month later, I was leading Asgore into my lab to show him my creation. 

My work for Asgore really was something amazing. A suit of armor, golden, with strengthening runes on the inside, and a bloodred trident nearly twice my own size. Once I bound the weapon to Asgore, of course, it wouldn’t be corporeal until he summoned it. 

I was grinning as I showed off my work. I was not meant to be on the battlefield; for as strong as I was, I tired easily. This though, making weapons, strengthening those who were on the battlefield, that was how I was meant to spread the fire that burned in me. 

Asgore did not share my enthusiasm. He was in pain, grieving the loss of his father. He did not fight to avenge, as I did, he fought purely to end the war, so that no other monsters might suffer as he did.

As we did. 

There is, though, one bright spot in this entire thing. Asgore’s reaction when I told him how I would bind the weapon to him… that was comedy gold. 

And it only got better when I told him that, in order to carve the runes, he would need to shave off his fur so I could get at his flesh. 

Just adding insult to injury, he said. I only laughed. 

After a little while, I realized that he didn’t realize he would be sedated for the process. I had not been sedated, and I was the only one who had undergone this procedure. 

So I actually sat him down and explained the whole thing. 

“When it’s over,” I told him, “you’ll wake up in your own bed, a bit sore, but otherwise fine. And a day or two later, you’ll have a new weapon at your disposal.”

I think that made him a lot more receptive to the whole thing. 

Eventually, the day came that we had planned for the binding. He came into the lab and pulled off his shirt, nothing but pink flesh beneath. 

It’s a little funny, actually. I never realized before how much of Asgore’s girth was actually just floof. 

Nonetheless, we got to work. He laid back on the table, and I readied the aerosol sedative he would be taking. It took a little longer than I would have liked to take effect, but that was understandable; Asgore was a big monster. It took time for drugs to affect him. 

But affect him they did, and after a little while, he passed out, and I was able to start the rune carving. 

Unfortunately, Asgore did not wake up in his bed as I had promised. Once I had finished with the binding and bandaged up his chest, no one was strong enough to carry him back to the castle. So he remained in the lab at least until he was awake enough to lean on Toriel’s shoulder as she guided him back to the castle. 

And me?

I wasn’t happy, exactly. I couldn’t be happy, not with Firhaur gone, not with the war. But I had a grim sense of satisfaction.

The fire was spreading.
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21 ~ Hands

The rune carving taught me something very important about Asgore. 

His nickname, King Fluffybuns, though not earned for another few years, was incredibly, ridiculously accurate. The king was a big baby.

I had told him that he could get up as soon as he was awake, and could use his Magic within the next two days. But, like the childish furball he is, he refused to get up until I had come to the castle myself and assured him that he was healed enough to be up. What a wimp! I mean, I was in combat only minutes after I woke up!

… I suppose something could be said here about the trust he placed in me…

Nonetheless, once he was up and about, he did well. As soon as he actually figured out how to summon the weapon, that is. It took a little time, but he got it eventually. 

And then the chaos began. Everyone in the Royal Guard wanted the weapons. Of course, I didn’t deny them to anyone. I would do nothing to slow the spread of the fire. 

The only problem was that my lab was a mess, papers and tools and half-built weapons everywhere, and it was hard to keep track of things. By the time I had Dagiel’s weapon ready, a glaive, there was nearly no space in my lab that wasn’t occupied by my work.

Dagiel, already sitting on the edge of the table, chuckled a little as I dug around in the mess, looking for something-or-other. “Looks like you could really use another pair of hands around here.”

I glanced up at him. “There are only two pairs of hands in the world that I trust to do this sort of work. One of those is my own, and the other one is gone.”

Dagiel blinked a little. “Who-…”

He cut himself off when he saw where I was looking. 

I said that nearly every space in my lab was occupied. That is true; there was only one space that wasn’t. The far side. Everything dusty with disuse. It was where Firhaur had worked, a half-finished project of his sitting out, just as he had left it. I refused to touch it. I refused to let anyone touch it. It was quite nearly sacred to me, a memorial to my lost brother. 

… I wonder if it is still there… or if humans have desecrated my brother’s work. 



…









… Well. It hardly matters. There is unfortunately little I can do about it.

I managed to push the thought of Firhaur out of my head for the time being, and proceed with Dagiel’s rune carving. (And I’ll just say he was a lot less babyish than Asgore when it was over.)

But something about that conversation stuck in my head. 

Another pair of hands. But I only trusted my own hands and Firhaur’s. 

Eventually, it came to me: I could make summonable Magic objects, so why not make myself more hands?

I put all other projects on hold.

Figuring this out was a lot more difficult than the weapons. I wanted them to be Magical objects, but not harmful to anything touching them. That wouldn’t be useful at all, not if I was planning to work with them. There was also the problem of figuring out how to make them mobile- and not in the sense of moving side to side. None of the weapons I designed really had mobile joints, and that was a must. 

Eventually I figured that if I just mirrored the capabilities of my own hands, that would work. And it did! In fact, that is why my Magic hands gained holes through the palms when I cut them out of my own hands, as well as why now, in the Void, when the bones of my hands fused together to create a single, flexible solid, my Magic hands did as well. 

Granted, that connection was a little closer than I anticipated. But, it was not a problem. 

Since my work was now royally approved, I had acquired better equipment than my original leather straps bolted to a table. Yet it was expected that I would always be doing the carving myself, so I yet again had to set up my rigged laser cutter above the operating table. 

It was slightly easier this time in that I didn’t have to strap my entire body down. There would only be runes carved into my forearms, and they didn’t have to be done at the same time. So I only had to strap myself down from my hand to my shoulder. 

But it was harder in that this time, I remained fully conscious for the entirety of both arms. 

About halfway through my left arm, someone started pounding on the door to my lab, most likely attracted by all my screaming. 

I shouted at them to go away, because I was busy. I also probably screamed a wide variety of curses and insults at them, both in Common and Hands. They left. 

By the time I was finishing the end of doing my right arm, Asgore yet again broke down the door to my lab. 

“Gaster!” He admonished. “What are you doing?!”

“What does it look like I’m doing?!” I roared just as the laser cutter shut down. There were probably more insults in Hands directed towards Asgore as I struggled with my left arm (which was burning profusely) to undo the restraints over my right arm (which was also in great pain.)

After a moment, Asgore came over to help me, and I flopped back on the table to let him. I was tired and my arms hurt; I was willing to accept a little help. 

Once he had finished with the restraints, Asgore gently lifted one of my arms, examining the runes newly seared into my bones. “Doctor Gaster, why have you done this? You have already proven that your weapons work; you need not take new inventions to the battlefield again!”

“Not what this is.” I grunted, not in the mood to explain further.

“What is it?”

I made a vaguely disagreeable sound.

Realizing he wasn’t going to be getting much of an explanation from me, Asgore switched topics. “Is there anything I can do to help?”

I was silent a moment. Then, “Ice packs.”

Asgore nodded a little, then proceeded to scoop me up and carry me out of the lab. “I will take you back to the castle.”

I let out a tired sound. 

A couple days later, I was back in my lab, ready to test my new tools. They worked exemplarily, preforming perfectly. Within a few hours, I had my lab cleaned up and more or less organized. 

I think that the best response I got to my hands was Dagiel’s. He was in my lab with Greatest Dog, who was here to get his weapon. I was sitting at my desk, just finishing up a design for Gerson’s weapon, which would later earn him the title of the Hammer of Justice. 

But I had left my ruler on a table across the room. (You would think that I would have multiple rulers, but no, I only had the one, and it served me well enough that I didn’t deign to get another.) So I asked Dagiel to “toss” it to me. I meant “bring” it to me, but he took me literally, and threw the ruler at me. 

Without looking up from my desk, I summoned a hand to catch the ruler and calmly thanked Dagiel before returning to my work. 

When no response presented itself, I turned to look up.

By then, I had become more than used to my extra hands, and had more or less forgotten that they were a bit of an oddity. Dagiel and Greater Dog’s shocked expressions, though, were more than enough to remind me. 

Dagiel jabbed a finger at the air. “You were- there was- it just appeared!”

“Oh, yes. You mean my hands?” I summoned six, three left and three right, to show off a little. I could summon more, but I found that trying to work with more than three pairs at a time was taxing and more difficult than it was worth. My multitasking abilities, it seemed, extended only to what eight hands could do at once. 

Not long after this event, I used my hands for the first time in public. I don’t remember what the event was, but, predictably, it resulted in me cursing some idiot’s lack of intelligence. Of course I was doing so in Hands, with my hands. 

The public use of my new tools resulted in front page coverage yet again, running the headline “DR. GASTER: THE MAN WHO SPEAKS IN HANDS.”

It was a nickname that would stick with me even into my nonexistence.
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22 ~ Sanity

By the time I had supplied about twenty monsters with weapons, my Lv had hit almost 25. About 15 of that was from my own victories, if you can call Firhaur’s death and King Relgore’s death that. And granted, I now realize that a few of those EXP were gained through carving out the runes in people, but that wasn’t my main income of EXP.

You see, humans can be mean and rude and cruel, and not gain any EXP so long as they do not actually commit any violence. This is another side effect of their more physical bodies. 

Monsters are capable of committing acts of violence without gaining so much EXP as humans, because of how closely related their Souls are to their bodies. If a monster is fighting out of self defense, self preservation, in, say, a war, but really has no desire to harm or kill, then their Lv will not rise so quickly. 

That is how Dagiel and Asgore and Gerson all had such low LOVE even after the war. None of them wanted to fight. 

But, monster bodies being more closely related to their Soul, the same is true in reverse. It can take much less to raise a monster’s Lv, even without violence. Sometimes, emotion and thoughts alone could raise a monster’s Lv.

And I was running on pure hatred. The idea, the knowledge, the belief that my work was causing harm, deliberately causing harm, and proceeding with it anyway…

And maybe not enjoying it, but definitely taking immense satisfaction in it, in the bloodshed it would cause, in the death it would wreak, in the fire it would light…

That, my listener, is what caused my Lv to rise.

Now, that’s not the only difference between the effects of LOVE on monsters and humans. 

When humans have Lv, it’s a near constant thing. It effects their every action and thought. There is no on or off. 

But with monsters…

I clung to my Lv. I used it as a shield, protecting myself from the destruction, the chaos. I used it to protect myself from the depression, from the loss of HOPE. I relied on its strength to keep me motivated. To keep me moving. 

But sometimes…

Sometimes, I would, whether consciously or not, let my grip on it slip, just a little. 

Those were bad moments. They were the moments where it got to me, the horror of war, of violence, of what I was doing, and what it was doing to me. 

The moments where I realized that Firhaur was dead, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

Those were bad moments. 

…

… I remember one of these moments… well. Some of it. Things are sharper than others. 

I was in the lab. Dagiel was there, and Asgore too. They checked in on me often. Looking back on it,  I think that, despite the way I acted most of the time, they realized something was horribly wrong with me. 

We were talking about… something. Like I said, some things are sharp as the spears I made, and some things… not so much. 

I remember, though, I was saying something about if they came with me to Burn’s for lunch, I wasn’t paying for them. And then…

My voice tapered off. I realized that my hands were shaking. 

For a moment, I could only stare at my hands as they trembled. I remember feeling shocked. My hands never shook. Never. 

I remember that I started Speaking in Hands, hard and fast. I don’t remember what I said, really, but I get the sense it was all completely meaningless, just a jumble of words thrown together in random sentences. None of it mattered, though, really. I was just trying to hide that my hands were shaking.

I was trying to deny it, trying to convince myself that my hands were not shaking. 

But it didn’t work. The more I Spoke, the harder my hands shook. So I tried harder. Spoke faster. 

I’m sure it wasn’t long before I was roaring loudly, gesturing widely, Speaking furiously. 

I was probably on the verge of breaking something. Hurting someone. Hurting myself. 

And then Asgore grabbed me from behind, wrapping his arms around me, pinning my arms to my chest. 

I just… froze. My body just stopped, every joint locking up, pained expression stuck on my face. 

I swear I could hear the beat of my Soul. 

Asgore held on to me for a minute, and when I didn’t struggle in the slightest, he let his grip loosen on me. When I still didn’t hardly move at all, he started gently rubbing a hand across the top of my head. 

I started breathing again, hard, panicky breaths that shook my frame, rattled my bones. Near sobs. 

And Asgore, kind, gentle bossmonster that he was, tightened his grip on me again. Not restraining this time. Comforting. A hug, trying to ease my stress. 

Things get a little foggy after this. I remember that they made me lie down. One of them, probably Dagiel, got water from somewhere (not one of my experiments, I hope) and they tried to get me to drink some. I don’t know how successful they were, but I have the faintest memory of frustration winning out over Dagiel’s concern, just for the barest instant, and him dumping the water on my head in hopes that the cold would shock me out of whatever mental breakdown I was having. 

I don’t think that worked. 

Eventually, I remember coming to my senses, dragging up my Lv defense back around myself. 

I was on my back, on the floor. Asgore had one large paw spread across my chest, soft green flickers of Healing Magic playing across his fingers, a gentle warmth seeping into my Soul. 

After taking a few more shuddery breaths to harden my resolve, I sat up. Asgore was reluctant to allow me to do so, but with a few terse “I’m fine“s, he let me. 

“What was that?” Asked Dagiel. There was none of the usual snark in his voice, none of the slightly humorous, slightly condescending tone. There was only concern. 

“Nothing.” I responded shortly. 

We all knew, of course, that it wasn’t nothing, but I didn’t want that to be me, and I think that Asgore and Dagiel knew I was in far too fragile a mental state to address the issue. So they left it along. 

But I was not always so lucky to have good people around when these bad moments happened.

In fact, usually when they happened, I was alone in my lab. 

These would often end with me wedging myself between the wall and some cabinet or counter, and hiding there until I recovered. 

… And…

And the higher my Lv rose… 

… I thought I was getting stronger against it…

The higher my Lv rose, the less often these moments occurred. 

§

A/N
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23 ~ Petty, Satisfying Revenge

With my increasingly turbulent behavior, Asgore, Toriel, and Dagiel more firmly insisted that I get an assistant to help me in the lab. I don’t think they thought I needed help with work, I think they wanted someone to keep an eye on me while they couldn’t be there. Someone to make sure I didn’t hurt anyone- including myself- when things got out of hand. 

I resisted strongly, of course. I was, and still am, of the opinion that almost everyone is an idiot. The only difference is that then there were even fewer exceptions than there are now. 

But when the king and Queen actually gave me an order to get an assistant, I could resist no longer. 

The trick, though, was finding a bearable assistant. Someone who was at least competent enough to keep up with me, if not help around the lab. The problem was that none of the lab employees fit this description. Nor did any of the interns. 

Eventually I came up with a Cunning Plan to find someone at least mildly intelligent. And, better yet, it included getting vengeance on the university that kicked me out. 

I had decided that any assistant I might get had to be gotten from outside the current lab staff. Really, the only reason I hadn’t completely overhauled the entirety of the lab staff was because they were all scientists whom Firhaur had seen fit to hire, and I was merely trying to cling to every scrap of my lost brother I could. 

But! On to my Cunning Plan.

For some time since my weapons had gone up in demand, a number of monster colleges and universities had been inviting- or, rather, practically begging- me to come give lectures at their ‘most prestigious’ wherever the crap it was. I had, of course, completely ignored all of them.

Now, though, as according to my Cunning Plan, I scheduled myself to give two lectures, each at a different university. From these students I would find one whose mental capabilities hadn’t already been demolished by the schools, and taking them on as an intern-slash-assistant. 

But, now, see, I had no intentions of picking one of the students from the first school. That was the university that had kicked me out. I planned on publicly humiliating its teaching ability. 

