
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

Long ago, two races ruled over the Earth.

HUMANS and MONSTERS.

For a time, everything was peaceful. The two races worked together in harmony, one’s physical strength perfectly complimenting the other’s Magical strength.

For a time, everything was good. 

When it happened, it happened without warning. A crippling blow that shattered the world as they knew it. 

The humans knew nothing of it. All they saw was their once-allies had suddenly lashed out, brutally, viciously attacking.

They did not see how only a fraction of the monsters attacked. They did not see how the monsters were at war with their siblings.

They did not see the tainted, corrupt darkness, twisting in the monsters’ souls.

All they saw was betrayal.

So they sealed the monsters underground, both the Corrupt and the Pure, never noticing the battle raging between the two. 

And the battle became a war, a war of Pure against Corrupt.

For a while, ideas were talked about. A machine to bend space, reverse time, to take everything back to how it was before, and a Core to power such a machine. But as the Corrupt grew stronger, the plans were abandoned and the Royal Scientist had to turn his attention elsewhere: finding a cure, and creating weapons for the War. 

Over time, seven children fell into the Underground.  

The first was taken in by the Royal Family. But when the prince was killed, the child’s life was taken by the Corrupt, and their Soul used for the strengthening of the Corrupt Army, the king declared that any human to fall must be killed immediately, their Soul to be used to defeat the Corrupt Army. 

The queen was disgusted by this. Had it been safe for her to run without fear of becoming one of the Corrupt, there is no doubt she would have done so. As it was, she remained in New Home, teaching the young monsters what life used to be like.

Six more humans fell. Despite the queen’s best efforts, they were all killed, their Souls taken to the King. 

And then one more human fell. 

They were Determined.

No monster truly knows how they did it, but they made it alive and unharmed to Asgore. 

They could have killed him.

They didn’t. 

Instead, they asked him why he would spill pure blood, when that was exactly what the Corrupt did.

The king spared the child, and they spared him. 

Fearing that if they broke the Barrier, the Corrupt war would destroy the surface, the king and the child agreed that it would be best if they remained in the Underground until the war was won, won or lost.

They returned to live with the queen.

And the war raged on. 

Heroes rose and fell, both to their sides.

Battles and skirmishes were won and lost.

Lives, Pure and Corrupt, were taken. Souls that glowed and Souls that repelled the light were shattered. Dust, white and black, was spread. 

And still, the war raged on.

And this, this is where the story begins.
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1 ~ Welcome Home

Sans ambled down the street wearily, but happy. He held his trademark blue jacket over his shoulder, fingers looped into the hood. His combat boots clomped familiarly against the ground as he walked. 

Voices were all around him, the residents of Hotland greeted him, cheered for him, welcomed him. Sans’ grin widened. It was good to be home again. 

He neared his house, the closest to the Lab, and his grin widened even farther. Two figures were standing in front of the two-floor building, one short, the other tall. The shorter was holding a sign with the words “WELCOME HOME SANS” painted on it in a child’s hand with bright paints. 

When the small monster spotted Sans, however, the sign was abandoned. He ran forward, shouting and laughing. “Sans!”

Sans knelt down and accepted his little brother’s hug. “heya, pap.” He laughed, holding Papyrus tightly.

Sans looked up, but did not relinquish his grip on his brother, as the taller monster joined them. 

“hi, dad.”

Gaster’s scarred face split into a warm smile. “Sans. I am glad to see you home safely.”

“heh. y’know? so am i.” Sans stood, still holding Papyrus, who gave a happy squeak at being carried by his older brother. Sans allowed himself to be led to the house by Gaster. 

He sighed as he stepped over the door threshold. 

It was good to be home.

The first thing Sans did was excuse himself for a minute, and shortcut to his room. There, just as there always was when he returned, was a pair of freshly-laundered clothes sitting on his bed. A white teeshirt and a pair of gym shorts. 

He undid the laces on his combat boots and started pulling off his clothes. Sure, the army fatigues worn by the Pure Army were just about the best you could want when you were on the warfront, what with being the same camouflaging, mottled purple-blue of Waterfall, having a multitude of pockets for carrying just about anything the commander of the Pure Army could ever want to carry in his pockets, and being Corrupt-Magic resistant (not to mention having a cool, purple, stylized Delta Rune on the shoulder, the insignia of the Pure Army), but when he was home, he much preferred his nearly-pajama-like clothes.

After pulling on the casual clothing and slipping on his jacket, he found a clean pair of socks in the top drawer of his dresser, and his fluffy pink slippers under the bed. 

After donning his most casual of footwear, Sans slipped out the door, leaving his dirty clothes in a heap on the floor, where they would most likely remain until needed again.

Sans walked down the hallway, returning to the living room, where Papyrus was waiting. (Gaster had moved into the kitchen, preparing dinner.)

Sans flopped onto the couch, and grinned when Papyrus was nearly immediately snuggled lovingly against his side. He wrapped an arm around the small skeleton’s shoulders. “so then,” he began, smiling down at his brother, “i got your letter a couple days ago. you’re already learnin’ blue magic?”

Papyrus practically vibrated with excitement. “Yes! I can already turn Dad’s Soul Blue! Soon, Sans, I will be able to go with you to Waterfall and help you fight!”

Sans’ Soul gave a twinge at the thought of his little brother on the frontlines of the War, but he didn’t show it. Instead he said, “but pap, if you leave to go fight in the war, who’ll take care of dad, and me too when i come home?”

Papyrus frowned, one hand rising to his jaw. “Hmm. That is true. You would both be hopeless without me. Did you know that yesterday, Dad was working in his lab, and he would have forgotten lunch and dinner if I hadn’t reminded him?”

Sans gave his brother’s shoulder a squeeze, laughing. “yeah, y’see, bro? tibia honest, i’m just war-ried ‘bout what would happen, what with dad and me workin’ ourselves to the bone all the time. if you went to the war, who would take care a’ us?”

Papyrus glared up at Sans. “That wasn’t funny, Sans.” He said.

“oh, i dunno. i thought it was-”

“Sans, don’t.”

“-pretty humerus.”

“Sans, no!”

Before Sans could respond with one of the numerous puns he had ready, however, Gaster called them from the kitchen. “Boys! Dinner!”

Together, they scrambled off the couch and to the kitchen. Dinner, they found was, in celebration of Sans safe return home, hotdogs. The trio sat around a circular table, more or less evenly spaced around it. (If anyone noticed how Papyrus subtly scooted his chair just a little closer to Sans’, no one mentioned it.)

Sans’ first bite was taken amid a groan of pure bliss. Sure, after losing his bar in the Corrupt takeover of Snowdin, Grillby had endeavored to provide the Pure Army with the best food possible, but nothing beat a home-cooked meal, even if it was hotdogs. Or, rather, especially if it was hotdogs, considering that was Sans’ favorite food.

As they ate, Gaster was the first to speak. “So then, how are things in Waterfall?”

“well,” Sans paused a moment to take another bite of his hotdog, “we lost the artifact room, but that’s okay, because no one could get in there anyway after the piano was destroyed. but we reclaimed the castle pass, so there’s that. overall we’re killing more of them than they are us. in the last two months, our average casualty rate hasn’t risen past fifteen percent.”

“That’s good. What about your Magic?” It was a well-known fact that both of Gaster’s sons had not been created by conventional means, and, in Sans’ case, had not even been intended to be sentient. They were meant to be weapons, weapons to win the war. Upon learning of the war, Sans had readily taken to the experiments that had turned him into the fastest, strongest Pure Magic wielder around, but there were small… issues, on occasion, with his manufactured Magic. His visits home always served a dual purpose: rest from the war, and repair for his Magic.

“well,” Sans took a moment to respond, “i’m either putting more force into my attack than i realize, or the blasters are leaking magic again.”

“Hm. We can check on that tomorrow, once you’ve rested a bit.”

Sans nodded. “yeah, alright.” Then, “any progress on your end?”

Gaster shook his head. “No. Dust and Magic fragments aren’t nearly enough to find a cure. I think I’ll need a live test subject if I’m going to make any real progress.”

Sans sighed. “heh. and i doubt any of ‘em would make it easy for us.”

“No.”

“guess until you figure it out, we’ll just have to stick to beatin’ ‘em up.”

At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Papyrus sprang from his seat, shouting, “I’ll get it!” He ran from the kitchen into the hallway. From the kitchen, Sans could hear the door being thrown open, and Papyrus’s enthusiastic “Hello!”

“H-hi, Papyrus.” Alphys returned the greeting. “Y-your dad s-said Sans would be h-home today?”

“Yep! We were eating dinner.” Papyrus walked back into the kitchen, guiding the reptilian monster by the hand.

“heya, al.” Sans smiled at her.

“H-hello, Commander Sans-!” 

“i’m not on duty right now, so just sans, please.”

She gave a small nod, then seemed to hesitate for a moment. 

“undyne’s doin’ great, if that’s what you were gonna ask.” Sans laughed. “absolutely fin-tastic.”

Alphys relaxed visibly. “T-that’s good!”

While they had been talking, Gaster had pulled a spare chair to the table from some corner of the house and gestured Alphys into it. “Please, have a seat.”

Alphys nodded, doing as offered. “T-thank you, Sir.” Gaster had long since given up on getting Alphys to address him more casually. They knew each other primarily from work, where Alphys was one of the scientists working under Dr. Gaster, and she always, always addressed him as “Sir”.

“actually, alphys,” Sans said as he started on his second hotdog, “i had a question i wanted to ask you. about undyne.”

“O-oh?” Alphys blushed. “W-what’s that?”

“i was thinking of promoting undyne to general. ever since gerson retired and i was promoted to commander, i’ve been looking for a good secondary command officer. d’you think she’d do well there?”

Alphys started to say yes, but Papyrus interrupted. “You mean Captain Undyne?!”