Like I said. They got what was coming to them. 

The day for the first lecture came, and I was just a few minutes late. Fashionably late. It meant that when I came and slammed open the doors to the auditorium, everyone was there to see it. And when I strode into the room, red scarf billowing over my shoulder, my seven-foot-tall frame towering over the already-seated students, the sudden hush crashed over the chatter that had filled the hall. I could feel every eye on me as I advanced towards the stage, but I did not acknowledge a single monster. As the students fidgeted, unnerved by the cold dramatics of my entrance, my hands were unnaturally still, folded behind me. 

I mounted the stage, stepped up to the podium. For a moment, I was silent. Now, now I looked out at the crowd assembled before me. I stared at them, holding captive the gaze of everyone in the room. 

And then, finally, I spoke. 

“I’m sure,” I said in a hard voice, “I do not need to introduce myself to any of you, however, for the sake of professionalism, I shall do so. I am Dr. Gaster.” A moment’s hesitancy, as my Lv defense slipped a tiny bit at the thoughts of my next words. “The Royal Scientist.” But no. I couldn’t afford to lose it in front of these people. I had a reputation to uphold, a reputation of an icy cold demeanor, just containing a burning temper.

Of course, there was that one idiot kid, somewhere in the back. “Yeah, well, where’s your lab coat, doctor?”

Honestly, I have no idea why teenage kids do things like this. It’s purely idiotic, and is only going to end in their embarrassment. 

As it was now. I looked in the direction of the shout, and found the idiot and his groupies by their smug grins. For a long moment, I just stared at the kid. And slowly, ever so slowly, I let a grin cross my own face. 

My grin was decidedly more malicious. 

It was just a fragment of the one I had worn that day on the battlefield, just a spark of Firhaur’s fire that burnt in my Soul. 

The idiot and his groupies stopped smiling.

“That,” I said, playing on my Cunning Plan, “is an excellent question. Currently, I do not actually have a lab coat, because some idiot intern spilled some acidic chemical on it while I wasn’t wearing it, and utterly destroyed it. Which then brings me to the purpose of my visit here today.” I paused a moment, glancing at the professors assembled off to the side. They looked confused; I had not told them of my ulterior motives. But ulterior motives I had, motives that I acted on. “As of the chemical spill yesterday, I am looking for an assistant. You, one of you lucky monsters, will get the honor of working with me… if I deem you capable enough to do so, which is why I am here. So, let us begin.”

And I started. Honestly, I don’t remember much of the lecture, except that much of it was on quite complicated rune theory, no one was able to answer my questions, and the few monsters that tried were left horribly baffled- and embarrassed. 

About halfway through my scheduled time, I stopped, turning to the professors, who were just as baffled as the students. 

“Is this,” I gestured to the assembled students, “all of your students? Surely, these are those whose grades are suffering. I can only fathom that you thought they were truly in need of my help, and brought them for my lecture, because they are nowhere near the intelligence level I am looking for. Surely, surely you have taught some students better than this! Please, tell me where I might find them!”

Awkwardly, the professors admitted that these were all their students. 

I scoffed. “Then I am beginning to think it is good that you kicked me out before I finished my first semester! For I certainly wouldn’t have been able to become the Royal Scientist with the skills you’re teaching! But my time is wasted here; I am not looking for incompetents! I suppose I shall be taking my leave now!”

And with that, I left, not looking back once. And, once the auditorium doors closed behind me, I could hear the tense, fragile silence in the room explode into bewildered chaos. 

The next day, the newspapers proclaimed the stunning success of my Cunning Plan. 

And such was only increased when, amid a ridiculous amount of praise, I chose a young student of the second school to be my assistant.

To be honest, despite my somewhat false praise, Fennin was a rather bright monster. What he lacked in factual knowledge he made up for in logical thinking skills. The small, orange, raptor-like saurian would be the closest thing I had to a work partner until the end of his days… which came all too unfortunately soon.
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I think I’ve done the impossible…
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24 ~ The Stumble

I think I was the most surprised out of anyone when it happened. I had so tightly wrapped myself in my Lv, so embraced the violence and destruction that I was assured of our victory. 

That I forgot just how strong humans are. 

I was in the lab. Since taking on Fennin as my assistant, I had begun teaching him about runes. He learned quickly, and I found he was rather clever with rune theory. 

We were going over plans for a weapon. I don’t remember who it was for, but it was going to be one wickedly sharp scimitar. I was encouraging Fennin to figure out the rune placement himself, as I stood watching over his shoulder. 

And then there was an explosion outside the room. 

With a heavy sigh, I turned towards the door. “I suppose,” I said irritably, “I shall have to go see what those idiots blew up this-”

I never finished the sentence. Before I reached the door, it was blown off its hinges, narrowly missing me in its backward trajectory. And then humans came swarming in, attacking.

I was furious. They had already taken my brother from me, and now they were taking my lab, too?

Needless to say, I fought. I fought hard. And then, when something caught fire, burning up Firhaur’s work area, destroying one of the last pieces of my brother I had, I fought even harder. 

But it wasn’t enough. For every human I killed, another took their place. There was simply no stopping them. 

I remember a hollow THUNK sound, and a brief flare of pain across my skull. Then, darkness.

When I woke up, I was on the floor of a military convoy vehicle. My hands were tied behind my back, and my feet at the ankles. My Magic reserve was nearly dry; there would be no attacking from me. 

The other monsters in the vehicle were no better. Fennin was there, still unconscious, a small dribble of Magic seeping from a wound on his head. Some of the other monsters I recognized as lab employees, but most of the twenty or so were unfamiliar to me, probably civilians. 

And sitting on the benches along the sides of the vehicle were humans, all dressed in combat fatigues with a weapon lying across their lap.

So we had been captured, and escape didn’t look too bright. 

For what seemed like hours, the vehicle rolled on. I had no idea which way it was going, or how far, or where we were. As the other monsters woke up, they all looked to me, Dr. Gaster, the Royal Scientist. They all recognized me. Knew my reputation for brilliantly uncanny behavior, and silently, desperately begged me for hope.

But I could give them nothing. My Magic was exhausted, my hands were tied, and a pounding headache was forming between my eye sockets. I could barely keep myself sitting up, much less plan an escape from a heavily armored military convoy with human soldiers on guard. Not to mention that I would be planning for twenty monsters, not just myself. It was simply impossible. 

The best I could do was pick the most menacing looking human guard and glare resolutely at him. It seemed to unnerve him a little. 

Eventually the truck came to a halt, and we were escorted out, into some sort of prison complex, with high barbed-wire fences and concrete buildings. I saw then that there were seven or eight other vehicles, all of them similarly being emptied of their prisoners. 

We were marched into the complex, down a number of heavy-security halls, and into your classic concrete walls and iron bar cells. 

I was in the same cell as Fennin and two other monsters. There were four cots- if you can call slabs chained to the wall that- one for each of us. 

Despite the pleading look in my cellmates’ eyes, begging for a shred of hope from me, I walked straight to the nearest of the cots, and slumped down on it. And like that, I fell asleep. 

I was woken some so many hours later by our prison keepers, come to give us food. After eating, I felt considerably better.

… Well. In body, anyway. By then I had so tightly pulled my Lv shield around myself that I had cut off nearly all my emotion.

I was running on my own Level of Violence, not HOPE. 

Days slipped by. There was some sort of interrogation going on, monsters being dragged out of cells for a few hours, before being brought back and left there. Going at the rate they were, though, it was nearly a week before the humans came to take me. 

One week in which I had been resting and storing up my Magic. 

When they came to take me, I was sitting against the back wall of the cell, my chin resting on my chest.

“C’mon, you, get up.” One of the humans told me. 

I ignored them, pulling up my Magic in my chest. 

“Hey. Get up.”

I continued to ignore them. 

“Hey you. I’m talking to you. Who are you, monster?”

I still didn’t respond. The guard stepped into the cell. 

“Get up!”

Now I did. I lunged to my feet, summoning a Blaster and nailing the guard in the chest. 

The other guards leaped to the first’s defense. For a moment there was a scuffle as I tried to take out the guards and they tried to subdue me.

I was badly outnumbered, not to mention not in the greatest condition.

Despite my best efforts, I was overtaken quickly. The guards grabbed my shoulders. Held my arms out from my body. 

Forced me to my knees.

One of the guards leaned down in front of me, using the tip of his weapon to force me to look up at him. I did so, putting all the hatred I possibly could in my gaze. 

He just grinned. “I know who you are. I recognize your weapons from the news. You’re Gaster, aren’t you?”

“Doctor Gaster.” I growled the correction with as much fury as I could put into my voice.

He just laughed. “Well, Doctor Gaster, you’re just what we need.”

They were holding us, holding me ransom, and planned on using me to end the war: Asgore surrender, or I, or all the captive monsters, be slaughtered. 

Honestly, I’m not quite sure how this tactic is supposed to work. Had not thousands of monsters already died on the battlefield?

Perhaps it’s because we were not soldiers, but civilians. Yes, even me, Dr. Gaster, I was technically a civilian. We were innocents. 

Well. Most of us. I never claimed to be innocent. My Lv was not accidentally earned, nor was it unwanted. 

But of all the monsters there, I was the most politically valuable, and of all the monsters there, they were using me as a bargaining chip to their victory. 
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25 ~ The Trip

Life in the human prison camp did not treat me well.

Since the humans knew who I was now, I was interrogated, harassed, and sometimes even tortured on a daily basis. The humans thought that I knew all of Asgore’s battle plans and strategies, and were determined to get them from me. 

I did know a few things, of course, but not to the extent which they were asking.

Not that I was going to tell them any of that. I remained stoically silent. It didn’t matter what they tried, I didn’t respond to them. 

And they tried a lot of things. They tried starving me. I just sat there and glared at them. They tried offering me the most delectable of foods. I just glared at them. They tried beating the crap out of me. As soon as I recovered from the whiplash and was able to lift my head again, I just glared at them. And, after beating me down and breaking my bones, they would try to play the ‘sympathetic human’ card and have someone heal me to gain my trust. I just glared at them.

Every attempt they made, I just clutched tighter at my Lv. Grew colder. My EXP rose.

Despite this, I think I became something of an invincible legend amongst the other prisoners. After every failed interrogation session, I would be escorted back to my cell, sometimes more dragged there on my account of being less than half conscious. And every time my escort guards (yes, it was always at least two guards, even when I was barely awake,) said the same parting words as they dumped me in my cell: “maybe tomorrow will be a better day. Maybe tomorrow, Dr. Gaster, maybe tomorrow we’ll get something from you.”

And every time (at least all those that I was capable of it,) I would stand up, turn to look at them, and grin. “No. No you won’t.”

And with every day, I cut myself off more and more from my emotions. Less and less mattered to me except for proving myself stronger than the humans.

That is, I do believe, what got Fennin killed. 

While I was the main focus of the humans’ brutality, that doesn’t mean the other monsters weren’t subject to their gaze as well. And, well… the others weren’t so… determined as I. 

And my own Lv made me uncaring to their suffering. It wasn’t until…

Well… 

I suppose I should tell the story of that night from the beginning, hm?

Actually, I believe Fennin had been left alone that day. It was the day before that he had received his beating. He had seemed fine, been functioning normally, if a little sore, afterwards. 

But… that night… 

I was woken by a gentle shake, someone’s hand on my shoulder. It was one of the other two in my cell. I merely opened one eyesocket to look up at him. 

“Dr. Gaster…” he said quietly. “Fennin’s not doing too well.”

I just closed my eye. “None of us are.”

“Yeah, but… Fennin’s really not doing well. I-… I think he might be… be Falling Down.”

With a bit of a sigh, I climbed off my cot. Fennin’s was the cot opposite mine, and I crossed the cell in four strides. It was dark, but there were dim hall lights that provided enough light to see by. 

Fennin was lying on his side, his chest only just rising and falling. I knelt next to his cot and reached out, tapping his shoulders lightly. “Fennin. Fennin, wake up.”

He shifted just a little, but otherwise didn’t respond. 

I tried again. “Fennin, I need you to look at me.”

One of Fennin’s golden eyes slid open, the slit of a pupil looking up at me. 

“How do you feel?”

Fennin hesitated for a moment. “… Warm…” he eventually murmured. 

That was not good. 

Let me explain. When a monster is slain in battle, its Magic dissipates immediately and its Soul shatters.

However, with a slow death, such as old age, other natural causes, or a sort of ‘bleeding out’ death like Fennin’s, the Soul gradually releases all the Magic it contains into the body. It’s a sort of final defense in a way- the excess Magic in the body soothes any wounds and relaxes the body, so the monster feels warm and comfortable. A peaceful death amid whatever pains might besiege them. With the lack of Magic in the Soul, the monster starts to shut down, until they fall comatose and eventually dust. This is also in part where the euphemism ‘Fall Down’ comes from- without the Magic inside it, the physical part of the Soul, the membrane that contains the Magic collapses, ‘falling down’ on itself. 

So Fennin’s response that he felt warm was very bad indeed.

I stood again, and walked to the cell bars. “Hey!” I shouted out. “Hey, guards!” I successfully caught the attention of the two guards stationed at the end of the hallway. 

One of them walked over. “What do you want, Dr. Gaster?”

“There’s a monster in here who’s badly wounded.” I said coldly. “He needs medical attention.”

The human laughed. “Medical attention? What makes you think you’ll be getting that?”

I kept my expression neutral. That really wasn’t difficult with the amount of Lv I had. “He will die without it. You are killing him.”

The guard just laughed again. “I think we shoulda done that back in the lab, to be honest.” And then he walked back to his station. 

For a long moment, I just stood there. Then, without a word, I turned back to Fennin. He was large, but I managed to get his head and shoulders into my lap. 

And in those moments, my tightly-held Lv defenses fell apart. I felt as if my Soul would break. 

It only got worse when Fennin tried to talk. “D-dr… G-ast-er-…?”

“Yeah?” I responded quietly. 

“A-am… I g-… oin-… g… t-… o… di-… e…?”

I smiled gently at him. “No. You’re going to be fine. You’re going to heal, and we’re gonna get out of here. You’ll be fine.”

I think that, in a way, I did this out of guilt. Because I hadn’t been able to save Firhaur, so here I was trying to save Fennin. 

Of course, I wouldn’t be able to. The first shafts of sunlight were just making their way through the barred window at the top of the cell when…

When Fennin crumbled to dust in my lap. 

I could swear that in that moment, my HOPE was only just above zero, and it was only through my desire for vengeance, through Firhaur’s fire that I clung to life. 

And then… then, as the guards came marching down the hall to get me, I was pulling up my defense again, steeling myself against the humans. 

The second the cell door was open, I was moving. I started with a backhanded swing with a bone, catching the foremost guard in the face and sending him to the floor. Then I was summoning one of my hands, grabbing up the next guard’s face, and slamming his head back into the guard behind him’s skull. 

From there, my surprise attack wore off, and it was merely an all out assault. I was already out in the hall, now, and while it wasn’t my focus then, I can clearly remember every monster at the bars of their cells, watching as the battle raged up and down the hallway. 

I think I killed two humans and brought down another three before more backup arrived. Then I took a hit to my shoulder that sent me sprawling.

Up until that point, I had been more or less silent. Little more had escaped my mouth than the occasional grunt of exertion. But now, as I rose to my feet, a peculiar sound rose from me.

It was not just Fennin’s dust on my clothes; it was Firhaur’s, too. And it was not merely the guards in front of me. It was Firhaur’s murderers. 

I don’t know what it was. Something between a laugh and a scream, sadistic satisfaction and rage, and just…

That fire. It consumed my Soul. I fought in an astonishing frenzy.

But the guards, it seemed, were infinite. I was brought down.

I remember staggering to the side a little, and looking down…

Seeing the red stains that covered my lab coat in a bloody tye-dye. 

And then blackness engulfing the splotches.
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Thank you, everyone, for your concern and generosity. I appreciate it immensely. 
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26 ~ The Fall

I think that the few hours that I was unconscious after my rage-induced escape attempt were some of the best in the human imprisonment. While I was unconscious, I could feel no pain, no worry, not even my Lv had any affect. I was simply unaware of all.

But eventually, I began to wake, and it was… not good, to say the least.

I wasn’t in a cell. Actually, I was right outside a cell. I was sitting down, my hands chained above my head to the bars behind me, more chains wrapped around my chest to the cell bars. My feet were also tied together. I was exhausted, and had a multitude of broken bones. 

As I woke, at all of the cells I could see, monsters were pressed against the cell bars, watching me, concern across their faces.

I felt no gratitude for their concern, nor any appreciation. I felt no worry for what had been done to me, nor for how I would escape. 

All I felt was the fire, the burning rage, directed at every human.

Of which there were quite a few. The ordinary guard had more than tripled. They were taking no chances with me. 

Now, before you say anything, no they were not foolish to chain me up outside of the cell. Like this, I was sitting in the middle of the hall. Whenever a guard would pass me, they would pause a second to kick or punch or generally harm me. They did not let me rest, they did not let me regain my strength. They kept me weak. 

It worked unfortunately well. 

There was one guard, the one who had denied Fennin medical help, who was particularly brutal to me. He didn’t miss an opportunity to beat me, and, in fact, I think he rather often went out of his way to come down the prison hallway. 

He broke at least four of my ribs. 

I hate him.

But there was nothing I could do. I didn’t have enough spare Magic to summon a single finger, much less a set of hands to undo myself. And what little food I got (fed to me by another monster under heavy guard, as the humans didn’t like to touch me aside from beating me, and they didn’t want to unchain me so I could feed myself) didn’t help enough to do anything significant.

So, to put it shortly, I was screwed. 

But of course, things outside the prison complex had not halted when I had been captured. There was still a world outside, and, contrary to how I may have acted, it did not revolve around me.

Remember how I said the humans planned to use me? As a bargaining chip?

Yeah, well, it worked. In return for the release of all the imprisoned monsters, Asgore surrendered. 

Except it wasn’t release. Not really.

I had just received a particularly brutal beating from our favorite (note my sarcasm) guard when they came. A troop of guards. They started escorting monsters out of the cells, down the halls. 

I didn’t look up, didn’t lift my weary head until they started undoing my restraints. As soon as I was released, I just flopped over sideways and lay still. For as invincible as my Soul was, my body was still broken, and it took far too much effort to move.

“Come on, get up, you filthy monster!” One guard crowed. 

I made a halfhearted attempt at gaining my feet, but didn’t even manage to lift my head. For my efforts, I received a sharp kick- to my already broken ribs. 

Honestly, I’m surprised my ribs healed as well as they did. They aren’t- or, weren’t, as my ribs don’t actually exist along with the rest of me- crooked at all. 

Regardless. I couldn’t get up. The guards had to call over a couple of monsters to help me. 

I remember that, as I stumbled along, supported on either side by a monster, one of my escorts murmured to me, “it’s okay now, Dr. Gaster. The war’s over now. Everything’s okay now.”

But everything was quite far from okay. 

At the time I was far too out of it to understand what was going on, but the monsters were taken to a sort of concentration camp. Not just the prisoners, though, it was all the monsters. 

At the foot of a certain mountain.

I remember hearing a shout, and for a moment, my support was gone. Before I could fall, though, someone- Asgore- caught me, and lowered me carefully to the ground. I remember him leaning over me, his face covered in shock, and his voice- oh, my friend! What have they done to you? He pressed his hands against my ribs and started pouring healing Magic into me, while at the same time ordering someone to go get a doctor.

But I, exhausted, fell asleep long before help got there. 

When I woke, I was not happy to learn of our situation. I ignored the fact that my body was screaming in protest, and stalked out of the medical tent to find Asgore.

He, Toriel, Gerson, and Dagiel were all in his tent, talking about something or other. They all looked up when I stormed in, furious.

“What did you do?” I spat at Asgore, gesturing wildly along in Hands. “You surrendered? How could you? How could you betray all the monsters that gave their lives for our freedom?”

Asgore stammered a moment, surprised by my fury.

I roared on. “Instead of fighting for what they believed in, you surrender like a coward and let the humans seal us away in a pit? How can you be so- so-” I gestured for a moment, to furious to come up with an insult fitting enough to my anger. 

Asgore finally gathered up his courage, though. “Gaster, I did not betray the dead. I saved the living. If we had not surrendered, then monsterkind would have been made extinct.”

For a moment, I was still, my rage building. Then I stepped up close to Asgore, and even though he was a good three, four feet taller than I, I still had the distinct feeling of looming over him. “My brother died in this war, Asgore. Firhaur. Died. You are turning your back on him. You are betraying my brother.” I paused slightly, just long enough to jab a finger at his chest. “You  D I S G U S T  me.”

Before he could respond, I was already stalking away.

But I couldn’t go far, I found. The camp was large, a few square miles, it contained around seven thousand monsters, and that number was still slowly growing as the humans dragged in more monsters, but it was well guarded. The humans weren’t letting anyone out, and I was the only one, it seemed, with the Soul left to escape. 

Not that I actually managed to. Five unsuccessful attempts, and I was far too tired and sore to keep going. With a heavy Soul and a strong feeling of betrayal, I claimed one of the camp’s tents as my own, and fell into a fitful sleep on the small cot inside. 
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27 ~ Stuck in a Hole

Weeks passed in the concentration camp. Monsters, all the monsters left alive in the world were brought to the camp. 

Well… no. Not all of them. I have no doubt that a generous number of them were killed in transport. 

When the last monster had been brought in, the camp population totaled a little under eleven thousand. And then we stayed there for weeks, as the humans prepared our eternal prison. 

I made many escape attempts, of course. None were successful, but I tried anyway. No one ever helped me. I was always on my own, always fighting for the whole of monsterkind by myself.

Eventually, the humans finished their work. The entire remainder of monsterkind was escorted up the mountain, and into a cave. They planned to seal us into the caves under the mountain, creating the Barrier. 

I made a final desperate attempt at escape. It was foiled quickly. I was shoved back with the masses of monsters, jostling to get away from the humans. 

But I didn’t follow them. I stayed, as close as I could to the mouth of the cave. 

I didn’t see the sky, not how blue it was. I didn’t see the sun, or feel it’s warmth. I didn’t see the fields spread out beneath the mountain, the beautiful country. All I saw were the humans, working to take these things from us. 

The Barrier was made with immensely powerful Magic. It required the strength of the Magic of seven human Souls. And the runes for it couldn’t merely be written, they had to be spoken by the seven human Magic-wielders who were making it. So yes, they were practically spellcasting.

And I stood there, as far as the human guards would allow me, staring at the spellcasters. 

I hated them all, of course, but one in particular caught my eye, one attracted the gaze of the fire in my Soul more than the rest. 

There had to be seven humans, one of each of the core Soul traits for the proper Magic. It was the green Soul, “kindness” who caught my attention. She wore extravagant green robes, silk, probably, that shimmered in the twilight. I hated her more than the rest for two reasons. 

First was her hypocrisy. Green is supposed to be kindness, yet here she was, dooming eleven thousand monsters, dooming the last of their species to die in a dark pit. That was hardly an act of kindness. 

But more than that, I hated her for the greenness of her robes. The same shining emerald of Firhaur’a scales. No human, no filthy murdering human deserves to set eyes on such a beautiful color, let alone clothe themselves in it. No beast so Soulless is allowed to dishonor my brother like this. 

I SHOULD HAVE  R I P P E D  H E R  A P A R T  W I T H  M Y  O W N  H A N D S .  I  S H O U L D  H A V E  W A T E R E D  T H E  G R O U N D  W I T H  H E R  B L O O D .  S H E  D O E S  N O T  D E S E R V E  T H E  L I F E  S H E  D E N I E D  M Y  B R O T H E R .

I should have killed her. I wish I did. 

But I didn’t. I only just stared, putting all my hatred into my gaze. 

It’s with no small amount of satisfaction that I say she caught my gaze, and she faltered. Her voice tapered off, separating from the rest of the six who were casting the runes for the Barrier. 

She looked scared. Horrified. Terrified. 

She looked like she knew what I wanted. Like she knew my desire to wet my hands with her blood. Like she knew that if I got the chance, I would take it, and there would be nothing she could do to stop it. 

For a seemingly infinite moment, I held her gaze. She couldn’t look away, I know. She may have wanted to, but I wouldn’t let her. 

This, this was my final attack, my final vengeance against the humans. 

And then one of the other seven nudged her, and she managed to tear herself away.

And then it began to construct itself. The glowing, pulsing wall that cut monsters out from the world. 

Oh, how I loathe that Barrier! If not for it, I would have never attempted the experiment that led to my erasure from existence! 

… The humans killed my brother. The humans created the Barrier. The humans separated me from my sons.

I

Hate

Humans. 

I cannot emphasize that enough. 

…

… But I digress. On with the story. 

So we were sealed in the caves, which Asgore would name the Underground. He… he was not the best with names.

I wanted to stay by the Barrier. I wanted to stay there, to find a way to break it. To get my vengeance on the humans. 

But Asgore argued. He said the people were scared, they wanted to get away from the humans. The Barrier was too close to them for the monsters’ comfort, especially since anything could enter the Barrier. 

They wanted to move deeper into the caves, and Asgore told me that the people needed their Royal Scientist as much as their king. He said that in the war, I had been a beacon of hope. The fire that lit the lighthouse. And if I refused to go with the king… well…

It would only unsettle the already shaken monsters.

With Asgore, Toriel, Dagiel, and Gerson all arguing to me, I was persuaded to accompany the monsters deeper into the mountain. 

We passed through the center of the mountain, the molten, inactive core of the volcano. Eventually, in the far, far future, with Sans’ help I would build the Central Optimal Resourced Energy unit- the CORE, there. 

But, considering Asgore’s ability with names… the fiery location was dubbed Hotland. 

Beyond Hotland was a series of beautiful caverns, covered in shining crystals reminiscent of stars. The only problem with the place was how wet it was, how muddy. Water practically flowed down the cave walls.

This, of course, became Waterfall.

Beyond that was a massive cavern, complete with an evergreen forest and its own small atmosphere. The place was covered in snow. We got holed up in a few caverns for four days as a result of a snowstorm, which led to Asgore’s naming of the place as Snowed-In, which was eventually shortened to Snowdin. 

And finally, beyond that, we came to the series of caverns that were far enough from the Barrier for the monsters to be comfortable. 

This place, although at the time it was little more than caves, Asgore named Home. 
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28 ~ Lab Coat

I think that, of all the places in the Underground, Home was my least favorite, and I’ll admit that I was a little pleased when they were all but abandoned and called Ruins. 

You see, I already thought of the entire Underground as a prison. For as big as it was, I knew what was beyond, and that made the place feel much smaller. But, on top of that, Asgore insisted on no one leaving “Home” into the caves beyond. I think he was appeasing the other monsters’ fears and beliefs when he said it was dangerous, and that monsterkind had to stay close together for the time being. So, the path back to the rest of the caves was blocked. They made a barricade of stones and dirt and whatever they could get their hands on, then retreated farther back into Home. 

I was furious. Not only were we already stuck in this infernal pit, but now Asgore wanted to make our prison even smaller! This also limited our resources- there was wood in Snowdin and an abundance of Magical materials in Waterfall, and the magma in Hotland had to have some use!

But no. I wouldn’t get the chance to even think much about the CORE for a very, very long time. 

And then consider that all the monsters and I were stuck together in this small zone. I couldn’t go more than five miles away from Asgore, whom I was still quite enraged at for surrendering to the humans. I would have rotted forever in their prison- in the complex on the surface- than surrender. 

But Asgore had surrendered, and I was stuck underground with him because of it. 

I was almost as angry with him, then, as I was with the humans.

So I just got as far away as I could. I hid myself away in the farthest, least-traveled branch of the caves I could. While the other monsters were unpacking what few provisions the humans had allowed us to take, I was sulking in the dark. 

Eventually, I did come to the conclusion that sulking was not going to help me in any way, and that if I wanted to be strong enough to fight on the off chance the Barrier- or, Barriers, as we were barricaded into Home- was ever brought down. 

So I set to work.

The rest of monsterkind seemed content to make do with what they had, but I, ohhh, I had a fire. Firhaur’s fire still raged in my Soul, and now I put that motivation to use. 

I started to build. 

There was a thick layer of dirt, sort of a strange purplish hue, covering the ground of the caves, and this I used. Mixed with water and just a touch of Magic, it could be shaped into bricks that hardened nicely. 

I made my shelter first. I say shelter rather than home, because, despite the official name of the place, I still only associate it with anger and hatred, and those are not feelings that a proper home should provide. But, because I had chosen my place in the out-of-the-way cave, no one saw my work. No one saw how I paved the ground and built real walls, how I installed a ceiling and mounted Magic torches on the walls, how, after acquiring some seeds from a vegetoid, I planted a flourishing garden in front of my growing abode. 

And I continued to work in solitude, only occasionally showing myself to the pitifully small group of monsters that had become the entire public. I became a recluse, and as a month turned into a year, and that into two, I became something of a myth, a legend of a time on the surface, but no one any more. 

I think this was a good thing, really. The people knew I was violent, but they still thought of me as a hero. I was not a hero. I am not a good person. I did everything I did not for the good of the people, but for my own interests. Yes, even my attempts at avenging Firhaur were for me. They were for my own anger, to sate my own hatred. And if I had been working with others, if I had been still in the public eye…

Well. I would not have been so respected as I had been. I merely would have been feared.

That’s not the only good reason for my separation. 

With nothing threatening me, nothing that tried to hurt me, and nothing I could do but look ahead, I slowly began to loosen my grip on my Lv. I never fully let go of that anger, never finally laid it to rest, but it shrank away, overshadowed by something else. 

By sorrow. I hurt, and anger wasn’t helping me. When I finally realized this, finally accepted this…

I could never let go of that anger. I could never extinguish the fire, I could never turn my back on Firhaur like that. I still haven’t. But I learned that some things had to be put on a back shelf, left alone, until they were of real use. And my fury was no help to me here. 

That was the day that I took off the jacket that I had worn so faithfully through the war, the scarf that had been taken as a trophy, the clothes that had long graced the cover pages of newspapers and headline stories on the television. They were carefully folded, the scarf slipped into the hood of the jacket, and set aside, where they would remain until I moved to Snowdin once it was allowed. And from there, they would sit in a dresser until decades later, my sons gave them new meaning. 

Because to me then, they were my armor. My battle clothes. And now…

Now, I was setting the war aside, until the day it would reclaim the sun. 

And now, I picked up that clean white lab coat. That garment that Firhaur had so long ago told me to wear, that would protect me from my work. 

It was not without a bittersweet taste that I donned my coat. The thing reminded me so closely of Firhaur. But the war was over for now, and so I would take up this mantle of science, of progress. I would carry on. 

And one day…

… One day…

…
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29 ~ Back in the Thick of It

After finally accepting that we monsters were going to be stuck in the Underground for a while, I decided to make the best of my situation- and it would be mutually beneficial to us all if I helped others make the best of their situation, too. So, after nearly three years staying sheltered in my small cave, I ventured out into what had become the monsters’ home…

And I found that, while it was bigger, it was the same poor quality of living that it had been before I left. No one had thought to build as I had, they had merely taken shelter where they could find it, and grown food as best they could. 