Despite the fish lady long since having been promoted to colonel, most monsters still knew her as Captain Undyne, the young warrior who had ruthlessly defended the entrance to Waterfall at the start of it’s invasion, all by herself, while it’s citizens evacuated. As she had been promoted to colonel while Sans was still a lieutenant, her name had been known for quite some time longer than Sans’, and Papyrus, with just about any other monster child, admired her nearly as much as he admired Sans. (He also hadn’t quite grasped it yet that Sans was not only Undyne’s commander, but also her friend.)

Sans just laughed. “Minnow it!”

Papyrus just groaned and gave the skeletal equivalent of rolling his eyes. 

As they finished their dinner, the conversation meandered off to what-have-you and whatnot. Things like how Mr. Flamesman had been ‘defeated’ a couple days ago, how a local group of kids had broken the window of some house, and payed for a new one. How Muffet had taken a half of her spider task-force from baking to helping make the fatigues worn by Army members, how Alphys’s progress on her robot TV star-turned-warrior’s new body was coming along. Eventually, as the Magic crystals in the Underground’s ceiling began to dim, simulating nighttime, Alphys had to leave. 

After cleaning up from dinner, the Gaster family collapsed together on the couch. Sans leaned happily against his father’s side, his brother seated comfortably in his lap. Nearly an hour was filled with aimlessly browsing TV channels and contented, lighthearted, meaningless conversation. 

Eventually, Gaster declared that it was way past Papyrus’s bedtime. Papyrus pouted a little, but readily put on his pajamas when Sans promised to read him a bedtime story. 

So Papyrus got ready for bed. Sans tucked him in, then walked over to the bookshelf against one wall, looking for the perfect bedtime story. He pulled one off the shelf and turned to walk back to Papyrus’s bed, pausing a moment when he looked at his brother’s face. 

Papyrus was looking at him with wide eyesockets, his gaze filled with the quiet awe and worship a younger brother gives his older brother. The kind of look that told the elder that the younger thought the world of him, thought he was the biggest hero there was. The kind of look that told the elder he was looked up to. 

The kind of look that made Sans feel like he could do anything, like he would do anything, all for the sake of the small skeleton in front of him. 

Sans smiled and sat down on the side of the bed, lifting his right foot to rest on his left leg, balancing the book between them. He flashed Papyrus a quick grin, before opening the book.

“once upon a time,” he began in a dramatic voice, “there was a fluffy bunny…”

~o0o~

Sans didn’t finish the story. The combination of his voice tapering off and the jolt that went through the mattress as he fell sideways was enough to yank Papyrus out of his almost-asleep stupor. 

The small skeleton sat up, rubbing his eyesockets, to find that Sans had fallen asleep and fallen over, book still clutched loosely in his hands. Quietly, Papyrus got out of bed and pulled the book from Sans’ hands, and returned it to it’s alphabetical place on the bookshelf. Then he climbed back onto his bed and, with no small amount of difficulty, pulled Sans all the way onto the mattress. Then he crawled back under the blankets, and snuggled against his softly snoring brother’s side. 

When Gaster came to see why Sans had spent two hours reading a story that normally took twenty minutes, he found his sons sleeping peacefully, cuddled together. Papyrus was pressed against Sans’ side, skull resting on Sans’ chest. Sans had an arm wrapped around Papyrus’s shoulders. They both looked perfectly content with the sleeping arrangement, so Gaster elected to not move Sans to his room. 

Instead, Gaster walked over to the bed. He tucked the pair in, gave them each a loving pat on the skull (as skeletons have some difficulty with kisses, what with having no lips,) and left the room, closing the door softly behind him.


2 ~ Weapons Testing and Repair

Sans woke up far too early. That is to say, it was around five in the morning ish by his guess, which was a fairly accurate guess. 

Don’ hafta get up yet, he silently reminded himself, ‘m home now. Don’ need t’ command th’ army righ’ now.

So, without further ado, he settled down, snuggling against his brother, and fell back asleep. 

~o0o~

The next time he woke up, it was to a hand on his shoulder, gently shaking him out of sleep. 

“mmnnnngggguhhh…?” He groaned, light from the crystals in the Underground’s ceiling streaming in the window almost like sunlight, making him blink. “wha’ time…?”

“Almost nine thirty. Dad said I should wake you up now.”

Sans rolled halfway over to look up at his little brother with a sigh. “…thanks, bro.” He said gloomily.

Papyrus looked concerned. “Sans, why are you so sad?”

“i…” Sans hesitated a moment, then couldn’t hold back the building snickers. “i’m in morning!”

Papyrus gave a roar of frustration, grabbed Sans’ hand, and started to drag him out of bed. “GO. NO PUNS ARE ALLOWED IN MY ROOM!!”

Still chuckling, Sans flopped out of Papyrus’s bed and onto the floor. After a moment, he pulled himself to his feet and walked out the door.

There was nothing like a good pun to start his first morning back home. 

Of course, the eggs Gaster was just finishing scrambling as Sans walked into the kitchen definitely came close, but puns were still on top.

As Sans pulled up a seat at the kitchen table, Gaster slid a plateful of scrambled eggs in front of him. 

“Good morning. Sleep well?”

Sans grinned and nodded before stabbing his fork into the yellow mass on his plate. “yeah. thanks.”

“So I thought today, if you wanted, I could take a look at your Magic.” Gaster sat opposite Sans at the table.

Sans just nodded, as his mouth was more or less stuffed with food.

Papyrus walked into the room, having more or less forgiven/forgotten about Sans’ pun. “Oooh! Can I come see?” Papyrus had an endless fascination with Sans’ Magic, especially after it was decided that he was going to be building up his Magic the normal way. 

Sans finished his mouth full of food. “i mean, i guess so, bro. if you’d like to.”

“I would like to!” Papyrus grinned happily at Sans.

“then it’s settled.” Sans said after shoveling the rest of his food into his mouth. “let’s get going, I guess.”

~o0o~

The True Lab was only an eight minute, twenty six second walk away. (Sans knew that because once after he claimed it was “like, five minutes away,” Papyrus had borrowed his wristwatch to count each individual second it took them to walk there.)

After being pestered into changing into a clean pair of clothes by both his brother and father (they claimed you shouldn’t wear the same clothes more than twenty four hours, but he had, multiple times, on the warfront, and didn’t understand what the issue was.) Sans and his family left for the True Lab. 

Despite it being a quite short walk, said walk was filled with monsters coming to greet Sans, congratulate him, and thank him for saving the life of some relative on the warfront.

Sans was a pretty popular hero. Being the friendly, patient guy he was, he stopped to chat with everyone, throwing in a good number of puns, much to Papyrus’s annoyance. 

Eventually, they did reach the lab. 

The True Lab had ten floors extending underground, and the deeper you got, the more classified, and more dangerous, the experiments and projects got. Only the lobby floor and the one beneath that were open to the public. The tenth floor, the deepest floor was only open to Sans, Papyrus, Gaster, and Gaster’s four assistants. Even then, Papyrus was only allowed down there when Sans or Gaster was with him.

The tenth floor was, also, the boys’ ‘birthplace’, where Gaster had created them. 

Gaster’s private lab was on the tenth floor. That was where most of the experiments involving Sans’ Magic took place.  It was a very large room, split into two sections. The first was about one third of the room, with tiled floor and walls. It housed Gaster’s desk/workbench, a number of filing cabinets, a number of shelves and other cabinets over and under a wide countertop, and a steel operating table with thick, magic-resistant leather restraints in the middle of that third. The other two thirds of the room was for testing attacks and weapons. The walls were plated in apocalypse-bunker grade steel, the far wall being painted with a huge target, the outermost ring almost ten feet in diameter and the innermost under six inches. A variety of machinery hung from the ceiling on tracks so it could be moved across the room, and even more strange machines were crammed into the corners of the room. 

The only difference Sans noticed from the last time he had been in the lab was quite a noticeable one. One of the walls of the lab-third of the room, the left wall, had been knocked down to open up into the adjoining room. Sans knew that to either side of this room were Gaster’s assistants’ personal labs, but it looked like instead it had been turned into some sort of containment or quarantine cell. The walls were made of some white, no-doubt Magic-resistant material, and where the wall originally separating the two rooms had been, there was a sheet of reinforced glass or similar clear material. The door in was like an airlock, two locked doors with a small space between.

After lifting Papyrus to sit on the edge of Gaster’s desk, Sans gestured to the renovation. “ummm…?”

Gaster glanced over his shoulder at where Sans was gesturing before heading over to the counter. “I told you that if I was going to find a cure for the Corruption, I’d need a live subject to study, and to do that I’d need a place to keep them.”

“… oh.” Sans looked a little longer at the containment cell, whatever Magical equivalent he had of a stomach doing flips. The idea that a living monster would be stuck in there for research, even if they were one of the Corrupt…

He shook his head. If that was what was necessary to end the War, then it had his approval. 

Gaster snapped him from his thoughts, lightly grabbing his shoulder and leading him over to the border between the lab and the weapons testing area. “Get warmed up,” he told Sans, “it’ll be easier to get accurate readings if your Magic is already flowing.” 

As Gaster returned to whatever he had been doing, Sans took a few deep breaths. Being a skeleton, breathing was not necessary to him the way it was to most monsters, but it did help him focus his Magic. 

Then, barely thinking about it, he summoned six bones and fired them in quick succession at the target on the far wall. They each hit it dead in the center. Then he summoned two Gaster Blasters, one to either side of him, and with a thought, let the deadly beams loose on the target. Again, they hit the bullseye.

“Oh! Sans!” Sans turned when he heard Papyrus shout. The small skeleton was still sitting on the edge of Gaster’s desk, his feet swinging beneath him. “Can you do bones and Blasters at the same time?” Papyrus asked eagerly.

Sans grinned at his brother and turned back to the target. He lifted his left hand, purely for dramatic effect, as only Blue Magic required the concentration that hand-movement provided, and summoned four Blasters and a multitude of bones. He thrust his hand forward, sending the mass of attacks once again towards the center of the target. They exploded against the wall in a shimmering blaze of spent Magic, searing an afterimage into both brothers’ eyes. Papyrus let out a cheer. 