For a moment, I stood on the border of the town, if you could call it that, and stared out at it with a generally irritable, disapproving look. I did still, remember, have a quite high Lv, regardless of whether or not I was actively using it. 

And then I stepped forward. 

Three years is an interesting amount of time. It had been long enough that people had stopped questioning my absence, that I had long since faded from daily conversation. But at the same time, it was short enough that all but the smallest of children recognized me, knew who I was. And as I strode through the town, people pointed and shouted, quite murmurs of astonishment rippling through the crowd.

It’s Dr. Gaster, they said, the Royal Scientist!

By the time I reached my destination, I had a small crowd following me around, watching to do what extraordinary thing I might do. However, I found there wasn’t much I could do. The barricade that blocked the way to the rest of the Underground was still there, and, in fact, actually appeared to have been reinforced in my absence. 

Muttering quite a few derogatory remarks under my breath, I gave the barricade an annoyed kick, before stalking away. The crowd split before me, then converged behind me as the people continued to follow me. 

I found Asgore, Toriel, Gerson, and Dagiel, along with another fish-warrior-lady who would later become Dagiel’s wife, all in one of the larger caverns. Dagiel was the only one who was facing in my direction when I approached them, and the shocked expression that covered his face would have made me laugh had I not been so irritated. On seeing his shock, though, the rest of the group turned around, and all looked similarly surprised. 

I, meanwhile, stalked right up to Asgore. “You’re an idiot.” I spat.

Yes, you heard me right. Three years without seeing any of my friends, and those were my first words to Asgore. 

The almost-happy look he had acquired on seeing me shifted to a slightly more defensive one. “Now Gaster,” he began on what I can only assume was a well-prepared speech that he had thought often about in the last three years, “I understand that you’re upset that I surrendered-”

“No!” I shouted, gesturing wildly. “I mean, yes, I’m still quite mad about that, but that’s not what I’m talking about!”

“Then what-”

“Do you know what I’ve been doing for the past three years? I’ve been building! I’ve been gathering my resources, and making things the best I could! And now, when I come here, I find that in the last three years, nothing has changed! You’re all sitting here on your lazy rears, thinking that any day now we’re going to be freed! Well, guess what, we’re not. We aren’t going anywhere but this infernal pit, and you don’t seem to care that people are suffering, living like this! And you have all the things, all the tools and resources available, right past that barricade, to make a freaking world of difference, but you’ve blocked it off, keeping us all stuck in this blasted fraction of the space available.”

Asgore frowned. “Gaster, we cannot go beyond that barricade. We don’t know what’s out there. There could be humans.”

For a moment, I could only make angry, frustrated sounds at his idiocy. Finally, “WHY WOULD A HUMAN BE IN THIS DOG-FORSAKEN PIT? They put us in here because it was a freaking PRISON. Please, PLEASE explain to my why you think ANYONE in their right mind would come down HERE!” Asgore started to protest a moment, but I cut him off, letting out another frustrated noise. “Oh, ANNOYING DOG have MERCY on me! If you’re that concerned, then BUILD a FREAKING DOOR and LOCK IT. I SWEAR, you people are all TOTALLY INCOMPETENT, not to mention UTTERLY INCAPABLE of getting ANYTHING done WITHOUT ME! I honestly have NO CLUE how ANY of you are STILL ALIVE!”

I don’t remember the specifics of the conversation beyond that, only that it involved a lot of shouting, insults, and swearing on my part. But, in the end, the result was enough- I convinced Asgore to take down the barricade. The monsters did want a door, first, though, and Asgore had me design a quite sturdy one. I did so, finally satisfied to be getting on to the real work.

The door was a nice one, really. Carved out of the stone that made up the purplish walls of the Ruins (I still refuse to call that place “Home”), it was a good four inches thick, and rested on a perfectly balanced mechanism that made it swing open nearly soundlessly, nearly effortlessly. And when it was locked from the inside, it was near impenetrable.

And then, once the door was fitted in place of the barricade, then I finally could set out to explore the rest of the Underground.

§

A/N

Gotta be honest, angry Skelejerk is one of my favorite things to write.

Anyway, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Comments and votes are my Favorite Things, and every notification I get makes my day!  


30 ~ Building

Had it not been my prison, then I admit that I actually might have found the Underground rather beautiful, or, at the very least, intriguing. But, the entire thing had the taint of humanity’s cruelty to it, and so I looked at it all only to see how I could use it. 

Snowdin was the most obvious: plenty of trees, and that meant wood. Wood is just about one of the most valuable resources a person can have, especially if we were planning on building a city for the monsters. 

Waterfall was a little more difficult. There were the Magic crystals, which could be used for lighting, but then there were so many other things… luminescent water, glowing mushrooms, and a variety of other unusual flora. Much of this I had no idea what to do with, and resolved to research it later. 

Waterfall was also home to the junkyard, a place where things humans threw out ended up. The thought of crawling around and digging through human refuse like a beggar looking for scraps made me cringe internally, but there were, admittedly, quite a few useful things in there. Just another example, I suppose, of human wastefulness. If it gets just a little banged up- still perfectly usable, mind you- they toss it out for a new one. Despicable.

Hotland, I wasn’t entirely sure what to do with. I mean, yes, it was quite hot, and I had some vague concept in the back of my mind about geothermal energy, but it would be a good many years before I began to consider the CORE unit, much less actually working on it. 

Beyond Hotland were more caves, eventually leading back to the Barrier. 

With the Underground successfully explored and no humans found, the monsters were a bit more receptive to my propositions of construction. They still wanted to build in the caves that made up their Home, though, as they believed the humans might still attack. And, in the end, who was I to argue? I was allowed access to the rest of the Underground as I had wanted, and the only real reason I disliked the Ruins more than the rest of the Underground was personal prejudice. 

That said, I had no interest in staying there. Only a few weeks after exploring the Underground, I rounded up a few builders and led them out into Snowdin. I had chosen a spot that was some distance away from the Ruins and decently close to Waterfall, so I could research the things there, yet not too far from the Ruins that it would be difficult to reach me if it were needed. It was at this spot that I brought this group of architects. 

“Build me a house,” I said, jabbing a finger at the ground, “right here.”

There were a few nervous glances between them, along with several dubious murmurs. 

“Is there a problem?”

“Well, uh…” one of them began. “I don’t know if we can just… go build a house, exactly.”

“Well, no. Of course not. You need to design it first, come up with all the blueprints and such.” 

He looked quite nervous. “That’s-… that’s not exactly what I meant.”

I frowned a little. “Now, listen here. Do you know who I am? I’m Dr. Gaster! My authority is second only to the king’s! So if I tell you to run, you run! If I tell you to jump, you jump! And if I tell you to build me a house, then by the Annoying Dog, you build me a house, because I’m the Royal Scientist, and you’ll do whatever I want you to do, dangit!”

They all looked shocked, I remember. “I- uh- … We’ll build the house.”

I just grinned, and gave one sharp, decisive nod. “Good.”

It took them about a month and a half to build it, and once it had been built, I moved in immediately. 

After that, things went astoundingly well. I was once again in the spotlight as I pushed for growth, and I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it. For a very long time, I almost consistently made the front page of the newspaper. 

Well. No, actually, I didn’t. That didn’t start happening until we got the printing press up and running, and then I almost consistently made the front page. 

Because I was the only one who actually did anything. Sure, Asgore may have been the face of the nation, but I was the driving force. If I said something should be done, it was done. Of course, people did occasionally protest a little, but I just had to play my trump card (I’m the Royal Scientist, dangit!) and it usually got done, and everything turned out for the better. 

As time went on and things in the Underground got better, the monsters in ‘Home’ became restless. In the end, they liked our imprisonment just about as much as I did, they were just less angry about it. And with the way things were growing, the space in the Ruins began to get a little cramped. 

So they moved out. The king and Queen moved all the way back to the Barrier. Gerson, starting to get a little old, moved to Waterfall and opened a little shop of odds and ends he found in the junkyard. Dagiel and his now-wife, Araquiel, also moved to Waterfall. The rest of the monsters spread out across the Underground, the vast majority of them following Asgore and Toriel to- you guessed it- New Home. 

I’m starting to think that just Goat bossmonsters have a hard time with names. I mean, both Toriel and Asgore are just mashups of their parents’ names. And their son’s name was just a mashup of their names. So maybe it’s just… a species trait or something. 

And after poking around a considerable bit in Waterfall and discovering all there was to find (the most amusing thing, although hardly useful at all, was the Temmie Village. Temmie are… barely sentient creatures, capable of saying little more than “hoi, im tem!” but they somehow have a flourishing little community in Waterfall. It is… most intriguing, to say the least.) I moved on to build in Hotland. I had become hooked on the idea of geothermal energy to power the Underground, because, as useful as the Magic crystals were for light, they couldn’t power much else, and their energy ran out quickly. 

So construction on my laboratory (named the True Lab by Asgore, as I had been working in makeshift conditions prior to that) began. 

If I had to pick a favorite place in the Underground, the lab would be it. While, admittedly, a lot of bad things happened there, it is also the place of some of the best moments in my life, namely the eventual creation of my sons. 

And I built it to be big, too. Although my efforts in the long run made little difference, in the beginning I did try to whip the Underground school system into shape to get me a labful of competent employees. Like I said, this was… only mildly successful, but I still ran a large payroll in the end. 

Once the lab was built, I really got into my work. I rarely left the lab for home, instead usually falling asleep somewhere in its depths. It was rather peaceful on the tenth basement floor, what with me being the only one allowed down there. It was easy, when after a day or two, my energy began flag, I would just sleep at my desk. 

I think that’s a good thing, really, because the more often I showed up tired and disheveled, the more worried about me Asgore and Toriel got, and the more often they forced me to take breaks, such as getting lunch- Burn’s son Grillby had started up his own business in Snowdin after Burn retired, and he made quite excellent food- or having tea with Asgore. And that was how my Lv began to drop. By the end of nearly forty years, I was nearly at a Lv of 35, and I certainly wasn’t trying to hold on to it the way I had been. 

My time otherwise was spent between three things- seeking out at least half-competent employees, working to find a way to utilize the magma in Hotland, and studying the Barrier. 

And I found then that the energy required to break the Barrier would be the equivalent of seven human Souls. It was not a good day when I publicized that finding. The chances of a human ever finding their way into the Underground, by my own words, was practically nothing. 

And people started to lose hope of our escape. 

The king and queen did manage to bolster the people’s spirits with one bit of news, though- they were expecting a son! 

I was a little upset at first. I knew how bossmonster lives worked- practically immortal, until they gave their lives for their children. Asgore and Toriel were my friends, and I didn’t want to lose them. But, everyone falls eventually, sooner or later I figured, even the best of us. Possibly even me, despite the way I seem to have stopped aging, here outside of time. And besides, with the peaceful, healthy lifestyle my friends were living, they would most likely be around for a good forty, fifty years after their son’s birth.

So, I resolved to at least be acceptant of this fact, as I was still having a little difficulty being happy in the Underground. 
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31 ~ Small Friend

The first time I saw Asgore and Toriel’s son was only days after his birth. Even then, Asriel was still as floofy as a sheep, with the most velvety fur. He was only just a little under a foot in length, which made him seem even smaller to Asgore’s massive girth, and his eyes were still closed. 

But that did not mean he was without a voice! Oh, yes, did he ever have a voice! I don’t think I’ve ever heard such noise from so small a being. 

Regardless. The first time I saw him, he was still so small, swaddled in a green blanket. I was… exceptionally awkward around Asgore and Toriel that day. It’s not that I wasn’t happy for them, I just had no clue how to deal with children. The idea was an entirely foreign concept to me. 

I remember that, after a bit of uncomfortable small talk, we lapsed into an awkward silence. At least, I did. Asgore and Toriel just seemed amused.

Finally, Toriel looked at me, grinning. “Well? Don’t you want to hold him?”

That gave me pause. Truth be told, I had not even considered such a thing. I think I stammered out some noncommittal reply, but I don’t remember what it was.

Toriel just chuckled. “Go ahead, Gaster. He should get to know you.”

“I- Toriel-…” I still hesitated. “Toriel, I am-… I’m not a good person. I am responsible for so much pain. Do you really want-… want to-… to trust me-… with-… with your-… your son…”

Asgore laughed. “For all of your faults, Gaster, you are still our friend, and you have helped us in ways you cannot imagine. Of course we trust you!”

Still a little awkwardly, but emboldened by their faith in me, I accepted the small bundle from Toriel. It was…

I remember a peculiar mix of nerve-wracking self consciousness, gratefulness to Asgore and Toriel, and caution for the life in my arms.

And Asriel… after making a few small squeaky sounds and wiggling around a little… one little paw slipped out of the blanket and clutched at my sweater as he instinctively sought out the warmth of my Magic, cuddling up to me and—

… And-… 

… and…

…

… oh…

Oh Annoying Dog…! 

I-… I can’t-…

I want my sons! 

I want my sons! I want Sans and Papyrus, and I want to hold them and hug them, and cradle them in my arms like I did— I want to be with them, oh, Annoying Dog, please, PLEASE, I want them so badly!

I-… it’s-…

I-… I’m so-… alone… here. … I just-… I just want-… I want to see my sons again! 

I-…

It’s so… so cold here… So… I…

…I…

…













… I’m… I’m sorry. That was… uncalled for. You came here to hear a story, not hear an old man griping about missing people. My apologies. 

… So… on with the story, I suppose.

…

Well. I-… I was-…

… I-…

I’m sorry. I just-… I can’t. I need a little while. Just… I’m sorry. I-…

I need a minute. 







*You somehow have the sense that your narrator isn’t here, at least not in Soul. 

*You decide to wait and see if he comes back. 

























































































*Perhaps if you wait a little while longer…?



























































*He seemed very… emotionally distraught. You decide to give him a little longer.

























































































*It occurs to you that time is, in fact, completely irrelevant in the Void. So he said he’d just be a minute, but…















































































*What if it’s actually an eternity?





























































































*But he said he’d be back. So you stay determined to be patient. 











































































*Maybe-…















































































































*Finally.











*Your patience rewards you.







I-… I really am sorry about that. Like I said, it was uncalled for. But I think I’m okay, now, and I’ll go on. 

So, then. 

Back in my early days in the lab on the Surface, I had made myself quite clear to the Royal family that I was not a physician. My place then was at Firhaur’s side, and my place now was upholding his memory.

But still it was to me that Toriel and Asgore came whenever they had a health concern about Asriel. I remember… maybe when he was about three years old? Or… or was it five? I-… I don’t know. Somewhere around there, where he could talk mostly okayish, but still had that baby-slur that makes it ridiculously difficult for anyone but the kid’s parents to understand them. 

He was sick with some sort of stomach bug, but was being very uncooperative and closed off to me. He wouldn’t talk to me, and he kept flinching away whenever I tried to touch him.

I was on the verge of maybe almost losing it when I had an idea. Honestly, I’m not sure where the idea came from; as I’ve said I had very little experience with children. 

But I said to Asriel, “I’m not going to hurt you, Asriel. I’m just trying to help you feel better. You know that, right?”

Nervously, after a moment’s hesitation, he shook his head, his ears flopping wildly about his shoulders.

“No?” I questioned, honestly a little surprised. I knew I had a bit of a reputation, but I could recall no time when I had been hostile to the child. “Why not?”

He hesitated for a little while, then slowly began to speak. “I heard you yelling at the other si- sien—…”

“The scientists?” 