Sans turned again to Papyrus and was about to say something along the lines of how that was nothing and he could summon much, much larger attacks, when Gaster interjected. 

“That’ll be good enough, Sans.” Gaster had grabbed one of the ceiling mounted machines and was pulling it along the track towards the weapons testing area. He glanced at Sans. “Summon a Blaster for me?”

Sans nodded and obliged, summoning a medium sized Blaster just beyond the edge of the weapons testing area. Gaster pulled the machine over to the Blaster, and from that pulled a variety of Magical sensors and whatnot. These were all attached at various points along the contour of the skull-like weapon. 

At a nod from Gaster, Sans fired the Blaster, but didn’t let it deform and dissolve into nothingness.

After a moment, Gaster nodded again and began unhooking the various sensors. Once he had pulled them all away, Sans allowed the Magic that formed the Blaster to dissipate. 

The pair walked over to his desk, where Papyrus was still sitting, and Gaster nudged his computer out of hibernation. The monitor lit up, a graph already loading the data from the machine. The graph started off flatlined, before it had been connected to the Blaster, before lifting almost ten points. A steep incline that got steeper as it went marked Sans’ chargeup of his weapon, and the peak at nearly fifty points marked its discharge. From there the line dropped sharply and immediately to one point, before hitting zero when it had been disconnected. 

“Yeah, you’re definitely leaking Magic.” Gaster pointed to the ten-point baseline. “That should only be three or four, at the very maximum.”

Sans let out a plaintive moan. That would mean being knocked out so Gaster could fix the Blasters, then waking up more than twenty four hours later, with a headache and needing food but having no appetite. 

Gaster glanced at his elder son. “We don’t have to do it now. You’re home for two weeks, just so long as we take care of it before you go, it’s alright.”

“no, no, it’s fine.” Sans waved a hand dismissively. “might as well get it over with.”

Gaster nodded and walked over to the cabinets to get ready something to knock Sans out. Sans, meanwhile, slumped into the deskchair, and peered up at his brother, who was still sitting on the edge of the desk.

“y’know, pap, you’re real lucky that you’re building up your magic naturally.”

“But you’re so fast and strong!”

“yeah, but my magic breaks. and then we hafta take a crack at fixin’ it.”

“Sans!” Despite not having eyes, Papyrus made it quite clear he was rolling them. 

“still. all puns aside, it’s a real pain in the tailbone.”

“Sans, stop!”

“we really work ourselves to the bone to keep it all goin’ properly, and sometimes i think i’m a bit of a numbskull for stickin’ with it.”

“Saaaaannnns! Please!”

“but i’d be a pretty spineless soldier without any magic.”

Before Papyrus could protest any more, Gaster set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “Alright, that’s enough. Come on, Sans. On the table.” With a heavy sigh, Sans stood, pulled off his shirt, and walked over to the operating table.  

After he had pulled himself to sit on the edge of the table, Gaster held out to him a paper cup filled with a foul-smelling liquid in it. Sans reluctantly accepted the cup and knocked back the liquid. He shuddered and struggled to suppress his gag reflex. 

“i swear,” Sans groaned, handing the empty cup back to his father, “that stuff tastes worse every time i-” he cut himself off as the drug began to take effect. Sucking in a breath, he gripped the edges of the table as the room seemed to tilt precariously, a strong sense of vertigo overcoming all else he might try to focus on. Gaster grabbed his shoulders, and Sans reached out to hold tightly to Gaster’s arm. 

Sans groaned again. “g- guh- gets— w- wu- wor-rse- ev-e-ever-y t-tuh-time—”

He honestly couldn’t tell if the tilting now was because Gaster was slowly forcing him to lay back on the table, or just because, but either way, it made him feel sick to his stomach. 

Well.

He didn’t actually have a stomach. But he still felt sick.

And, had Sans been awake to realize it, when unconsciousness finally came, it would have been a relief.

§
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3 ~ Quality Brother Bonding Time

Just as he had predicted, when Sans woke up, he had a headache, and he had an aching fatigue that came from lack of food, but at the same time he wasn’t hungry. 

At the very least, he was mostly comfortable, lying in his bed.

He lay there for some time, without moving, trying to counter his discomfort with the pleasing knowledge that he not only was in his own bed, but he didn’t have to get out of it any time soon. 

Eventually, he heard voices, and the sound of his bedroom door being opened. 

“- be waking up soon,” Gaster was saying, “if he hasn’t already.”

Sans shifted in bed and opened his eyes just a crack. A soft light was filtering in through his window, probably dusk. Gaster and Papyrus were walking in the door. Gaster was carrying a mug, which Sans assumed was the origin of the sweet scent he caught a whiff of.

When Papyrus saw that Sans was awake, he hurried over to the side of the bed, climbed up to sit beside Sans, and wrapped him in a hug. “Sans! You’re awake!”

“heh. yeah. guess i am.” After Papyrus released him, Sans pulled himself to sit up. The bright cheeriness of his brother alone was nearly enough to combat his headache. 

Gaster sat down on the edge of the bed. He offered the mug he was holding to Sans. “Here. For your headache.”

Sans smiled and took the mug. He gripped it for a moment, just enjoying the smell. It was warm and sweet, almost the smell of the flowers in the king’s garden, or honey. Struggling over his total lack of an appetite, Sans lifted the mug to his jaw and took a sip. 

“‘s good. thanks.” He lifted the mug again and this time took a big gulp. 

Gaster nodded in response. “I thought you might like it.”  He paused a moment, in though, then continued. “Anyway, now that that’s been taken care of, there’s more or less nothing on your schedule for the next two weeks, so-”

“So we can do LOTS OF THINGS TOGETHER!!” Papyrus shouted happily. “We can build puzzles and cook spaghetti and you can help me with Blue Magic and—”

As Papyrus continued with an obviously very well thought out list of things he wanted to do with Sans, Sans couldn’t help but smile. All Papyrus really wanted was to just spend time with his brother. And Sans fully supported that.

“Hang on a second, Papyrus.” Gaster interjected, a slight note of concern in his voice. “Your brother just got back from the frontline. I’m sure he’s very tired, and he’ll want to get a lot of rest while he can.”

Papyrus’s shoulders slumped and he turned back to Sans with a pleading look.

Sans couldn’t. He just couldn’t. 

“hey.” he pulled one hand away from the still-warm mug and set it on Papyrus’s shoulder. “it’s true. i do wanna get some rest. but, if you give me… oh, say, th’ next two days to nap, laze, and generally loaf around, then as long as you take it slow, i promise we can do whatever ya want.”

Papyrus’s expression brightened. “Really?”

Sans grinned at his brother and nodded. 

Papyrus practically lunged at his brother, almost spilling Sans’ drink in his eagerness to hug Sans. “You’re the best, Sans!”

Sans wrapped his free arm around Papyrus. “and you’re the greatest, bro. just don’t make me spill this.”

Papyrus shifted to allow Sans to better hold the mug, but wasn’t done hugging his older brother.

Gaster just smiled at his sons.

~o0o~

True to his word, Papyrus allowed Sans to spend the next two days in complete, utter laziness. He would even do nothing with Sans for as long as he could bear, after he got home from school. He only could stand to sit and do nothing for about thirty minutes before his boundless energy forced him to do something, but Sans appreciated the attempt nonetheless. 

Papyrus was quite happy that his first day of doing-everything-with-Sans fell on a Saturday. Luckily for Sans, Gaster interceded before Papyrus could wake him up at six thirty in the morning. He told Papyrus to let Sans sleep until eight, at the very least. This was, after all, supposed to be a recovery time for Sans, and of all the monsters in the Underground, Sans was most in need of a good sleep. 

When Sans was slowly dragged out of his dreams by Papyrus, he had no idea of the extra hour and a half of rest that he hadn’t originally been going to get. 

“mornin’, pap.” He yawned as he sat up. 

Papyrus smiled brightly at him. “Good morning, brother!”

Before Papyrus could continue, Sans took his opportunity. “hang on, pap. before we do anything, i gotta get dressed and eat, alright? taking it slow, remember?”

Papyrus hesitated a moment, then nodded.

“hey, so that we don’t waste any time, howsabout you go get some breakfast ready for me while i find some clean clothes?” 

Papyrus thought on that for a second, and came to the conclusion that it was a good idea. “Yes! I’ll make you the best breakfast!”

Sans grinned and nodded happily. “alright. you’d better go get started on that.” 

Papyrus nodded enthusiastically, then ran out of the room, shouting to Gaster that they had to make Sans the BEST breakfast, accompanied by a gleeful NYEH-HEH-HEH! 

Sans let out a breathy laugh and flopped backwards. He allowed himself another few minutes with his eyes closed, before throwing off the bedsheets and climbing out of bed. 

A few minutes later, he wandered into the kitchen to find Papyrus, with Gaster’s assistance, pulling a pan out of the oven. 

“what’s that?” He asked.

“Muffins!” Papyrus responded happily.

“muffins, huh?” Sans peered at the pan. There were several vaguely roundish lumps of somewhat breadlike stuff.  “what’s in ‘em?”

Papyrus rattled off a list of ingredients, a number of which Sans was quite certain did not belong in breakfast baked goods. 

“that’s it?” Sans asked. “muffin else?”

Gaster grinned. Papyrus glared.

“oh come on, pap. i knead to know.”

“Sans, I do not answer questions with puns in them!”

“awww, bro, that’s a pretty pasty excuse!” Sans’ grin widened. Gaster snickered softly. Papyrus just kept giving Sans an annoyed look.

They just stared at each other for a moment, before Sans’ grin widened.

Papyrus noticed. “Sans. Don’t.”

“come on, papyrus-”

“Sans!”

“-donut glare at me like that, i’m-”

“SAAAAANS!”

“-just curious about the hole thing!”

“Sans, no more puns or you don’t get breakfast!”