He nodded. 

That was fairly conceivable. I got annoyed with people all the time and often spent a good bit of time scolding my employees. And for a small child to see that without any context… well. I suppose I can be quite frightening sometimes. 

“So now you’re scared of me?”

Asriel nodded.

I blew out a slow breath, mulling over my options. Eventually, I looked back at Asriel, and said, very, very slowly said, “Did you know… that… you scare me a little, too?”

Despite the exhaust his illness was causing him, he looked surprised. “You.. you are? But I’m not scary…!”

“Maybe not now, but you’re gonna be!” I intentionally let my language slip to the casual, in an attempt to set him at ease. “You’re gonna grow into a big bossmonster, like your dad! And you’ll be king of the entire Underground! What if I do something wrong, and then you decide that you don’t want me to be Royal Scientist any more?”

Asriel blinked for a minute, thinking about that. “You mean… I could… make you… not the Royal si-yen-tis’ if I wanted?” He had an extraordinary difficult time with that word, for whatever reason. 

I just nodded.

After a moment, he smiled at me a little. “I won’t do that…!”

I attempted a friendly smile in response. “And I won’t hurt you.”

After that, my examination of him went without a hitch. I gave him some medicine, told him to get lots of rest and he’d be fine. 

… The little bugger even convinced me to carry him back to where Toriel was waiting in the lab lobby. 

And, every occasion beyond that, every time I saw Asriel, he would greet me enthusiastically. 

…

… The humans that killed such an innocent child deserve a special place in hell. 
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32 ~ Small Enemy

The first eight years of Asriel’s life were probably just about the best of my life in the Underground, barring the time spent with my sons. 

Asriel was profoundly curious, and loved to see whatever I was working on. Granted, he was… rather soft. He had such a low confidence, always apologizing the instant he thought anything was wrong, nearly breaking down into tears. 

I always got really awkward when he did that. What do you do with a crying child? I still don’t really know. And I certainly didn’t know then. 

But, he was an innocent little fluffball, nearly as adorable as Papyrus. And that helped lower my Lv immensely. 

And then, right around when Asriel was eight or nine…

Well. Every so often, the royal family took a trip back to the nearly-empty Ruins for a few days. One of these days, they came back home quite early. I received a phone call.

I generally hated talking on cellphones. It doesn’t have the same effect as talking in person. But I still carried a cellphone around for emergencies, and well…

“Hello?”

“Gaster you must come quickly!”

“What? Toriel-”

“There is no time to waste! They are hurt very badly, and healing Magic is not effective enough! Hurry!”

Foolishly, I responded “I’ll be there in a moment.”

Had I known who was hurt, I would have taken my sweet time in making my way to the castle. Even if I had still gotten there in time to save them, at least they would have suffered more.

But, as I did not know, I hurried around, gathering up a few things before full-out sprinting to the castle.

I arrived there only a few minutes later. People tended to get out of my way when I was going somewhere, and the fact that I was running just about as fast as I could only added to my appearance of urgency. 

Thankfully, skeletons do not need to breathe (though it does wonders when trying to focus your Magic), otherwise I would have been quite out of breath. 

Asgore was waiting for him. I think, really, I surprised him with my speed. He certainly looked surprised. 

Nonetheless, he led me into the castle. As he walked he explained the extent of the mystery person’s injuries as far as he could tell- aside from all the small cuts and bruises, it looked like one ankle may have been broken or sprained, and they had gotten a nasty hit on the head- one that, even with bandages and healing Magic, was still bleeding. It seemed they had taken a fall, and got pretty banged up in the process. They were, apparently, more or less unconscious by then. 

I was a little surprised when, inside the castle, Asgore guided me to Asriel’s room. But I supposed that they had merely wanted the person to be comfortable.

And then I stepped into the room, saw the person lying in Asriel’s bed, and stopped in my tracks. 

I could hear both Asgore and Toriel, who was sitting on the edge of the bed beside Asriel, speaking, probably to me, but I only remember muffled sounds. I think I stood there, staring for a good minute.

And not without a good reason. Lying in the bed was a human. A child, small and pale and head wrapped in bandages, but a human nonetheless. 

And suddenly, I was grabbing at what was left of my Lv, clinging tightly to it, hardening myself with it. 

Finally, I snapped out of it. “No.”

“What?” Both of the bossmonsters stopped.

“No. I refuse to help this-…” I gestured at the figure in the bed. “This human.”

“Gaster-” Toriel admonished, but I cut her off.

“No! I will not help a human. Humans are the entire reason we are stuck here! They killed thousands of monsters!” I ignored the looks my friends were giving me, ignored the way Toriel reached out and clapped her hands over Asriel’s ears. “Humans KILLED MY BROTHER. They are responsible for all our suffering and misery! I will not help a human, I WILL NOT BETRAY FIRHAUR!”

“Gaster,” Asgore argued, “this is a child! They probably weren’t even alive for the war!”

“They are still human.” I spat. 

“That’s not fair, Gaster.”

I rounded on Asgore. “Fair?” I screamed. “Fair?!Life is not fair, Asgore! If life were fair, Firhaur would be alive! But he’s not, he was a good person, and he’s dead, and I have blood on my hands, but I’m still alive! How is that fair? How is it fair that I’m here, while my brother lies on the surface without even a proper funeral because it was too dangerous for us to go collect his dust? His dust, I might add, that was spread by human hands? How, how is that fair?! TELL ME HOW THAT’S FAIR!”

Before I could continue, Asgore reached out and grabbed my shoulders, and met my gaze with one equally fierce. “Help. Them. Now.”

“Or what?” I snarled back. 

Asgore frowned. “Or I will rescind your title as Royal Scientist, and limit your access to the Underground to solely your house.”

For a moment I was too furious to speak. Finally, I spat out a single, “traitor,” before stepping over to the bed and shoving Toriel out of the way. I refused to touch the human with my own hands, and did everything with two of my pairs of summonable hands. The third set was used solely for the purpose of Speaking in Hands, spewing out a combination of vile insults towards the king and queen, even more disgraceful insults at humans, particularly the one in front of me, and just a wide assortment of profanities in general. 

All in all, my examination of them went quickly enough. Their ankle was put in a splint, and a few rune-inscribed bandages applied to the wound on their head, and then I was turning to go. 

Asgore grabbed my shoulder as I left, halting me. “Gaster. I realize you did not want to do this,” (understatement of the eternity) “but thank you.”

I wrenched my shoulder free of his grip. “Don’t thank me for saving the life of a demon.”

And then I was stalking away. 

Once I made it back to the lab and to the safety of the tenth floor, I threw something of a temper tantrum, throwing everything I could afford to throw and screaming both in Hands and Common. I stayed in my lab for the next two weeks. All calls on my phone from Asgore or Toriel were immediately dismissed, and eventually, I just went and blocked both numbers. (I would unblock them later- it wouldn’t do to not be on call when the king or queen needed me. But for the time being, I wasn’t responding to anyone.)

And I still regret saving that human’s life. They are a demon. 

… And sometimes…

I’m sure…

I’m sure it’s just my imagination, but sometimes, looking at this code that makes up the world…

Sometimes I could swear I see bits of code with their name on it. 

… Chara.
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33 ~ Strange Agreements

 I don’t know why I’m telling you this. I would never tell someone this. Ever. Maybe it’s just because my loneliness has driven me insane. Or something. I don’t know. I really don’t.

Point is, I’m going to admit something to you, something I’ve never told anyone. 

I admit that, sometimes, I act incredibly immaturely.

The few weeks after being forced into healing the dem- ahem, excuse me, the human, once I finally left the tenth floor of the lab, I still refused to talk to Asgore and Toriel, except to tell them I wasn’t talking to them. 

They came to the lab quite a few times to try to talk to me. I was outright hostile to them, sometimes actually bodily forcing them out. Of course, usually they let me do this- the few times they really got fed up with me… well. Physically, they were a lot stronger than I. 

But when they planted themselves firmly in place, I’d just use Blue Magic to move them.

Eventually, even Asgore got irritated. “Gaster, enough!” He roared. “Stop being so- so outright aggressive!”

For a moment I just looked at him. Then I smiled viciously. “Alright. I’ll stop being outrightaggressive. I’ll just be passive aggressive instead.” Asgore spluttered something frustrated, but I was already turning away. “Thank you so much for your time, your Majesty, but I shan’t be taking any more of it. The exit is to your left. Good day.”

For the next three months, I was perfectly passive aggressive to the king and queen. I deflected any and all attempts at serious conversation. Monthly reports were given in such superfluous language that even I had to use a thesaurus to write them. When they came to the lab to visit, I sent employee after employee to them to delay them until they got frustrated and gave up. 

Strangely enough, it was the human child themself who diffused the situation. 

After a month or two, they were healed enough to be exploring the Underground. I kept nearly obsessive tabs on them in an attempt to figure out a way to convince Asgore and Toriel to get rid of them. But Asriel had taken a strong liking to them, and the child seemed to have been fully accepted into the Dreemurs’ family. 

By the third month, despite dissuasion from the king and queen, they convinced Asriel to take them to the lab. My lab. 

I was working on the second floor. I had finally begun drawing up plans for the CORE- at the time I thought it was merely a matter of harnessing the geothermal energy. It wasn’t until several years later that I would find out how difficult it would be to change that energy to Magic energy. This would turn into a decades long project.

Regardless. I was working on the concept for the first CORE prototype when they came in. I could hear Asriel talking, and turned around to “greet” him (my passive-aggressiveness extended to him, too, even if he was too sweet to realize it), but stopped dead in my tracks. The human child was there, with him. 

They both stopped when they saw that I saw them. Asriel grinned. “Dr. Gaster! This is Chara! They’re a human! Chara, this is Dr. Gaster! He’s the Royal Scientist! He’s super smart!”

For a long moment, I just stared at the human. Then, slowly, in a low voice, I asked, “Asriel, why have you brought this-… this thing into my lab?”

“Wow.” The human said. “Rude.”

“Asriel?” I pressed, an increased note of urgency in my voice.

Before Asriel could respond, the human spoke up. “You’d think you would be happy to see that you successfully saved my life.”

“I’d rather you were dead.” I retorted.

“Dr. Gaster!” Asriel admonished. 

“So why did you save my life?”

I just snorted. “It wasn’t my choice at all, believe me. If it were up to me, all of humanity would be burning in hell.” (Now, of course, I’d like to change that. The Void is so much worse than hell. Humans deserve no place but this eternal nothingness.)

“Why do you hate humans so much anyway?”

I gave them a look. “Seriously? Can you not see the freaking pit we’re stuck in? Or, I don’t know, the Barrier that keeps us from ever seeing the sky? Not, of course, to mention the war that humans started and then ended with us in this hole.” I was beginning to get truly aggravated. “Oh, yeah, and let’s not forget the more than halved monster population, and all the dust on human hands! Some of which, I might add, is my brother’s!”

Actually… They looked truly surprised. It occurs to me now that, while certainly sorrowful for our predicament, most of the other monsters expressed only that. Sorrow. I was the only one who expressed fury about it all. 

There was a moment of silence after my angry rant. Then the human’s head dropped. Their next words really, actually surprised me. 

Those words still do. 

“… humans are the worst.”

For a second, I just stood there.

Then, with a bitter laugh, I turned back to my work. “I couldn’t agree more.”

The human and Asriel left quickly after that.
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34 ~ Serious Topics (also, King Fluffybuns)

The day after my first meeting with the human- when I healed them didn’t count because only one of us was conscious enough to do anything (that was me)- Asgore and Toriel finally hauled me out of the lab for a serious discussion.



… I say ‘hauled,’ but that’s not exactly true. Hauled implies there was some difficulty about it. Asgore simply strode in, picked me up, threw me over his shoulder, and walked out. Not that I didn’t protest, I protested vehemently, but he ignored me.

They brought me to the castle and sat me down. I crossed my arms over my chest and resolved to look generally irritable throughout the whole of whatever was going on there. 

“Gaster,” Asgore began, “you must accept that Chara is here, and that they are our family now.”

“Your family.” I corrected. 

“What?”

“Your family.” I repeated. “Care for the human if you must. I realize there is little I can do to stop you. But do not expect me to ever care for them. That’s simply not going to happen.”

They shared a glance. I simply waited. 

“Gaster,” Toriel began gently, “Do you know how Chara came to be here?”

“No, and, quite frankly, I really don’t care.”

Despite my response, Toriel answered her question anyway. “There was a hole at the farthest reaches the caves in the Ruins.” This I knew. “It reaches all the way to the surface.” This I also knew. Unfortunately, the Barrier still somehow blocked this hole from monster escape. I tried to go that way, it didn’t work. “Chara fell down this hole.”

I shrugged, then paused for a moment. “… So I suppose that means more humans could fall. That’s good. It means we can use their Souls to break the Barrier.”

“Gaster, no.” Toriel admonished sharply. “That fall should have killed Chara. Yet it didn’t. Do you know that they were disappointed when they woke up? They didn’t want to survive!”

“So you should have let me kill them!” I retorted. 

“No! They jumped because they were depressed and hurt! They had lost faith in their own kind, in humanity-”

“So have I.” I interjected, and was ignored.

“-and we showed them love and kindness! They are our family, and we are going to take care of them!”

“You are,” I clarified yet agains, “I am not.”

“Gaster-”

I cut her off with a gesture. “Listen. I have accepted that they are here, and they are here to stay. I won’t kill them, I’ll stop trying to kill them, and, just for you two since I like you, I’ll even stop making comments unprompted about them being better off dead. But I will not accept them as family, I will not care for them, and I will not like them. I can only go so far here; can’t you meet me halfway? I’m already making a compromise here that seriously violates my beliefs and morals. Can’t you at least recognize that and compromise a little for me?”

As I stopped speaking, they were both silent. Perhaps they had not realized these things before I had brought them to light. Or perhaps they have, yet hoped to convince me otherwise. Nonetheless, they were silent. 

I nodded a little. “I think we’re done here. Agreed? Good. I’ll be leaving, then.” And I turned and left. 

Several days later, the king and Queen made an announcement to the whole of the Underground.

Well. The whole of the Underground except me. I knew what the speech was about, and refused to go on the premise that I disagreed with its subject matter. 

The first part was by Queen Toriel. It was a speech to mark the fiftieth anniversary of monsterkind’s inhabitation of the Underground, and the growth that had occurred since then. Apparently, she complimented me most generously in her speech, attributing much of the growth of the Underground to me. 

The second part was by King Asgore. He was announcing that the human was officially Chara Dreemur, adopted child of the king and queen, sibling to the prince. 

That was why I did not go. The human was officially a higher rank than I. Although I would not be expected to until they were older and wiser, the very idea of submitting to a human authority made me retch. Literally. 

When Asgore told me the news in his speech a day or two before, it took me about an hour for the shock to wear off and the true meaning to set in. When that happened, I actually had to run to the nearest trashcan, and I barely got there in time. That’s how disgusted and horrified I was. 

And I vowed that if that day came that the human assumed the throne, then I would resign my position as Royal Scientist, burn down the lab, and retreat to the Ruins to plot their demise. I didn’t care that a “peaceful” union between monsters and a human (just one, I might add, and a child at that,) had happened, and that it brought “hope” to the Underground. I hate humans, and I refused to submit to one.

… Luckily, they died before that happened, however unfortunate it is that they took Asriel with them.

… But I digress. About the speech. 

There is only one reason I regret not going. Apparently, as Toriel passed the microphone to Asgore, she did not realize it was still on, and said, audibly enough for the device to pick it up, “Your turn, Fluffybuns.”

And apparently, when Asgore had gotten everyone to stop laughing, he stepped up to the front of the stage with the most serious, stern expression on his face. Almost angry, if the reports are to be believed.

And then he began with, “Dear citizens. Thank you for coming here today. 

“I, King Fluffybuns, have an important announcement.”

And thus, with this speech, his fluffy majesty earned the most accurate nickname I have ever heard him have.
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35 ~ Inheritance

It wasn’t long after the human was adopted that something interesting happened. Remember how the way to integrate weapons into a monster’s Magic was to carve runes into them? And how runes are essentially the DNA of Magic…? Well…

Greatest Dog and Dogera had both gotten weapons from me, and Greatest Dog some Magic armor. And, recently, they had a litter of puppies. 

I was working on the fourth floor of the lab. The design for the first CORE prototype were taking shape- I was still convinced at the time that this wouldn’t be longer than a ten-year project. 

Suddenly, Greatest Dog and Dogera burst in, each carrying a pair of puppies. Their wild yapping startled me, and, had I not had the extra hands summonable, I very well might have dropped my coffee on the CORE designs.

As it was, I managed to catch my mug and most of the coffee. 

Then I turned to the dogs. “Whatever are you doing? I admonished. “Bursting in so suddenly…”

“Sorry, Dr. Gaster, Sir!” Dogera barked. “But we have something you’re gonna want to see.”

“Oh?” To avoid further mishap, I set my mug of coffee on the table. Dogs tended to be already a bit wild, and if whatever they wanted to show me was unusual enough for them to come running, then it had to be pretty strange indeed. “What is it?”

Dogera nodded to Greatest Dog, who set the puppies he was carrying down on the floor with a small yip. 

For a moment, the puppies looked incredibly nervous, but with a bit of encouragement from their parents, they both perked up a little. 

And then, after a moment, they both summoned weapons. One a spear, and the other a sword. 

For a moment, I just looked at them. Then I knelt down and carefully reached out to run my fingers along the flat of the one puppy’s sword. It burned a little, but the puppy wasn’t particularly strong enough to actually do damage. 

After a couple moments examining the sword, I turned to look at the spear. Then I stood up, one hand rising absentmindedly to my jaw as I still looked down at the weapons.

“It’s definitely my work…” I murmured, turning to Dogera. “But I’ve never met these two, much less made weapons for them. Can those two do it too?”

She shook her head. 

“Hm. That’s… very interesting. I’ll have to do some research. Can you come back tomorrow, and bring them with you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Over the next several months, I did an extraordinary amount of research on my own previous work. In those three months, a few more monster couples, at least one of each pair having been given a weapon, brought their child in after said child summoned a weapon. 

Eventually, I did figure it out. Like I’ve said, runes are the DNA of Magic. So when I was giving people these weapons by carving out runes into them, I was literally adding to their genetic code. And from there, the “genes” for the weapons were just as likely to be passed from parent to offspring as any other genes. 

The way I saw it, this was a good thing. It meant that when the Barrier was finally brought down and the war with the humans reengaged, I would have less work to do to get monsters into fighting shape. 

Asgore did not see it the same way. 

“Gaster, we are in a peacetime now. We have even taken in a human. We do not need weapons!”

“Oh, I’m sorry!” I retorted. “Let me just go back fifty-something years to when you asked me to give people weapons in the middle of a war so they could fight for their lives and freedom, and say no because my hard work will continue to be put to use by future generations! I didn’t know this would happen, Asgore, and even if I did, I still would have done it!”

“Can’t you take the weapons back?”

I made an irritated sound. “I could, but that would mean months of work. And besides, it’s not like they’re doing any harm, anyway.”

“Gaster! They are weapons! Weapons are dangerous! Our own children could accidentally kill each other!”

“They could do that anyway with their normal Magic!”

“Gaster-”

“Y’know, I have a better idea. Why not, instead of putting all the blame and responsibility on me, we actually teach the kids to use the things responsibly. That way, they won’t slaughter each other as you seem to think they’re prone to doing, and they’ll still have them if they need them.”

That was the end of that discussion.

As for the weapons, with my… absence from time and space, it would appear that everyone thinks monsters have simply always had the weapons, passed down through family since the beginning of time, almost as inheritance. 
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36 ~ Risky Measures

It had to have been… oh, two years?

…Something like that. Yes, right around there. It had been generally accepted, I think, that my weapons were just going to be around, now, and the human had been fully accepted by the monsters. 

It seemed that the Underground was full of hope. It was thriving, most definitely. 

Asriel and the human would visit the lab, occasionally. Not so much as Asriel had used to before the human fell, but sometimes. It usually ended with me flinging insults at the human until they left. 

And then… then, one day, the child came alone. 

“What do you want?” I demanded testily. It was only a few hours after my first CORE prototype had blown up, proving itself to be a more difficult project than I had originally intended. 

“What,” they commented, “no snide insults?”

“I don’t have the patience today for petty small talk. Unless there was something you legitimately wanted, get out. And, if there is something you legitimately want, hurry up and tell me so I can tell you no, then tell you to get out.”

“Wow. Someone‘s in a bad mood.”

I glared at them. “Really? Whatever gave you that idea?”

“Normally you wouldn’t miss a chance to insult me.”

“You’re stupid. There, happy? Now get out.”

“No. I have a question.”

I let out incomprehensible angry sounds and furiously cursed the child in Hands. “What?”

They paused for a moment. “… You’d need seven human Souls to break the Barrier, right?”

“Yes, but, unfortunately, you only possess one. So while the offer is appreciated, I’m afraid you alone will be quite inadequate.”

They gave me an annoyed look. “… That’s not-… but is there any way to get by the Barrier?”

I frowned. “Possibly. Technically, a strength equal to that of a monster and human Soul could cross… but, again, you have only your own Soul.”

“How would you get another Soul?”

I turned to look at them, glaring intently. “Nothing can survive without its Soul.” (I do know that’s not true, now- that infernal Soulless flower lives. But without an excess of determination, the fact remains.)

They scowled, making a soft hm.

And then they left. 

I would not have answered their questions had I known what they would do next. They never told me if it was intentional, if things worked as planned until I intervened, if things had been going as they wanted. 

But, only a week later, Toriel called me. 

“Asgore is sick.” She said simply. 

I replied only with “Give me two seconds.”

I think I did actually manage to make it to the castle in just a few seconds. 

When I got there, I found things worse than I expected. Asgore was more than just bedridden. He was barely conscious, his breathing weak and labored, his fur slick with sweat. What little sound escaped his mouth was only agonized groaning.

Just thinking of it, remembering my friend in such pain…

Toriel and I put all our knowledge of healing together, determined to save him. 

And as we worked, I got the story of what had happened from Toriel. Apparently, Chara and Asriel had gone to make a pie, and mistook “cups of butter” for “buttercups”. But… Buttercups, and, indeed, all of the Ranunculus species, are toxic. They had poisoned him.

Even hours of work did not help. Healing Magic, medicine, tinctures, nothing worked. He seemed too far gone already. 

I remember there was one moment. I was stepping away from his bedside to get… something or other, and I almost ran over Asriel. The small child was looking up at me, the fur of his face matted down by tears, panic in his eyes. 

“D-Dr. Gaster!” He whimpered. “You can help Dad, right? You can save him?”

I reached down and set a hand on Asriel’s shoulder. I liked Asriel, and didn’t want to lie to him if I didn’t have to. “… I am doing my best.”

That, apparently, did not reassure him. He burst out in a fresh wave of tears. “H-he’s gonna die, isn’t he? He’s g-gonna die because of us! B-because we p-put the flowers in-!! D-Dad’s gonna die!”

On seeing Asriel like this, on the verge of a breakdown, and knowing that his words might very well been true…

I once again fell back on the strength of my Lv. Gaining a cold, hard look in my eyes, I rose. “No. He is not going to die. I will not allow it.”

With that, I stepped over to the bedside, and pulled Toriel aside without a word of explanation. Then I pulled out my pocketknife (I carried a pocketknife nearly everywhere) and set the blade against Asgore’s collarbone. I took only a moment to steady myself, my mind racing, before I dragged the blade downward. 

“What is he doing?!” I heard someone behind me screech. I’m not sure which of the children it was. 

I remember hearing Toriel say to them, “Hush, he knows what he is doing, everything will be all right.”

I remember silently wishing that was the truth, that I really did absolutely know what I was doing. 

If you have any proficiency with runes, let me offer you a warning. Do not ever, ever do what I was doing. Freehand rune carving is incredibly risky and dangerous. A single tiny mistake can result in numerous deaths.

Had it been in any other situation, had I a moment to consider what I was doing, I probably would not have done it.

Later, when I said I did not remember much of the event, Toriel told me that I had summoned a pair of hands and was gesturing quite furiously with them. Whether I was working through the proper rune sequences with them, or simply preforming the trademark action of stringing together profanities to relieve my stress, I do not know. 

But eventually, I finished carving the runes into Asgore’s furry chest. I didn’t bother putting away the pocketknife, I just let it slip from my hand onto the floor. Then, carefully, I spread out my hands across Asgore’s chest, my fingers settling over the cuts in his chest, the dust and oozing bits of Magic from the wounds sticking between my joints.

Half a moment for a deep breath…

Then I was pouring out Magic into the runes, attempting to flush out the toxin in Asgore with my own Magic, as he was too weakened to do so himself. 

For a moment there was a struggle. Asgore’s body rejecting the Magic I was forcing into it. 

But I wouldn’t let it. 

“No.” I snarled in Hands. “NO! You are NOT GOING TO DIE. DO YOU HEAR ME, YOU INANE OLD GOAT? YOU WILL NOT DIE. I WILL NOT ALLOW IT.”

I don’t know how long I was there, forcing Magic into Asgore, screaming at him. Toriel said it was hours.

Hours that I stood, Magic jumping from my hands to the runes, and into Asgore. Hours that I expended my own energy for the life of my friend. 

But, eventually, I pulled away, lifting my hands off of Asgore, and quieting my voice. Between Asgore and I, now, I was the one breathing harder. Asgore had more or less settled down, sleeping peacefully. I had managed to purge Asgore’s system of the poison, at the cost of nearly the entirety of my own Magic reserves.

That was okay, though. My Magic could be replenished with rest. Asgore’s life, once lost, could not be.

Slowly, I turned away, wiping my hands off on my lab coat. Toriel was standing in the doorway, both Asriel and the human at her side. They were all looking at me. 

I met Toriel’s eyes and gave a single sharp nod. “… He will live.”

She just grinned, too relieved to speak. 

As I stepped towards the door to leave, though, she stopped me. “Gaster… thank you.”

I just nodded a little, my empty Magic reserves beginning to catch up to me. I was exhausted.

Toriel noticed. “My friend. You look worn out.”

Her acknowledgment of it only made it all the more real for me. “I-… I’m-…” There was a moment of silence as I swayed a little on my feet, then…

“Crap.”

The last thing I remember is the room tilting sideways as I fell, too exhausted to stay awake. 
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37 ~ Strange Reactions

It was, according to Toriel, nearly twenty hours before I woke up. 

After I had passed out, she carried me to one of the large chairs in the living room, and let me curl up there to sleep. 

When I first woke, I remember that I felt exceptionally warm. Even with my height, I was dwarfed by the size of the chair, curled up in the fetal position. There was a blanket wrapped around me and a pillow beneath my skull. 

As I began to wake up more, I heard voices, and gradually, they resolved themselves into Asriel and the human’s. 

“-strange seeing him there like that.” The human was saying. “Normally he’s so tall and… bossy. Mister I’m-the-Royal-Scientist-and-My-Word-is-Law. But now he’s just lying there.”

Asriel laughed a little. Despite the fact that I was annoyed with them for talking about me behind my back, I was glad to hear that Asriel was relieved enough to laugh. It meant Asgore was okay. “Yeah.” Asriel said. “It is kinda weird. Mom said he used up almost all his Magic though, so it’s only fair that he’s really tired.”

The human snorted a little. “He looks so weak, though.”

I decided that was enough. “Don’t you kids know,” I mumbled, still half-asleep, “that it’s rude to talk about someone who’s listening?”

They both let out small squeaks of surprise. “Sorry, Dr. Gaster!” Asriel said quickly. 

I just grunted, slowly sitting up, stretching my back, and rubbing my eyesockets. 

When I looked over at Asriel and the human, both sitting in the large chair opposite the one I occupied, they were both staring at me. 

I grinned, maybe a little viciously. “It’s also rude to stare.”

They both looked away quickly, the human snickering a little. 

I just chuckled as I stood up, stretching my back yet again. Then I realized something. 

“… Where’s my coat?” I wasn’t wearing my lab coat. A quick glance across the room showed it wasn’t anywhere nearby. 

“Oh!” Asriel smiled up at me. “You got Magic all over it, so Mom took it to get it washed.” On seeing the note of panic cross my face, he quickly added, “She made sure to take everything out of the pockets first, though! All your stuff is on the table.”

I gave a slight nod, and turned for the doorway. Just as Asriel had said, all of the tools and odds and ends that had filled my lab coat pockets were in a pile on the table. 

Poking through the mess, I saw one thing was missing, though. “Asriel, will you go run into your father’s room and see if my pocketknife is still on the floor where I dropped it?”

“Oh, it’s not!” Asriel replied. “I saw Mom pick it up! It should be with all your stuff right there.”

“… It is not.” I said slowly, turning around to look at the children. “So where might it be?”

Asriel looked perplexed. The human, I noted, was being uncharacteristically quiet. 

I stuck out my hand to them.

“What?”

“I know you have it. Come on, give it back.”

For a moment, they just looked at me. When I was unyielding, though, they reached into their pants pocket, and produced my knife, which was swiftly delivered to my hand.

Asriel admonished the human. “You took it? Why would you do that?!”

The human just shrugged. “I dunno. I thought it was cool. Maybe it would be useful.”

For a moment, I scrutinized them. Then, slowly, I said, “You know that monster souls are not as strong as human Souls, right? A monster’s Soul breaks almost immediately upon the monster’s death. There would not be enough time for a human to absorb the Soul.” (Of course, this isn’t strictly true. With bossmonsters, there is a split instant where the Soul remains after death, but I wasn’t about to tell the human that.)

They immediately got defensive; a strange reaction, I do believe. “It was just supposed to be a joke; I didn’t poison dad on purpose!”

I shrugged a little, looking at the blade of my pocket knife. It hadn’t been cleaned too well; I’d need to do that when I got back to the lab. “And I never said you did. I was simply offering you a warning, if you were intending to go down that path. It is a dark one, and the results it yields are not in the slightest bit satisfactory.” After a moment, I looked at the child. They had their head down, staring at their shoes. Interesting, isn’t it?

Not long after, Toriel returned with my lab coat, then went to check on Asgore. With that, I gathered up my stuff and went to go back to the lab, leaving Toriel with instructions to call me if anything happened to Asgore. 

She would be calling me again, quite soon, but not for Asgore. 
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38 ~ Failure Fuels the Fire

I think it would have been better if I had decided to get a second cup of coffee. 

I was in my lab on the tenth floor, debating about another cup. Eventually, I decided against it, as I had yet to outfit the break room on the tenth floor with a coffee machine, and the next nearest one was on the fourth floor, at the far end of the facility from the elevator. Best-case scenario, if someone had just made a fresh pot and there was no one else going anywhere on the elevator, it still would have taken me about twelve minutes to get there and back with my coffee. So I decided against it. 

I don’t remember the exact words of it, only that it was Asriel speaking on the phone, and he was in such a panic, that he “wanted a new plan” or something. I think that it was only his panic that convinced me to come quickly- he said it was the human who was sick, and, as I’m sure I’ve made it clear, I had no desire to help them. But Asriel was on the verge of a meltdown, and I liked Asriel. 