Sans let his shoulders slump, defeated. “alright, alright, fine.” He sighed, still smiling widely, and held out a hand for a muffin. Papyrus tested the muffins to see if they had cooled down more or less, then plucked one off the pan and gave it to Sans. Slowly, with Papyrus’s eager grin pushing him onward, Sans lifted the muffin and took a bite of it.

It took every ounce of his willpower to not pull a face, to keep his brother from knowing just how horrible it was. But, for Papyrus, he would eat a jillion horrible muffins.

“How is it?” Papyrus asked excitedly. 

Sans took a moment to choke down his mouthful. “well, pap, it’s, uh- … i’ll just say i have never in my life tasted anything even remotely nearing this, and i’ll leave it at that.”

Papyrus, of course, took that as a compliment. His grin widened. Sans took another bite of the muffin. At the very least, the muffins seemed to fit within whatever guidelines established what counted as Magic food, and did give Sans a bit of a Magic boost. Sans managed to choke down the rest of the muffin, but when Papyrus offered him another, he made a run for it. “ah, pap, these muffins are so filling, i don’t think i could take another bite if my soul depended on it.”

That, too, was a compliment in Papyrus’s eyes. 

After a quick cleanup of the kitchen, Sans sent Papyrus off to put on his shoes, as Papyrus had deemed that the first thing on his doing-everything-with-Sans list was going to the park in New Home. 

Gaster and Sans both stared at the muffins.

“They’re not really that bad, are they?” Gaster asked, glancing at Sans. 

“yeah.”

“Oh.” A moment of silence. Then, “Annoying Dog?”

Sans just nodded grimly. The Annoying Dog would eat just about anything, or bury it if he couldn’t, and he and Gaster were on mostly good terms, so those muffins would probably be long gone by the time Sans and Papyrus got back.

“Sans! Are you coming?” Papyrus called from where he waited at the door.

“yeah, pap! coming!” Sans hurried off to join his little brother.

“See you later, boys!” Gaster called after them. “Stay safe!”

“We will!” Papyrus shouted back.

And then they were out the door. 

~o0o~

The park in New Home, Gaster had once told his sons, was one of the few places that, so long as you didn’t look up to the Underground’s ceiling, you could almost pretend you were on the surface. It was large, a few square miles, and covered in a thick carpet of grass. The middle was occupied by a variety of trees, and there was a pond in the middle of that, fed by a small waterfall. There were also a number of small clearings in the forest, and it was to one of these that the two skeletons were headed. 

As they walked through the crowded city, only a few monsters directly greeted Sans. He was just as well-known in New Home as Hotland, but most monsters seemed to take Papyrus riding on Sans’ shoulders as a sign that they were in the middle of quality brother bonding time, and didn’t want to interrupt. Whether the brothers knew this or not, they were both happy to make it to the park with few stops. 

When they made it to the park, they paused at the entrance. A few monsters were loitering around happily, with or without friends. Papyrus climbed off Sans’ shoulders.

“alright.” Sans knelt down in front of Papyrus, looking him in the eyesockets with a serious expression. “commander pap, sir, this is general sans.”

Papyrus grinned and stood a little straighter. He loved this game. 

“sir, my scouts have reported a vicious corrupter hiding around the clearing. we can’t clear it out without your help, sir!”

“Acknowledged, General Sans! I’m on my way! Dismissed!” Papyrus took off running towards the trees. 

Sans grinned. He hated the War, hated playing it out, but Papyrus loved to play commander, and Sans loved to see his brother smile. And if that meant he was playing the corrupt for Papyrus, it was worth it. 

He pulled at his Magic, readying it for a shortcut. He stepped into the clearing that Papyrus was making his way towards, and looked around. 

It was quite beautiful, actually. Serene. The trees formed a loose ring around it, and the Magic crystals in the Underground ceiling were nearing their brightest. A warm golden light spilled into the clearing, making the woods seem that much darker in contrast. The ground was a combination of soft moss, grass, and a variety of flowers. 

It was… tranquil. 

Heh. Sans laughed slightly. Not for long. 

At that moment, Sans heard a shout behind him. He turned around to see Papyrus emerging from the forest, a bone in his right hand.

He pointed the bone at Sans. “Stop, corrupt fiend! I, the Great Commander Papyrus, will defeat you!”

Sans made an expression of mock fear. “oh no! the great commander papyrus! whatever will i-” Sans swiftly summoned a bone in his left hand and pointed it at Papyrus. “ha! i will never surrender!”

With a laughing shout, Papyrus ran forward and swung at Sans. Sans lifted his weapon and blocked. 

For some time,they tussled back and forth, laughing, their attacks doing no damage on the occasions that they did make contact. After a while, Sans allowed Papyrus to land what could have potentially been a fatal blow, if they were actually putting power in their strikes. 

He felt the soft shiver of Magic pass over his ribs and let the bone in his hand dissolve, taking on a shocked expression.

“Nyeh HEH!” Papyrus laughed triumphantly as Sans fell backwards, landing with a soft THWUMP! “The Great Commander Papyrus triumphs once again!!” As Sans closed his eyes, Papyrus set one foot lightly on Sans’ chest, raising his bone sword high in the air. After a moment, he stepped back. 

Sans didn’t move.

“Sans?” Papyrus asked.

Sans didn’t respond. 

“Brother? Sans? Are you alright?”

Sans still didn’t respond. 

Soon enough, Papyrus was kneeling at Sans’ side, gently shaking his shoulder. “Sans! Wake up!”

With a roar, Sans suddenly lunged up, wrapping his arms around Papyrus and rolling over him. Papyrus let out a surprised shriek, but it quickly changed to laughter as he struggled to escape Sans’ grasp. 

But Sans had him firmly pinned to the ground. He let out an evil laugh. “hahaha!! i, the corrupt commander sans, have trapped you, the great commander papyrus! tremble beneath my mighty strength, and surrender!”

Papyrus growled and squirmed. “You evil fiend! You tricked me!”

“yup. i did. surrender.” Sans loosened his grip just a little, and…

“NEVER!” Papyrus was away in a flash, running behind Sans as he slowly got up. Papyrus tackled his brother from behind. Sans toppled forward, Papyrus sitting on his back. Sans felt the Magic of Papyrus’s attack spearing through his ribs, just brushing against his Soul. He went limp. 

With the careful, non-damaging “attack” touching his Soul, Sans could feel the love and happiness of Papyrus’s emotions rippling off it. Papyrus was beyond joyful, having the time of his life with his brother. Sans was contented.

After spending a moment sitting triumphantly on Sans’ back, Papyrus climbed off his older brother. “Sans. You can get up now.”

“… nah.”

“Sans.”

“eh.”

“Saaaans! Get up!”

Without lifting his face out of the ground where it was quite nearly buried, Sans said, “can’t, bro. you killed me.”

“Sans, you’re just being lazy!”

“nuh-uh. i’m being dead.”

“Stop making excuses, Sans!”

“excuses!?” Sans spluttered with joking indignation, finally looking up at Papyrus. “i was murdered!! by my own brother!!!”

Papyrus evidently didn’t notice that Sans was joking, though, his expression suddenly turning horrified. “I- I didn’t actually hurt you, did I?” His voice had a stab of panic in it. 

Sans smiled at Papyrus. “nah, pap. you don’t need to worry, your magic was perfectly controlled. couldn’t  have done better myself.”

Papyrus’s concern vanished, and he  seemed to glow with the compliment. He grinned.

Sans stood up and dusted himself off. “anyway, i’m startin’ ta get hungry. muffet’s sound good to you?” He held out his hand to Papyrus. 

Papyrus reached out and held Sans’ hand. “Yeah. Okay. Muffet has pretty good food.”

“alright, come on. i know a shortcut.” Sans pulled Papyrus through the shortcut, stepping into Muffet’s small pastry shop. Together, they walked over to the counter.

“here, pap. whaddya want?”

Papyrus looked between the options for a minute before settling. “A donut!”

Sans bought two donuts. After paying and thanking Muffet, he pulled them through another shortcut to a somewhat secluded part of Hotland. After eating, they spent a few minutes just sitting, enjoying each other’s company, leaning against each other.

Sans looked out across the bubbling lava and smiled. He still had a week and a half home, and he was determined to spend every possible second of it with his brother.

On impulse, he grabbed Papyrus’s shoulder and gave him a squeeze. “… love ya, bro.”

Papyrus looked up at Sans with a smile, before wrapping his arms around Sans. “Love you too, Brother.”
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4 ~ Coming Back

Despite their best efforts to not waste a single second, Sans two weeks’ home was over unfortunately quickly. Between hotdogs and spaghetti, puzzles and pranks, helping with homework and helping with Gaster’s projects, the time slipped away fast as sand through their bony fingers. 

They stood together in a crowd of Monsters at the ferry dock. Sans wasn’t the only one who had been visiting home, and now he wasn’t the only one returning to the War. 

Sans was wearing his purple army fatigues again, and had his jacket tied around his waist by the sleeves. He sighed as he watched monsters, soldiers, filing onto the boat. It would carry them down the river for the next day, and by the morning, they would be at the Pure army camp in Waterfall. 

“Promise me you’ll be careful?” Papyrus took his brother’s hand.

Sans knelt down by Papyrus. “i promise.” He pulled Papyrus into a hug, holding him tightly. “for you, i promise.”

After a moment, he stood. Gaster set a hand on his shoulder with a small smile. “Win the War for us, alright?”

Sans reached up and grabbed Gaster’s arm. “heh. i’ll do my best.”

Time enough for one more hug, and then Sans found himself on the boat, standing near the stern, waving as the boat pulled away from the shore. Gaster lifted Papyrus onto his shoulders, high above the crowd. They both waved, and Sans could’ve sworn he heard Papyrus shouting to him that if he didn’t come back, then Papyrus would come to the warfront himself and hunt Sans down. 

He stood at the stern long after the dock had disappeared from view.

~o0o~

What had seemed to start off as a good day for Colonel Undyne had steadily turned into a horrible one. 