So I found myself once again hurrying to the castle to save the human.

I got there to find they had all the same symptoms as Asgore had, but tenfold worse. They were lying, barely conscious, head and shoulders in Toriel’s lap. Asgore was sitting beside the bed, holding the human’s hand. Toriel was stroking their hair and humming a lullaby, simultaneously gently rubbing healing Magic into the child’s chest. 

I paid no particular attention to the song Toriel was humming, but the notes would lodge themselves firmly in my mind, resurfacing only many years later when my own son needed help sleeping. I-… I wish I could do that again. Hold Sans while he slept. I-…

…

… No, I-… I’m not going to get all sentimental like that again. Once was more than enough, and, quite frankly, I’d rather be telling a story than mourning my erasure. 

So.

Both Toriel and Asgore looked up when I came in. I won’t lie and say I didn’t have a rising feeling of dread when I saw the hope in their eyes at my arrival. They thought I could save their child. 

I was considerably less sure. 

Still. I knelt down beside the bed and started my examination.

I did what I could. I swear I did. Even though I didn’t like the human, still I tried. 

But…

Eventually, I rose. Blinking a little, I stood there for a long moment, a sort of detached emptiness in my chest. Then I looked at the king and queen. 

“… There is nothing more I can do. I am sorry.”

They both looked horrified. It was a long time before either of them replied. “Gaster-” Asgore spoke haltingly, voice choked with desperation, “can’t you- can’t you do what you did for me?”

I glanced at the bandages still wrapped around his chest, just showing beneath the collar of his shirt. 

I just shook my head. “No. That was-… ninety percent of that was driven by emotion, and if I tried to draw on any sort of emotion now, I would probably end up killing them myself. I-… I will not lie and say I like the human. I will not lie and say I will be sad to see them die. But you are my friends, and I realize how much they have come to mean to you. More than I want to see the human die, I want to see you happy. I-… I am sorry. I truly am. I’ve done all I can. I’m sorry.”

There was a long moment of silence. Neither of them would make eye contact, both just looking down. Crying.

With just a little hesitancy, I reached out to set a hand on Asgore’s shoulder. “If-… If I could do anything, I would. I swear I would. And-… if there is anything else I can do for you… just call, and I will be there.”

Then it was time I took my leave. As I stepped out of the room, Asriel was waiting at the door. 

I think that is what hurt me most. There was such hope in his eyes. He looked up at me, and I could tell he thought I could do anything. 

But I could not. And-… and that is what hurt, when I just looked down at him and shook my head. Seeing the light fade from his eyes, replaced by horror and panic. 

And suddenly, he was clinging to my legs, letting out panicked shouts. 

I knelt down beside him, grabbing his shoulders. “… Go,” I said quietly, “the human—…” you may have noticed, but even now I try as little as possible to say the human’s name. Saying it makes me shudder. But then… “Your sibling needs you, Asriel. Chara needs you.”

… Perhaps I should not have told him to go to them. I thought-… I thought I was doing him a favor. Trying to get him to come to terms with the human’s coming demise. 

Perhaps… if I had told him to stay away…

I should have gone to get the coffee. I was in my lab when the next panicked call came. Toriel, this time, barely able to string together comprehensive words. Something about Asriel and Souls and-…

I would have been on the fourth floor had I gone for the coffee. But I was not. Perhaps I could have saved him. Perhaps…



He was lying in the throne room. Big, only a few inches shy of Asgore’s bulk. A long flowing robe, gently curved horns. Black streaks beneath his closed, like the tracks of dark tears, sliding to his chin.

The body of the human, pale with the chill of death, in his arms, and a fistful of golden flowers in his hand. 

… The wounds that marred his body. The dust that slid off his frame with each shuddering breath.

A part of me understood what had happened. That he had absorbed the human’s Soul, and crossed the Barrier. 

But more than that, I understood that he was dying, and needed help. 

I started forward, kneeling down at the worst of his wounds. 

He noticed me, either by sound or presence or something else, and his warm eyes fell on me. 

“Dr… Gaster…” he breathed, voice barely audible.

“Hush.” I told him. “Save your strength.”

“T-hey-… just-… wanted-… to-… s-e-e… …t-h-e… f…l…o…w…e…r…s… … …a…n…d… … …t… …h… …e… … …h… …u… …m… …a… …n… …s…”

That was as far as he got. That was as far as he needed to get. I understood. Humans had done this to him. Humans had wounded him like this. Humans had tried to kill him. 

For the first time in a long time, I felt the fire burning in my chest. The same fire I had felt when the Barrier first blocked off the sun, the fire I felt when I had crafted all the weapons, the fire I had felt as I stood on the battlefield, laughing.

The fire that had first been ignited when I stood over Firhaur’s collapsed, wounded body, screaming vengeance upon the humans. When I had first wet my hands with human blood, first slain my enemies. 

For the first time in a long time, Firhaur’s fire raged in my Soul, rekindling my hatred for humankind. 

I have no doubt that as I worked on Asriel, tried to heal him, did everything in my power to fix his wounds, that I wore an expression much like I had on that fateful day. 

I was probably screaming again, too, cursing humanity, cursing the demon in Asriel’s arms that had led to this, cursing such a cruel world for taking all the light from my life. 

I was furious. I had failed Firhaur. I had failed on my promise to Firhaur. I could not fail again, could not fail the small child in the body of the monster lying before me. I could not fail Asriel!

… But I have never been good at choosing my battles, have I? I failed Firhaur, I failed on my promise to Firhaur, and I was fated to fail Asriel. 

I did not stop in my doomed labor until Asriel’s body collapsed beneath my hands, his dust spreading across the grassy floor of the throne room. 

And then I stood, my hands shaking. Stumbled back, my breath coming in panicked gasps.

I had failed. 

Oh, Firhaur, I had failed! 

I-… 

…

I was numb, for the king and queen. In their grief, I was something solid, something for them to cling to. 

But when I made it back to the lab, my lab, I-… I screamed. Threw things. Broke things. I eventually dropped to my knees, still screaming and howling and sobbing, and apologizing. Repeating, over and over and over,I’m sorry, Asriel. I’m sorry, Firhaur. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

For hours. 

I do not know how long. I might have fallen asleep, there, on the floor, or maybe I was just so lost in my pent-up grief that when it began to fade, ever so slightly, it was like surfacing from the depths of oblivion. 

Either way, I came to my senses, lying curled up on the floor, my face wet, trembling. 

I laid there for a long time.

Eventually, I pulled myself to my feet, dried my face. Walked out of the lab. Into the elevator. 

I had been alone in the lab for a long time. The news had already spread. 

One of the lab employees asked me. I don’t remember exactly what he said, just that I looked at him, detached and cold and numb.

Yes, I remember saying in a perfectly calm, monotone voice, I already knew. I was there.

For months after that, I think, I did my best to stoke Firhaur’s fire, keep it burning bright amidst the dark gloom that had settled on the Underground.

It would be a while, though. Several years; almost twenty.

Twenty years, and then Firhaur’s fire really would blaze so brightly again.
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39 ~ New Traditions

The days following Asriel’s death were some of my worst in the Underground. I spent nearly a week in my lab, working myself half to death in an attempt to take my mind off my failure.

And when I wasn’t working, that was all I could think about. 

When I finally emerged from the depths of my lab, I found the Underground was not in much better shape than I. Even those of the new generation, who had not seen the sky, who had not truly put their hopes on the human and prince like those that remembered the surface were still sorrowful over the deaths.

King Asgore and Queen Toriel, normally the strongest two people in the Underground, normally the two everyone looked to for hope were worse than the rest.

Honestly, I don’t blame them. For as much as I hated the human, they considered the child their child. And they had lost both children in the span of a single night.

The whole Underground was losing hope. 

Monsters Fell Down. 

Things were going just as the humans had planned. 

That realization was enough for me to snap out of my depression, stoking the fire in my Soul. 

The problem was, I was the only one with such a fire. Not even Dagiel, my wartime companion, had such a driving fire. He was as most monsters- his life was centered on HOPE.

And even I, haughty, arrogant, vengeful I, recognized that if something didn’t happen soon, the humans’ plan would succeed, and monsterkind would perish in the pit. 

I could not allow that to happen. 

… There… was the small issue of the fact that I had no experience in crowd morale-boosting, and had no idea how to inspire HOPE in the monsters. I doubted a glorious show of weaponry would be of much use here. 

Asgore was far too depressed for me to logically bounce ideas off him, so I brought things to Dagiel. 

Unfortunately, Dagiel, I think, would be the one monster that would take HOPE from a glorious show of weaponry. So while we may have agreed on that, we still had no idea what to do in all actuality.

The Underground needed HOPE, and needed it fast.

I won’t take credit for the whole thing. Honestly, a lot of it was due to the idiot teens near my home who decided it would be fun to prank a gyftrot by covering its horns in decorations, then later tried to make up for it by giving the monster a gift. I happened to mention the incident in passing to Dagiel, who said it sounded a lot like some human holiday the fallen human talked about a lot. 

And then suddenly almost four months later, the whole Underground was celebrating, giving gifts to each other and decorating trees and such. 

I…

I hid in my lab for most of it. For as much as I appreciated that it was raising people’s hopes, I have never been one to enjoy social activities that involve small talk, being polite, and giving gifts. I am good at many things, but I will openly acknowledge that I don’t do the whole “kindness” thing too well. 

I probably would have stayed bunkered down in my lab for the whole month leading up to the celebration had Asgore and Toriel not dragged me out for a walk through Snowdin. 

… I have to admit, seeing all the bright festivities, the warm lights amid the cold snow, so many happy monsters…

It did bring a smile to my face, however small it was.

Well. I was content so long as I wasn’t expected to participate in any of the festivities. I was happy enough standing on the sidelines. 

… Because that’s what I do, I suppose. However involved I may be in war and destruction, I am not one for peace. I may work to gain peace, but, well… it has never worked to well for me. I work to solve conflict, but I am not happy without conflict to solve.

… I suppose that is why, even amid the happiness of what was to become the new monster tradition in the Underground, I still left Firhaur’s fire burning in my Soul.

Perhaps it was best that I stayed on the sidelines, then, as that meant I couldn’t so easily create the conflicts I so frequently leaned to. 

But Asgore…

Asgore threw himself headfirst into the celebration. Peace fits that monster better than the red suit he got Toriel to sew for him, so that he might take up the role of Santa for next year’s holiday. 

I don’t know if… if his love for children simply is, or if he’s trying to do for them what he couldn’t do for Asriel.

… Like I tried to do for Asriel what I couldn’t for Firhaur. 

…

Well. Regardless. The coming of Christmas to the Underground was just what everyone needed. Monsterkind would live to fight another day. 
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40 ~ Fractures

If humans cannot be called cruel, dusthungry, violent beings, then they at least choose the most inconvenient moments to show up.

Twenty years. 

It had been twenty years since Prince Asriel and the fallen human- the first fallen human- had died. The king and queen had begun to heal from that terrible wound, and, though still dour, the Underground was regaining its hope. 

Twenty years. 

And suddenly, another human was bursting through the Ruins door, running through the Underground, causing panic and havoc. Four monsters were killed, another two put in critical condition, only just within my power to save. 

But the human was captured. Taken into custody. 

From there, it was a debate of what to do. 

Toriel wanted to take in the child, and care for them as she had the first fallen human. 

I disagreed. 

“Asgore,” I pleaded to the bossmonster, “you must kill it! It has already caused enough damage here, it will only cause more if you give it free reign of the Underground!”

“My friend, the child was frightened and did not understand that we meant them no harm. What they did was an accident.”

“But was it? Was it an accident? Asgore, you saw the war just as much as I did! Humans merely cause destruction!”

Asgore gave me a look from where he sat on the throne. “Chara did no such thing.”

I made a few angry hand gestures. “Well-… well, maybe that human was an exception, but think about why they jumped into here in the first place! Their own kind was too violent for them! This human is one of them, and if no one kills them, then they’re going to cause destruction, Asgore!”

He just looked up at me. 

There was something about it, something in his eyes that…

Well. I realized I needed to switch gears. Letting Firhaur’s fire burn uncontrolled wasn’t working. “Look. Asgore. I realize that… that things like this, they’re not… not in your nature. And that you probably think you can take this kid and bring hope to the Underground the way you did with the h-… with Chara. But it’s madness to attempt the same thing, and expect different results! I mean, think about it. If you were one of the people out there, and you heard that your king and queen were going to try something that nearly destroyed the Underground the first time around, would that bring you much hope? Wouldn’t you much rather hear that we were one seventh of the way to breaking the Barrier? To reclaiming our freedom?”

Asgore looked away. “Gaster… I do not want to hurt anyone.”

“I know, Asgore. I know.” I put as much sympathy in my voice as I could manage. Truth be told, it was only slightly exaggerated. “But as king, you have to do hard things, sometimes. Sometimes, you have to do the last thing that you would ever want to, all for the sake of the people. The good of your people.”

When he looked back up at me, there was an incredible pain in his eyes. But I remember seeing also the smallest spark of hope, there. “Do… do you really think this is the right thing? That this will work?”

And I knew I had gotten what I wanted. “I do.”

Asgore nodded, standing up. “I trust you, Gaster. I-… I will think it over.”

That was all I could ask for, at the moment.

I thought everything would be just fine after that. 

Ohh, my delusions overcame me! 

Only the day after this conversation, Toriel came into the lab, seeking me out. 

… (actually, it was nighttime. No one else was there.)

“My friend,” she said, “I have come to say goodbye.” She was carrying a backpack. 

“Goodbye?” I looked at her, confused. 

“Yes. Asgore has done something despicable, and I can stay no longer. I am leaving for the Ruins, where I will lock the door, and do what I can to foil his plans.”

“But Toriel,” I asked slowly, “whatever could he have done that would make you do that?”

The fire in her eyes, I could swear, almost matched the fire in my Soul. “He is going to kill the fallen child, and declare that any human to fall into the Underground must be killed, so that their Souls can be used to break the Barrier.”

She must have seen the spark of satisfaction in my eyes. 

Her own anger increased. “Do not tell me that you agree with him.”

I looked at her. “I detest humans. You should have known that I would agree before you even came here.”

“Gaster! If we break the Barrier with human blood, you think that the humans will accept us peacefully back onto the surface?”

“Well they should’ve thought of that before they made a Barrier that could only be broken by human Souls! Don’t you see, Toriel?! Even as we seem to flourish down here, we rot. We rot and decay and die, all in the depths of this human-concocted hellhole. It does not matter how much we try, how long we survive! Eventually, we will run out of space, out of resources, and die! They intended for us to die, down here! There would not be a peaceful reunion on the surface anyway, because they intended for our deaths! Violence is not the wrong answer! It is the only answer! The only choice we have is whether the violence is humans dying,” I paused a little, meeting her gaze, “or us.”

For a moment, she could only stare. There was an intense hatred, a burning loathing in her expression. Then, “You are just as bad as he is.” She spat, and turned away, stalking out before I could say another word.

And the next day, all was as she said it would be. The king announced that he had killed the human, and all the rest to fall down would be similarly slain, until seven human Souls had been gathered. 

… But the queen was gone. I would never see her again during my existence. 

And when I went to see Asgore…

He was in the throne room. Not on his throne, but sitting on the ground.

There was a deep crack in the grassy floor, a fracture that ran right between the two thrones. 

And just poking up through that crack was a golden flower.

Asgore did not acknowledge my presence, just looked at the flower and wept. I realized now was not a good time for me to be there. 

And as I left, I had to question myself. Had I really done what was right, convincing Asgore to kill the human?

Or had I merely split the Underground’s driving force right down the middle?
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41 ~ A Small Gap

It took a while, but some time after the queen left, the Underground settled back into a semblance of something normal. Their hope, now, came from that glowing Soul, sitting in the container Asgore had me design to preserve it.

It would be… A very long time before the next one joined it.

Admittedly, as time slipped on, I gave up keeping track of it beyond what day of the week it was. I hired lab employees and fired lab employees, I built things and broke things, I kept going. 

I tried things with the Barrier. But it seemed the force of seven human Souls was the only way to break it.

I tried things with my CORE plans. But nothing worked. More employees were fired with each failure. 

It had to have been… fifty, sixty years? Something like that. Something…

I had, once or twice, petitioned to the king to allow me to research the human Soul, but he seemed reluctant to allow me to do so, and considering my friend’s rather fragile mental state… well. I didn’t want to push him too hard. 

But still. At the thought of finally learning the humans’ secret to strength, Firhaur’s fire blazed up again in my Soul. 

And again, I pressed for access to the Soul. 

Eventually…

“My friend.” Asgore said. He seemed rather tired, but not just an exhaust of body or mind. “Do you know why I do not want you to research the Soul?”

“No. Why?” I responded simply. 

He sighed slowly. “Because I am afraid. Human Souls… they are stronger than anything we have. I do not want… you, Gaster, are one of my few friends left, and I could not bear it if something happened to you.”

“But Asgore!” I protested. “I am a grown monster. I am fully capable of taking care of myself!”

He gave me a somewhat dubious look.

“I am not that irresponsible!”

The doubt in his expression increased. 

“I am entirely accountable!” Before he could look any more doubtful, I continued. “And besides! Think of what I could do, Asgore! I might even be able to figure out how to break the Barrier! Did you know, Asgore, that this new generation has never seen the sun? I might be able to change that! I could free monsters! I could bring everyone back to the surface!”

Asgore looked at me for a long moment. Then, finally, his shoulders slumped with a heavy sigh. “Okay. But-” he added sharply, before I could celebrate too much, “but, I want monthly reports. Every. Month. And I want you to get an assistant, someone whom I approve of, as reliable, to make sure you don’t do anything stupid.”

Quite honestly, I’m not sure I’ve ever heard Asgore speak quite that blatantly. And while I could deal with the monthly reports, I certainly wasn’t eager to get an assistant.

Nonetheless I wanted access to that Soul, so I-…

I got-…

…

… hm…

This is…

This is most curious indeed. I remember that conversation. I remember promising Asgore I would get an assistant. And I remember months after that, researching the Soul. 

But I cannot, for the life of me, remember the assistant I hired. 

Who they were, where they were from, their name, their personality, what they looked like… nothing. 

…

But that does not make sense! I am outside space and time, I should be able to recall all that happened! It’s not as if this person was erased from reality as-

…

Oh. 

Oh.

Is it possible, that…?

I was not truly, fully erased from existence. There are still bits and pieces of me scattered about. After all, if I had been fully erased, nothing I had ever done would exist at all. The weapons, the CORE…

… My sons…

…

… None of it. Because if I had never existed, then I would have never been able to do any of that. So, there are still a couple pieces of me that are somewhere in space and time, allowing bits and pieces of my work to remain.

But… but even still, only Sans remembers the vaguest details of who I was, and I theorize that is because he spent a moment or two in the Void on that fateful day, which heightened his awareness of space and time, and me. 

And so, of someone else didn’t have a piece or two of themselves somewhere in space and time… if someone was really, truly erased…

Even I, here in the Void, would most likely not remember them. 

… actually…

… Those grey beings… those few who sometimes slip between the threads of reality, speaking a name no one remembers…

… Annoying Dog…! I wasn’t the only one to fall into the Void, was I? They fell in too, I bet. Except, they didn’t have anything left in reality, so they were entirely erased…! Nothing of them would remain, nothing of what they had done or who they were, nothing…!

This is… fascinating! I can’t believe something like this had never occurred to me before! It’s—

… Ah…

… I will tell you what it is, yes. It’s not a part of this story. That is what it is. Even if it is… vaguely relevant, in that I never had an assistant, that particular event is a part of a story of another time entirely. Not this story, in short. 

… Yes, I apologize. I got a bit caught up in my excitement there. You see, absolutely nothing happens here in the Void. The idea of exploring some new idea-…

… But again, I digress. That is not a part of this story. 

This story.

So. 

I did not hire an assistant, as the monster whom I would have hired did not exist. 

But even so, my research went on. 
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42 ~ Dangerous Results

… To be honest, it’s a slightly paradoxical thought.

I mean, consider it for a second. I never got an assistant, right? Because whoever was the assistant never existed. 

But if I never got them as an assistant, then they never would have fallen into the Void and been wiped from existence. So if I never got them as an assistant, they never would have been erased, and would still exist.

Exist for me to take on as an assistant. So they would then be erased.

…

… I get the sense that, were I capable of feeling physical pain (as my body has gone quite numb in the Void), this would be one of those things that would give me a headache. It’s a tricky thing to think about, to be sure.

Nonetheless, with or without an assistant, I began to research the human Soul.

This is, admittedly, another one of those times where I got so caught up in my work that I often forgot to eat or sleep, except for when Asgore or Dagiel dragged me away for a break. 

… I always hated it when they did that. Despite the fact that they were right in trying to take care of me, it always reminded me of when Firhaur would…

…

But, I worked. A lot. And after a long time, some several years, I found it.

Determination. 

The thing that allowed human Souls to persist after death, the thing that made them so straightforward in their goals, the stuff of strength. 

I found it.

But… it was tricky. It seemed the Soul produced it even without the human body. And… And it was like no chemical I had ever worked with before, physical or Magical. It didn’t seem to react too much to physical or Magical elements, either. Another year or two was spent exploring that.

Of course, I eventually figured there was no way around it- Determination was what made humans so strong, and my plan was to use it to strengthen monsters. That would mean injecting it into monsters. 

I started with animals, first. They all seemed to respond well enough to it. So I decided to move on to monsters.

Asgore was reluctant at first. He didn’t want me experimenting on our own kind. But after I pointed out my success with the weapons, as well as the fact that this could work to break the Barrier, he gave in. 

“But only if they volunteer, Gaster. This isn’t like the weapons, where everyone in the military gets one. Only work with them if they volunteer.”

I readily agreed. I mean, what monster wouldn’t want to help break the Barrier?

I had a surplus of volunteers. 

…

… Dagiel included. 

…

… Oh, Annoying Dog help me… It still sickens me to think…

…

The determination took well enough to the animals. I thought it would be fine with monsters. But, you see, animal and human bodies are more physical than monster bodies. And Determination puts a great strain on the physical.

The animals and humans, they have enough matter in them that they barely even notice it. But the monsters…

Monster bodies have more Magic, and less matter. And Magic boosts the effects of Determination. 

Monster bodies simply cannot withstand that type of strain. 

… If anything… I wish that my notes on the effects of Determination had been one of the few things to have survived my erasure, rather than the DT extractor blueprints. That… That would have kept my poor successor, Alphys, would not have made mistakes so similar to my own.

… See, Alphys injected Determination into dead monsters, reviving them and amalgamating them. 

But I…

Ohh, despicable I, I was injecting the Determination into living monsters…! 

…

I remember Dagiel was in the lab at the time. His wife, Araquiel, was there too. The pair had recently had a child, and the infant was currently with Gerson (who knew the old tortoise had such a soft spot for children?) while the two new parents took an evening off from their new job. 

They were just leaving the lab. 

I remember that it was just a few hours after the second injection into Dagiel. I had given him the okay to head home for the night, with instructions to return to the lab tomorrow morning. 

I thought he was okay. I thought he was fine…!

But… but as they were walking away, Dagiel and Araquiel, Dagiel let out a sort of strangled, pained sound, his arms wrapping around his chest. I had already begun to close and lock the lab door for the night, but quickly began to open it back up.

Araquiel reached out to support her husband as he slumped sideways, guiding him back towards the door.

As I started to pull the door open, i saw something strange was happening.

It was like…

Like Dagiel was melting. The strain of Determination was too much on his body, and the very bonds between the molecules that held him together were breaking apart.

His body was falling apart, Dagiel-colored goop slipping down across his wife’s shoulders as she picked up the pace, urging him onward.

They were both wearing pained grimaces, then. 

Finally getting the door open, I gestured them onward, calling for them to hurry. I didn’t understand what was going on, but just going off their expressions- Dagiel’s barely there anymore, his face half melted away- it was agonizing. 

I-…

I should not have hurried them so aggressively. They would have been amalgamated, but-… but that would have been better than-…

…

… Dagiel was a heavy monster. His legs were losing shape, though, melting rapidly, and that, paired with the pain he must have been in…

It unbalanced him severely. As his weight was mainly on Araquiel…

They-…

They tripped. Stumbled.

On the edge of the pathway, in Hotland. Such a narrow bridge of land, lava on all sides…



Annoying Dog, Dagiel. I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry. It’s because of me, my stupid experiments, my undying desire for vengeance against the humans. Because of me, your daughter was raised an orphan. 

…

And I-…

Oh Annoying Dog.

Were I still in reality, I would be sick. 

I somehow kept going. 

Word got out that both Dagiel and Araquiel had perished. But no one knew the details. I didn’t tell anyone, either. Not all the details, at least. 

I-… 

And I kept going. There were other volunteers. I kept going. 

And they all got— Got amalgamated- like—

And—

They all-…

— all somehow fell before anyone but me could see-

Oh—…

Oh Annoying Dog--

I—

-I think I—

—I—







-URK-!!





—!!







…

… Well-…

…

Discovery made: it is not possible to puke in the Void. It is, however, possible to dry heave hard enough to feel through the Void numbness. 

… I…

…

I suppose… My Lv was still high enough then, that I pulled my Lv so tightly around me… in a sort of denial, maybe?… that I paid no heed to the ramifications of my experiments…

… Even when the volunteer test subjects kept dying. 

I-…

… I am appalled.

I am fine with the deaths of humans. With the suffering of humans. I approve of it, in fact. 

But to think that I knowingly continued with experiments that caused harm and frequent death to my own species?

Absolutely disgusting. I-… I am revolting.

…

But-…

But I still-…

Still did it. 

…

… Just-…

… Excuse me for one moment, will you…?

… ugh…
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News of the atrocities of my work spread. People didn’t know the details, but the results were clear: monsters were dying.

It was bad enough that the number of volunteers began to taper off. But then Asgore had to go and forbid me from experimenting on live monsters. 

… Perhaps that was a good thing. I was beginning to go numb again, letting my Lv rise again. I would have kept killing people. 

I-…

…

Well. No use in fretting over what’s already done, right? There is nothing I can do about it now. 

Regardless. At the time, I was furious. I thought I was on the right track. I thought I was about to figure something out, about to break the Barrier.

And Asgore had banned my experiments. Not with Determination on a whole. Just from using it with living monsters. 

Of course, it was right around then that the next human fell into the Underground, and their Soul was taken. So my DT supply had doubled, and my most promising use for it had been banned.

This was…

Yes, this was infuriating at the time, but it was a very, very good thing.

You see, not only did this stop the deaths, and subsequently slow my rising Lv, but it led to the creation of…

But we’ll get to that. 

After a rather frustrating twenty minutes with Asgore (he had been lecturing me on not experimenting on live monsters. I had nodded obediently throughout the whole thing and promised to stop, all while silently cursing Asgore with my hands) I returned to my lab, thoroughly aggravated. I had just come up with a way to counter the effects of Determination, and now I wouldn’t even get to test it! I was sure I was on the right track, and, more importantly, determined to keep on with the project. 

The problem was my lack of test subjects. I couldn’t openly ask for subjects, since it was now illegal, but the Underground was small enough that people would notice if monsters started going missing. 

(Not that I actually really entertained the idea of kidnapping. I could be hard and cruel, and granted, I have made bad, violent decisions, but, with the exception of humans, I have never been intentionally evil towards anyone.)

But…

But Asgore had never said anything about experimenting on dead monsters, and Determination was supposedly the stuff of life. 

…

… The results were…

… Less than satisfactory. 

You see, monster dust is the matter left of a monster when it dies. All the Magic, all the Soul, is gone. 

So I mixed a bit of DT and Magic with some monster dust, and…

Well…

The… Things still didn’t have Souls…



Uh.

Well.

Let’s just say…

Um.









It’s scary, okay?! Those things still make me shudder. I mean…

Have you ever been attacked by a Soulless, barely-sentient glob of monster dust, Magic, and Determination? 

No?

I didn’t think so.

The things even glowed. The Magic in them made them glow this eerie grey color and it just—…

Ugh. 

I made six hundred, forty one attempts at creating a test subject like this, and at least five hundred fifty of those attempts tried to kill me, and if those, at least four hundred nearly succeeded. 

If you can, I would recommend that you avoid at all costs having a glob of monster dust and Magic try to crawl down your throat. It’s painful, and not at all a pleasant memory.

Just-..

Yeah. Don’t do that. Letting monster dust blobs attack you is quite definitely a stupid thing to do. Just. 

Don’t. 

That is my advice to you. 

Anyway. Moving on!

I eventually figured that if monster dust wasn’t working, I would have to try using living matter to create a test subject.

But of course, this fell under the unfortunately wide umbrella of experimenting on volunteers. So I eventually decided that that I would take the matter from my own body. My hands, to be specific.

That was… a very painful day. 

I remember rigging up the laser cutter again, and strapping my hands down to the table (using my Magic hands, of course.)

Then I gave myself a rather large dosage of several different sedatives, and hit the on switch for the laser cutter. 

And then I started screaming just about every single profanity known to my mouth, as well as invented a few new expletives.

But the end result was two discs of living matter, each in one of the suspension tanks I had created so long ago.

And with a bit of Determination, and carefully administered Magic solutions… They began to grow, grow into bodies. 

… It took quite a while to get used to the holes in my hands, but it was more than worth it. 

For I had achieved my greatest creations. 

S642 and S643. 

Sans and Papyrus.

…

Yes… they are, without a doubt the most wonderful, most amazing, greatest thing this old man has done with his life. 

Granted, at the time I had no idea such was the case.

Or, rather, I did, but I thought they would be great for other reasons. I thought that I would use Determination to strengthen them to the point where they could completely eradicate humanity, once the Barrier was broken.

But instead…

…

… Instead, they were great simply because they became my sons. Despite everything I had done, how I had abandoned them, and caused Sans so much pain…

… They still loved me. Always. Even still, here, I stuck in the Void, Sans still calls me Dad. And I have no doubt that Papyrus would as well, could he remember me. 

…

… But…

…My dear audience…

That is another story entirely, and I find myself having reached the end of this story. 

So, with no small bit of regret, I must leave you here. 

But, I must ask you something. 

If you cannot free me from this place, and if you cannot put me in contact with my sons, and if you cannot at least tell my sons I love them, and I’m sorry…

Then please. Please, just do this one thing for me. 

…

Please. 

Remember my name. 
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Thus ends A Name to Remember.

I cannot thank you all enough for reading this. Every comment and vote made me grin, and often, the best parts of my day were when I saw people had read my story. I seriously cannot thank you enough. You’ve made this fanfic author more happy than you can imagine. So.

Thank you. A ton. 



But still, I’m sure there’s at least one question that remains:

What happens next? Or, if you read the last author’s note, when’s the next book coming out?

Actually, the next book is already out! It’s title is No One is Happy with This. So if you’ve enjoyed this, I’d recommend checking that out on my profile!

And, once more, thank you all so, so incredibly much for reading!
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