First off, Commander Sans had returned to the camp earlier that morning. That in of itself was always a good thing. Then the canine members of her unit had reported that their section of Waterfall was completely clear of the Corrupt, without any sort of skirmish taking place. And finally, Commander Sans had summoned her to his quarters, no doubt to promote her from Colonel to General. 

Of course, it had been right as she was walking across the middle of the camp that the alarm had been sounded, and all hell broke loose. Corrupters swarmed from everywhere, and now Undyne was holed up with Lesser Dog and Greater Dog in a crevice in the cave wall, chucking attacks at every Corrupter in range, while others did the same from various other locations around the camp. 

“Alright,” Undyne murmured to the two dogs, “listen up. On my mark, I’m gonna run over to those rocks over there, while you two cover me. Once I’m over, Lesser, you come next while Greater and I cover you. Then Greater. We’ll make our way over there.” She jabbed a finger towards where a few more Pure soldiers were hiding. She had seen them take the brunt of a number of Corrupt attacks, receiving quite a few injuries, and they were having trouble fending off their attackers. 

“Ready?” She glanced at the dogs. They both nodded. “Go!” She charged. As her boots pounded against the ground, she heard a HHHHHSSSSSSSH!! and saw a blur of dark, almost black purple out of the corner of her good eye. Then one of Greater’s Pure attacks slammed into the Corrupt one, shattering them both before Undyne could be hit.

And then she was diving for cover, landing behind the outcrop of rocks. She pulled herself up, took half a second to steady herself, and gave Lesser a thumbs up. The dog ran forward, dropping onto all fours. 

When Undyne saw the Corrupt tendril of Magic burst from the ground near the dog, she didn’t hesitate to throw a barrage of spears at it. It took a few good hits, but after a minute, it shattered. 

And then Lesser was next to her. Greater came next, and made it over without injury. 

Like this, they made their way around the perimeter of the battlefield, over to where the other soldiers were sheltering.

They found that only two monsters were left, and badly wounded at that. Undyne and the dogs assumed a defensive position, fending off the attackers. Undyne got in a good hit or two on some of the Corrupters, and couldn’t help but smirk as one of them dissolved into black dust.

But even as the dust was dropping to the ground, two more Corrupters took its place. Undyne cursed. “They just keep coming!” She threw out a few more spears, then ducked behind the sheltering rock as a barrage of corrupt darts shot towards them.

Then there was a loud GUOOOAAAAHHH!!! and a blueish light tore through the air, the Magic slashing apart the Corrupters. Commander Sans staggered into their hiding spot.

“Commander!” Undyne shouted. “Where’ve you been?!”

“a group—” he panted, “stranded— three tunnels down— had’ta get— get ‘em out.”

Undyne glanced at the Commander. He was breathing hard, struggling to stay focused. It looked like the bones in his right hand were cracked, and there were several blotchy stains on the front of his clothes, some red and some the light blue edged with yellow of the Commander’s Magic.

“Jeez, Commander. You look like crap.”

“haaahhhh— … i’ll— i’ll be fine— ….” He leaned against the rock, looking out over it for their next target.

Undyne knew he was lying. This wasn’t the first time the Commander and she had been on a battlefield, and she had said the same thing to him multiple times before, although admittedly when he had various other ranking titles. Always, though, he had responded either with a pun or some joke about how it felt worse than it looked. 

Now he was trying to reassure her. That couldn’t be good. 

She looked out over the rock. It didn’t look like there were any Corrupters immediately nearby. She signaled to the dogs to keep watch. 

“Commander. I think you should sit down a minute.”

“c— can’t. gotta— gotta keep watch—”

She grabbed his shoulders, forced him to turn around, made him sit, and looked at him. 

It was so, so much worse than she thought. His right hand wasn’t just cracked, dust was flaking off his entire arm. His shirt wasn’t just stained, it was torn. The same glowing, red liquid that stained his shirt was dripping from the corner of his mouth. 

Afraid of what she would find, Undyne carefully pulled at the edge of the rip in his shirt. She had seen a lot of grisly stuff on the warfront, but the mess she found almost made her sick.

Commander Sans’ Magic and the red stuff was leaking from cracked, shattered ribs. The lowest right two ribs were already almost completely dissolved into dust, and each labored breath he took sent more dust slipping off his ribs. A Corrupt bullet was firmly lodged in his already cracked Soul. 

“… Commander…” she breathed.

He waved her off. “i’ll— be— fine— …”

One of the dogs barked. Both Undyne and the Commander looked over the rock. The entrance on the opposite side of the cavern looked considerably darker than it should have. That meant Corrupters were coming, and a lot of them. 

Undyne swore voraciously. “Crap—” she took a breath. They had about two minutes to figure something out before this already-hell turned even more hellish. Then she looked at Commander Sans.

He was grinning as always, but he had a sad, tired look in his eyes. This was hopeless, he knew. 

“D- don’t you worry, Commander.” She spoke just as much for herself and the other solders as the Commander. “Just sit tight. We’ll get outta this, get you back to your dad. He’ll fix you up; you’ll be back on your feet in no time. Don’t worry, I-”

“colonel.” The Commander struggled to his feet. “colonel undyne—… listen.”

“Please,” she begged quietly, “stay sitting. Please.”

He ignored her. “colonel— this is— a field promotion.”

“Commander, no.”

He struggled a step towards her. “i, commander— sans— of the pure— army—”

“Please. Commander. Don’t do this. 

“—promote you— colonel undyne—”

“No.” Undyne felt something wet slide down her face from her right eye.

“to— rank of— acting commander— as of now. you —” He ignored his own tears and gestured to the dogs and the two wounded monsters, “all bear witness—”

“Commander. Please stop.” 

“—to my words.— commander—” He turned back to her, a pleading look in his eyes. “—as leader— of this army,”

“Sans, you don’t have to do this.”

“—you are— sworn to protect all— monsters. do— do your job well.” He set a hand on her shoulder. 

“Please.”

“my— final order to you— is get these monsters— outta here— safely.”

“Sans…”

“—i— wish you the— best of luck— commander, and—”

“Sans!”

“—it’s been— an honor— serving with you— undyne.”

It happened then in slow motion. Corrupters lunging over the rock, swatting the dogs aside. Commander Sans, blue light spreading from his eye, across his skull, over his whole body, giving him a blue aura. Reaching out his arm. Running through the first two Corrupters with bones. The next set crumbling at the assault of a set of Blasters. Sans vanishing for a shattered moment, reappearing on the back of a Corrupter, bone in hand, plunging it downward.

He looked at Colonel— Commander Undyne.

Go.

She didn’t know if he had said it, or she had imagined it.

He flipped backwards off the crumbling Corrupter, leaving a trail of dust, the black of the Corrupter’s and the white of his own. 

GO!! I’ll take care of this!

Blinking back tears, she turned and scooped up the two wounded monsters, called to the dogs, and took off running. 

One more glance, back at her commander, her friend.

He was glowing with Magic. Every gesture sent Corrupters flying, or bones spearing from the ground, or Blasters firing.

But even as he destroyed the Corrupters, he himself was dying. 

She had to hold on. Follow orders, then hold on to the hope that when she came back, he would still be there.

She would be back to save the Commander.

~o0o~

When Papyrus got home from school, he found his father sitting at the kitchen table, a package in front of him. He was expressionless. 

“Dad? Are you alright?”

For a long minute, Gaster didn’t acknowledge Papyrus, just stared at the box. Then he sighed, shoulders slumping. “… no.” His voice seemed unnaturally… small.

“What’s wrong?” Papyrus walked over and saw the box was already open. He peered in. Gaster didn’t try to stop him.

Inside were two things. First was Sans’ jacket, the blue jacket he was always wearing or carrying or had tied around his waist, folded neatly and carefully. Second, resting on top of that, was a jar filled with a white powder.

“D- dad…? That’s not— …” Papyrus felt like he was suffocating, suddenly needing oxygen and unable to get it. He looked up at Gaster.

He saw the tears pooling at the bottom of Gaster’s eyesockets.

“Dad?” He pleaded desperately. It can’t be— it isn’t— there’s no way Sans died. There isn’t!

Gaster sucked in a sharp breath, a tear streaking down his skull, parallel to the lower crack. “Undyne said— she said he— saved them. Saved them all. But he was already— hurt when— when they came, and when she went back for him—” Gaster stopped, unable to keep going. Papyrus found himself being lifted into Gaster’s lap. Gaster clung to him, holding him tightly, sobbing into his scarf.

Papyrus just stared straight forward. 

Sans was…

Gone? Forever?

He was dead?

No, no that didn’t make sense.

He was fine, Papyrus had seen him.

Papyrus had seen him just yesterday. 

He couldn’t be dead. 

He couldn’t be dead.

HE COULDN’T!!

Numbly, Papyrus turned and buried his face in Gaster’s sweater. Together, father and son mourned the loss of their family. 

~o0o~

There was a funeral. Two, actually. The one that Gaster and Papyrus held privately, just them, them and Sans. 

And then there was the public one. The national one. 

Papyrus didn’t go to that one. He stayed at home, Alphys sitting next to him, hugging him. 

Telling him she was so sorry. 

He barely heard.

Gaster had to go to the public funeral. Afterwards, he had a speech. About how they couldn’t give up. How yes, this was a devastating blow. How yes, it seemed as though everything was hopeless. But, how his son had given his life, paid the highest price of all, to keep them safe. How if they gave up now, his sacrifice would have been in vain.

Papyrus and Alphys watched the speech on tv. There was nothing else on. Throughout most of it, Gaster was calm. Composed. Five minutes from the end, he broke, and couldn’t finish. Asgore said the rest. 

Gaster came home. Sat down next to Papyrus as Alphys left. 

He hugged Papyrus. Hugged him tight. Rocking gently back and forth. Hugging Papyrus. Didn’t let go. Said he never would. Said he loved Papyrus. Said he would never. Let. Papyrus. Go. Hugging. Rocking back and forth. Wouldn’t let him go. Loved him. 

They didn’t try to sleep that night. Just sat together, Gaster quietly sobbing. Eventually, exhausted, they both did sleep. Dreamed. Dreamed of Sans. Good dreams. More bad dreams. Woke up sweating, both of them.

It was getting lighter outside. 

Neither felt like eating. They did anyway. Just cereal, with milk. 

Went back to the couch, curled up together. No work, no school. Just each other, trying their best to comfort, when their own wounds couldn’t be healed. 

Queen Toriel came. Got them up. Made them move. Tried, anyway. Papyrus didn’t want to help cook.

He wanted Sans. 

He wanted his brother.

It finally, truly began to sink in. Sans was gone. Forever. Papyrus would never see him again. 

Papyrus collapsed, sinking to the floor. 

He was gone. 

He hugged himself tightly, rocking on his heels. 

Forever.

Toriel and Gaster were both there, sitting beside him, holding him.

He wanted his brother!

He screamed. Howled. Gripped Gaster’s shirt tightly and shrieked against his chest. Cried and sobbed and choked to the point of making himself sick. 

Sans was gone. He wasn’t coming back.

He wasn’t coming back. 

 …He wasn’t…

        …coming…

                …back…

                       ……
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5 ~ Trapping

Sans’ death changed the small family. Without his biggest supporter, his biggest fan, Papyrus backed into his shell. He still talked, but he rarely shouted. He still played, but never vied for the lead roll in anything. Puns just about made him break down in tears. His smiles weren’t as big. 

Gaster, on the other hand, became much, much louder. When Papyrus was around, he was fiercely protective, always at his son’s side, ready to defend him in an instant. Never did he hesitate to sweep up his son in a hug, or hold tightly to his hand. And when Papyrus wasn’t there, he became something akin to the man he was before he created Sans. The tall, imposing Royal Scientist who completely disregarded any rules other than his own (and even those, sometimes), driven by a dark anger towards his enemies. Any who got in his way were quickly brushed aside, and any who attempted to help struggled to keep up. 

At Gaster’s command, all efforts were set towards building traps. He was determined to have his test subject. All his time not spent with Papyrus was put toward this. 

Papyrus wore Sans’ jacket. He wore it always, the too-long sleeves rolled up on his arms, hands lost in the folds of the pockets. When things got bad, he could pull the hood over his face and curl up in the jacket, almost able to pretend that Sans was there, hugging him. 

Of course, in the long run, that only made him feel worse.

Gaster and Papyrus spent all the time they could together. As soon as Papyrus got home from school, once he started going to school again, that is, Gaster would leave the lab and head home, no matter what was going on. He would help Papyrus with his homework, and then the pair would find something to do together. 

Papyrus had a hard time with that. One of the best parts of doing just about anything was being able to tell Sans about it. Sans’ smile had always widened when Papyrus showed him something, anything, really. He had always loved to see everything Papyrus had to offer him.

And now he didn’t. Couldn’t.

Another thing was Frisk. The human. They lived with Queen Toriel, and went to school with Papyrus. Once the initial shock of “yes, I am a human,” wore off, they were pretty much a normal kid. They were reasonably nice to everyone, and everyone was reasonably nice to them. Frisk and Papyrus were alright friends.

They didn’t talk much. On Papyrus’s first day back at school after Sans died, they didn’t say a word to him. Just walked up and wrapped their arms around him and patted his back. Since then, they stayed pretty close to him, and he took willingly to their company. 

Not a replacement for Sans; that would never happen. No, Frisk was not someone to fill the aching void in Papyrus’s Soul, but instead to soften the jagged edges of Sans’ absence. They did not help Papyrus forget, indeed, much of what they did, in a peculiar way, reminded Papyrus of his late brother. But they helped him to remember not with sorrow, and instead with a sort of quiet contentedness, to let Papyrus look back on his memories of Sans without the agony. 

And slowly, slowly, the two members of the Gaster family settled into their life without their third counterpart. 

~o0o~

The Royal Scientist was irritated. Anyone could see that, had they been allowed on the tenth floor of the lab. As it was, only Gaster’s four assistants were there to witness his fury. He paced the hallways, gesturing wildly and roaring angrily, Speaking, or, rather, Shouting in Hands. 

Because he had finally come up with a workable trap to catch one of the Corrupt, and Asgore wouldn’t let him go out to set it up.

Asgore would let a group of soldiers go set it up, but not his Royal Scientist. 

But of course, Gaster couldn’t allow that. He was the only one who knew how to set it up, firstly, and then he wouldn’t be surprised if it got broken or uncalibrated in transport. On top of that, a large group of monsters in hostile territory wouldn’t go unnoticed as easily as the few it would take to set it up, and the whole point of a trap was for it to go unnoticed, until it was too late, at least.

So no, Gaster would not allow his trap to be set up by soldiers. 

Eventually, he decided that there was nothing else to be done. He would go set it up himself. Regardless of the king’s orders. 

He told Papyrus only that he would be leaving for a few days.

Papyrus wanted to come with him, but there was not a chance that that would be allowed. He was not going to let Papyrus on the warfront. Not ever. He was not going to run the risk of losing the only family he had left. 

“You’ll be staying with Queen Toriel,” he told Papyrus two days before he left, “and the human. It’ll be fun, you’ll see. You won’t even notice I’m gone, and then I’ll be back.”

Papyrus was curled up in his lap. This was the most comfortable sitting arrangement for both of them, despite the couch being more than wide enough for them to sit side by side. “But Dad,” Papyrus whimpered, holding tightly to Gaster’s sweater, “I- I wanna stay with you. I don’t want you to go anywhere. I don’t want anything to happen.” There were tears in his eyesockets. 

Looking at his son’s face, Gaster almost decided then and there to risk letting the soldiers set up the trap. But he hardened his resolve. He was setting up the trap to protect Papyrus, after all. With a living test subject, he would be able to find a cure to the Corruption, and end the War.

Before Papyrus could be hurt any more.

Gaster used the sleeve of his sweater to wipe Papyrus’s face dry. “Papyrus, it’ll be alright. I’ll be safe. Nothing is going to happen to me.” He clutched Papyrus closely to his chest, letting Papyrus’s skull rest on his shoulder. “I’ll be fine; I’ll come home perfectly safe.”

“If it’s so safe, why can’t I come with you?”

Crap. He’s smart. I mean, it obviously runs in the family, but… Gaster sighed. “Because…” He scrambled for an excuse. “…it’s- …it’s not safe for small skeletons. I’ll be fine, because I’m grown up, but you’re still small, so you might get hurt.” Gaster screamed at himself internally. AAAAGGH. That’s… That’s not even a real excuse! Idiot. I’m so stupid.

Papyrus seemed to accept it, though. He let out a defeated sigh. “… Someday, I’m going to grow up tall. And then I’ll be able to go everywhere, and do anything, and nothing will be able to hurt me, because I’ll be grown up, and then… I’ll stop everyone from hurting anyone else.”

Once again, Gaster’s Soul almost shattered. Papyrus sounded so…  Dejected. Broken. So sad. Gaster blew out a breath and gave Papyrus a squeeze. “Yeah.” He quietly agreed. “Someday…”

~o0o~

Two days later, with Papyrus safely under Toriel’s care, Gaster stepped off the boat and onto the ground of Waterfall. He had a large, heavy backpack, and the two of his assistants that had come along had similar loads. Soon, the trio was walking into, and then through the Pure army camp. They drew some curious looks, but all could see the Royal Scientist’s dark expression, and no one dared get in his way. 

No one on a rank lower than he, that is. 

“Hey!” Commander Undyne stepped in front of him, her one eye glinting furiously. “I don’t know if you heard or not, but this is a warzone! You can’t just go walking out there!”

Gaster paused for a minute. “Commander, I realize this is a warzone, and if it were not a warzone, then my being here would be pointless.”

“And what exactly is the point of your being here?”

“That is classified information on a need-to-know basis. Of everyone in this camp, my assistants and I are the only people who need to know.”

For a moment they stood, Undyne’s hard glare met by Gaster’s equally cold, calm one. 

The Commander folded her arms across her chest. “You’re not going out there. It’s too dangerous.”

Gaster sighed and massaged the ridge of his nose. “Commander, this is a war. Everywhere is dangerous.”

“Yeah, but out there, it’s more dangerous.”

“Well, then. I suppose I shall just have to be quick.” He started to walk around Undyne, who grabbed his shoulder. 

“No. You are not going out there!”

Again, they were locked in a staring contest.

“Doctor,” Undyne began, “I realize you are still in mourning. We all are. But that’s no reason to be rash, or go get yourself killed! What would happen to Papyrus? The Commander— he— wouldn’t want his brother to be alone.”

For a moment, it seemed like Gaster might explode. How dare she use my own sons to stop me from fighting. He closed his eyes for a moment and took a few deep breaths. Had Undyne been any less of the brave soldier she was, she would have withered under the glare he gave her when he looked at her. 

As it was, she managed to flinch only slightly. 

“Commander Undyne,” Gaster growled through clenched teeth, “you will get out of my way now. I will not waste any more time here. I will go do what I intend to, regardless of your opinion. If you must do something, then you can accompany me to ensure I am safe, if it becomes too dangerous. Otherwise, I bid you farewell.” He shrugged out of her grip and stalked onwards, gesturing for his assistants to follow. 

Undyne stared after him, stunned at the fury in his voice. After a moment, she trailed after him, fuming. If the Royal Scientist was killed on the battlefield because Undyne had neglected to send someone to keep him safe…

…Especially because that would be the second member of the Gaster family she failed to protect…

Better not to think about that. 

As they walked, she saw Greater Dog nearby. After gesturing him over, she told him she was going with the Royal Scientist, and to keep watch of things ‘til she got back. 

Then she was jogging to catch up with Gaster, whose long strides had already propelled him to the border of the camp.

It was not without trepidation that Undyne found herself following him deep, deeper, and yet deeper into hostile territory. The farther they got, the less of Waterfall’s ambient light there was; the water had lost its glow, the crystals all emitted a dark, almost anti-light, and the echo flowers were wilted. 

On top of that, there was a general unfriendly, Corrupt atmosphere. 

Undyne shivered and kept her Magic at the ready. “I really don’t think we should be here.” She whispered.

Gaster glanced over his shoulder at her. He still looked calm, but there was a sort of tension in his eyes that unnerved Undyne.

“Yes. I think here will be far enough.” He set down his backpack and gestured to his assistants, who did the same and began unpacking.

“What is all this, anyway?”

She didn’t really expect an answer, not when she had been so bluntly denied one before. Maybe it was the uneasy atmosphere that made Gaster feel the need to trust her, or maybe he hadn’t wanted to say anything in front of the others at the camp. Either way, he answered. “Trap.” Undyne had to strain to hear the murmur of the Royal Scientist’s voice. “Catch one. Study it. Find a cure.”

“…Oh.”

With that, Gaster left her to keep watch, and began assisting his assistants in assembling the trap. 

It was probably much more complicated, but from what Undyne could tell, it looked like it was a set of steel panels, laid into the ground. When a monster, preferably a Corrupt one, stepped on the pressure plate at the center, the panels folded upwards, trapping the monster in a box. 

Yeah. It had to be more complicated than that. The Corrupt would never fall for that, and on the off chance that one did fall for it, a metal box wouldn’t hold them in. 

Admittedly, by the time the scientists were done, Undyne couldn’t see the trap at all. Had she not seen them setting it up, she wouldn’t have known it was there at all.

“Alright,” she quietly hissed, nervousness making her scales itch, “now let’s get outta here.”

Gaster nodded. “Agreed. Better that we’re not here when they come.”

They set off, as quickly and quietly as the could, heading for safer territory. 

They got back to the camp without incident. The daylight simulating crystals were dimming into twilight, so Gaster stayed the night there. He set off for home first thing in the morning, and arrived by ferry in Hotland later that afternoon, and made it to Toriel’s house in New Home by fiveish. 

He had barely knocked on the door once before it was flung open and Papyrus, small as he was, tackled Gaster to the ground in a hug. 

Dazed from the fall as well as the sheer speed of things, it took Gaster a minute to realize that the weight on his chest was Papyrus, and the nearly bone-cracking pressure around his ribs was Papyrus’s arms. 

Once he did figure it out, he wrapped his arms around Papyrus, returning the hug. And for a minute, he just lay on the ground, happily cradling his son in his arms. 

~o0o~
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6 ~ Authority Issues

It was weeks before anything happened. And while Gaster could be very patient when he could see the results in-the-making, with something like this, he got very agitated with having no idea what was happening.

He was in the lab that evening. He had told Papyrus that he was working on something big, and might occasionally forget to watch the clock to meet Papyrus at home. 

“Come on!” He Snarled in Hands, as he was prone to revert to when too irritated to speak properly in the Common Language. “It’s not that hard! They just have to step on the thing and it triggers the thing!! That looked like a well-trafficked area, and we hid it perfectly. One of them has to have walked by there by now.”

“Have you considered, Sir,” one of the braver of his four assistants spoke up after taking a minute to translate Hands to Common, “that maybe the signal device is broken?”

Gaster walked over to the workbench in that particular lab, and picked up a device that could have easily been a cellphone. After a few minutes of jabbing at the buttons, he gave a roar of impatient irritation. “It says it’s connected! It says the trap is fully functional and has not been triggered!” He just about chucked the small device across the lab with his wild gesturing. He continued, his voice and gestures becoming much to quick and frustrated for any of his assistants to understand. Speaking in Hands was, after all, a second language to them.

On the other hand, Papyrus, who had just walked into the room carrying dinner, as Gaster had long since forgotten what time it was as well as not eaten at all that day, had a quite fluent understanding of Hands, having been raised learning it. 

After setting down the plate with some vaguely food-looking objects on it, he asked in Hands, “What’s going on, Dad?”

Gaster hesitated, frustration replaced by a touch of anxiety. He had not told Papyrus about the trap; he hadn’t wanted him to worry.

“Ahh— … Nothing you need to worry about, Papyrus. Just— … A project of mine isn’t working as well as I-”

At that moment, the device in his hand started beeping loudly and incessantly, as well as started vibrating. 

For a moment, everyone just stood, looking at the small transmitter in Gaster’s hands.

Then Gaster’s scarred face split into the widest grin it had since Sans died. 

“Come now! No time to waste!” Now he was simply too excited to speak in Common. “The trap’s been sprung! We have work to do! To the King!”

“Trap?” Papyrus wondered out loud. “Wait- what-” 

He found himself suddenly swept up in Gaster’s arms as he moved out the door and down the hall. “Papyrus, you’re going to have to stay with Queen Toriel for a little while again. But don’t worry, I’ll only be gone for a few days, and it will all be worth it! We shall be that much closer to ending the war.”

“But Dad, I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

Gaster just laughed. “We’re getting a fighting chance.”

Papyrus decided he was happy to see his dad happy, and Gaster would tell him eventually if it was important. 

So Gaster and his assistants headed off to New Home to talk to Asgore, while Papyrus was again left under the Queen’s care.

~o0o~

Oowww…

What…?

Where…?

Where am I? What happened? Why— why is it so dark?

…I can… Magic…

… That’s a little better. I can see now. But…

A box…?

I’m…

Stuck? Trapped?

… My head hurts. Not good.

Have to get out. Now. 

Attack. Attack the walls. Break them. Break the ceiling. Break something!

Have to get out.

~o0o~

The Royal Scientist startled Asgore quite badly when he burst into the throne room, shouting and gesturing incomprehensibly excitedly. Asgore, never having been too fluent in the tall skeleton’s language in the first place, couldn’t make head nor tails of what was being said.

“Calm down, my friend.” Asgore set a hand on the slender shoulder of his Royal Scientist. “I cannot understand you when you Speak in Hands, much less when you do it so fast.”

Asgore didn’t have to know Hands to understand that Gaster’s next words were a flurry of frustrated profanities. 

Finally, the Royal Scientist calmed down to speak in Common. Mostly. He fluctuated between Common and Hands. “Your Majesty, you have to authorize ✌️️☠️ 👈✠︎🚩👈👎✋❄️✋🏴☠️ into Waterfall now! It worked, I got it ✝️🏴☀️😐✋☠️👆✏️✏️ If we can get out there ☠️🏴✝️, I can start research ✝️✋❄️👇✋☠️ the week, and finally start on a cure! But we have to hurry, I don’t know if the trap can 👇🏴😟👎  ✋❄️ for long!”

Gaster stopped speaking, staring at Asgore enthusiastically with a wide, excited grin. Asgore frowned, a bit confused. Taking what was in Common and piecing it together, he began to get the idea.

“So… you set up a trap in Waterfall…”

“✡️👈💧✏️✏️  ✌️️☠️👎 ✋❄️ ✝️✌️️💧 💧🚩☀️✝️☠️👆✏️✏️”

Asgore continued as if Gaster hadn’t interrupted. “…Even though I told you not to go out…”

“✡️👈💧📫 👌✝❄ ✋❄ ✝🏴☀️😐👈👎✏️✏️”

“And now… you want me to let you go out to it again?”

“✡️👈💧📫 👌👈👍✌️️✝️💧👈 ✋❄ ✝️🏴☀️😐👈👎✏️✏️” Gaster Spoke. Then he realized the king probably had not understood, so he repeated himself, carefully keeping to Common. “Yes, because it worked! I caught one, the trap was sprung!”

Asgore was silent for a minute. Then, “Doctor Gaster, we have spoken about this. As much as I appreciate that you want to get work done, I cannot congratulate you for disobeying my order, nor can I allow you to return to Waterfall. As my Royal Scientist, if you were to be lost in hostile territory, we would be losing, quite honestly, the most valuable mind we have.”

While Gaster did enjoy being called smart, he ignored the compliment, instead trying to convince the king.

Asgore cut him off before he even began. “No, Doctor. It is simply too dangerous. Why not let me send out a troop to retrieve the Corrupt?”

“Why—?!” Gaster spluttered indignantly. “👌👈👍✌️️✝️💧👈 ❄️👇👈✡️ ✝️🏴✝️😟👎 💣👈💧💧 👈✝️👈☀️✡️❄️👇✋☠️👆 ✝️🚩📫 ❄️👇👈❄️🕯💧 ✝️👇✡️📫  ✡️🏴✝️ 🏴😟👎  👉🏴🏴😟✏️”

Asgore just gave a befuddled frown as Gaster spewed out insults and angry remarks the king couldn’t understand. 

Eventually, he stopped. Silent, but still seething, he glared at the king. No doubt, the hand gestures he was silently making were also insults. 

Finally, after a moment of the two staring at each other, Gaster snarled “Fine.” and stalked out the door. 

Asgore had the sneaking suspicion, though, that Gaster was going to try anyway. So Asgore was going to send a message to Commander Undyne…

~o0o~

Not… Not working.

Walls aren’t even dented. 

… So tired…

Have to get out. Keep going. 

Magic’s running dry fast. Faster than it should be.

Exhausting.

Have to get out. Keep trying.

Magic shouldn’t be going this fast. 

Something in the air, maybe? 

Hold my breath. 

No. Too late for that. Just makes me dizzy.

Well.

Dizzier. 

So tired. 

N-

No! 

No! I’m stronger than this! Enough-!

… enough…

~o0o~

Undyne growled internally when she saw the Royal Scientist striding into camp, smug expression on his face. She had just received a message from King Asgore saying that he had not allowed the Royal Scientist to set up the trap in the first place, and he was not allowed to go retrieve it either.

Her irritation grew when he sauntered straight up to her. 

“Commander Undyne.” He greeted her smugly. “I am requiring your aide in retrieving my trap, which has been successfully sprung. A small troop of soldiers for defense is all that will be required, including yourself, if you so desire.”

“Hang on now.” She growled. “I can’t just send something like this out. This time, I’m going to require authorization from the king before I just let you go out-”

“Already taken care of. This is on the king’s orders, Commander.” He pulled from the pocket of his long, black lab coat an envelope, sealed with the royal seal. 

Undyne accepted the envelope and broke the seal. The documents inside did indeed appear to be official orders… there was even the king’s signature, which he never gave unless something was really important. It seemed strange, though. He had just said that Dr. Gaster was not to go out into the battlefield, and yet, here was an official order from the king, allowing him to do just that. 

They really did look official, though.

Not one to disobey a direct order from the king, Undyne shrugged. “Well alright, then. Give me a minute to get some people ready, and we can head off.”

~o0o~

I… I’m… I’m so… tired. 

It’s hard.. to think…

G- … gotta… get up. … get out.

… They’ll come… eventually… check the trap… can’t… escape… once… they take… me… wherever…

But… 

Can’t… get out…. here…

Wait… Rest… until… open…

Then…

Attack…

Attack them…

Kill them…

Kill all of them…

Their dust… will cover… the ground…

When… they find me here…

Kill them…

…Until… Then…

…So…

…Tired…



~o0o~

The expedition met with a few Corrupters, but nothing Undyne’s group couldn’t handle.

And the trap was, apparently, just a big box. Gaster explained that the insides of the panels were coated with a powerful chemical that suppressed a monster’s Magic when they were surrounded by it. The amount of the stuff on the inside of the box was enough to make even a bossmonster pass out eventually, and the walls strong enough that it probably would be able to contain a bossmonster for long enough for the chemical to take full effect.

So the box would be transported back to Gaster’s lab, where he would put the Corrupter in his specially-made containment cell.

And then, he could find a cure.

~o0o~

… Whhhnnnghhh…

… m … vmnt… 

…guhhh… guh… t…

…Hhhh… pp…

…nnnngh…

~o0o~

The box was successfully transported to the lab. 

Papyrus was also told not to come down to the tenth floor, just in case something happened. 

Finally, though, Gaster had his test subject. 

Finally, he was going to find a cure to the Corruption.

…Just as soon as he figured out how to open this blasted box!

§
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7 ~ Corrupt

While Papyrus was quite curious about what had been in that big box, as well as why he wasn’t supposed to go into the lab right now, he was a good monster, and kept this all to himself. He didn’t try to sneak into the lab, or try to slip information from Gaster’s assistants. He was going to stay on the straight and narrow. He was going to do the right thing.

If it was something important, Gaster would tell him. He wouldn’t go snooping.

It was very hard, though. Gaster continued to come home later and later in the night, sometimes not even stopping for food before going to bed. Sometimes not even making it to bed, just collapsing on the couch. 

So it was very hard for Papyrus to wait to find out what was so pressing that kept his father was so busy. 

Especially because the more time passed since then, the more tired and frustrated Gaster seemed to get. Whatever he was working on, it wasn’t going well. 

Papyrus wanted to help his dad, but he couldn’t do that too well if he didn’t know what the problem was. So he resolved just to be there for his dad, take care of him as best he could.

Papyrus would have dinner ready before Gaster got home, and make sure he ate even just a little before he collapsed. Papyrus kept the house clean and did all the chores. Papyrus always made breakfast for Gaster, and left it waiting for him when he left for school. 

On one of the nights that Gaster didn’t immediately fall asleep after eating, he remarked on this.

“You know, Papyrus, I really appreciate everything you’re doing. I know it can’t be easy, doing all the cooking and the cleaning, but you’re doing a great job. And I know I haven’t… really been around much, but you keep pushing on and getting everything done. I’m sure this house would fall apart without you. I’m real proud of you, Papyrus.”

Papyrus had stopped what he was doing, (cleaning the dishes) and looked over at his dad. “You… you mean it?” 

Gaster stood from the table and walked over to Papyrus. “With every ounce of Magic in my body. And that is a rather formidable amount.”

Papyrus grinned at his father as he knelt down beside him.

“And I’m sorry, Papyrus. I’m so, so sorry I haven’t been around.”

“It’s alright, Dad! You’re working, and your work is very important to the Underground! Even though I don’t exactly know… what you’re doing.”

Gaster leaned forward and wrapped Papyrus in a hug. “Papyrus… I’m so glad you’re my son. I- … I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

Papyrus slipped his arms around Gaster and let his skull rest on his shoulder. “Neither do I, but that’s okay, because you do have me, so you don’t have to worry.”

~o0o~

Papyrus did go down into the labs eventually. He wasn’t intentionally breaking the rules. He was concerned. 

He had fallen asleep on the couch, waiting for Gaster to get home that night. And when he woke, he was still on the couch. It was mid-morning on a Sunday, and there was no evidence that Gaster had ever even been home. 

That meant he probably hadn’t eaten in over twenty four hours.

So when Papyrus headed into the lab, it wasn’t because he was snooping, or sneaking, or spying, or anything along those lines. He was going because he didn’t know if his dad had eaten recently, and he was concerned. He was going to go get Gaster, and make him come home for lunch. 

In his concern, he had totally forgotten that he wasn’t supposed to be going into the lab right now. So he stepped out of the elevator, walked down the hall, and pushed open the door to his father’s lab.

And then he stopped and sucked in a breath.

That.

Couldn’t.

Be.

Possible. 

It just couldn’t. 

It was Sans.

Unconscious, due to the drugs no doubt being administered through the mask pulled over his nose and jaw, and strapped down to the operating table, but Sans nonetheless. 

There was no mistaking it.

Papyrus let out a strangled sound, feeling nothing but shock. 

Sans. Sans was alive. In front of him. 

Sans. 

And then something was in front of him, blocking his view.

Papyrus! What are you doing down here?

Papyrus couldn’t talk. His breathing came in short, sharp gasps.

Papyrus, are you alright? Papyrus? Papyrus?!

He was shaking now. Sans was alive. He was there! 

Papyrus barely noticed as he was lifted and carried away, down the hall, back to the elevator.

Sans was alive. 

That—

But he was dead! Papyrus had seen his dust! He had been at Sans’ funeral! He was wearing the jacket Sans never took off!

He was in Dad’s lab. Where Papyrus wasn’t supposed to be going. 

His shock took on a sort of betrayed hurt.

Why—

Why had his dad—

—Kept that from him?

That his brother was alive?

It didn’t- 

He couldn’t-

Didn’t—

—make—

—sense—

—Sans—

—Sans—

—alive—

—Papyrus! Calm down! Calm down. It’s alright. Calm down. Shhh, it‘s alright. It’s okay, I’m right here. Calm down, just breathe.”

He was in Gaster’s arms. Shaking, gasping. 

“Shhh,” Gaster was rubbing his back. “It’s okay. Everything’s going to be all right. You’re okay.”

“D-Dad-” Papyrus whimpered. They were in their house, in the kitchen. 

“Yeah. It’s all right, Papyrus. I’m right here.”

“D-Dad, wh-why—”

“Shh. Just calm down. I’ll explain everything, just calm down.”

Still gasping a bit, Papyrus nodded, and buried his face against Gaster’s sweater.

In the time it took for him to calm down completely, Gaster got a glass of water and carried both it and Papyrus into the living room. When Papyrus slowly looked up, Gaster had sat down on the couch.

He offered Papyrus the glass. Papyrus took it and slowly sipped at the water. 

Finally, Papyrus looked up at his father. “… H-how…?”

Gaster blew out a slow breath. “I- … I don’t know, Papyrus. I honestly don’t know. I believed just as much as you did that he was dead… and then the trap I set got sprung, and he was inside…”

“Trap… s-so that’s what…” Papyrus looked down and gripped the glass tightly. The slightly hurt feeling that his Dad apparently didn’t trust him much came back. 

“Yes.” Gaster nodded. “That’s what I was doing while you were with Queen Toriel.”

Papyrus was silent for a minute. Then, slowly, “… Why… why didn’t… why didn’t you tell me?” His voice was full of desperation. 

Gaster was quiet for a long time before speaking. “… Because I didn’t want you to get even more hurt.  Papyrus, the only thing in my entire life that’s hurt me as much as Sans dying was seeing how much Sans dying hurt you. And… and I thought, ‘hasn’t he been through enough? Isn’t it enough that his brother died?’ Because, Papyrus… That monster in my lab… he’s… Sans is back, Papyrus, but he’s one of the Corrupt. He’s not the monster we knew. He would kill us all without hesitation. So I… I didn’t want to tell you, because I couldn’t bear the thought of what it would do to you. I- … Please, Papyrus. Please understand. I didn’t want to hurt you-”

Papyrus looked up. Gaster’s eyesockets were brimming with tears. 

Papyrus leaned over and set the glass on the end table next to the couch. Then he nuzzled against his dad’s side, wrapping his arms around Gaster, all traces of any negativity towards Gaster vanishing. “I- … Its okay, Dad. I… I think understand. It’s okay.” Gaster hugged him tightly, and Papyrus looked up at him. “Just- … were… were you going to tell me? Eventually?”

Gaster let out a sort of strangled chuckle. “Of course, Papyrus…! I wanted to find a cure, first, though… so that… when I did tell you… he was already… Sans again, I guess. It’s just taking me… a lot longer than I had hoped.”

“Oh…” Papyrus leaned back against Gaster. For a while, he stayed like that, listening to the rhythmic beat of Gaster’s Soul. It was calming. It gave him the courage for his next question.

“Can… Can I talk to him?”

Gaster stiffened and sucked in a sharp breath. “I- I’m not sure that’s a good idea, Papyrus. He- … he won’t be nice to you. He’ll be pretty cruel. Very cruel, in fact.”

“…Please? I…” Papyrus trailed off. “… Please…?” He repeated. 

Gaster looked like he was in agony. “Papyrus… he’s… he won’t love you. I don’t want him to hurt you, which he will try his hardest to do. His Soul is Corrupt.”

“I… I know. I understand. But… he’s still my brother. I… I want to talk to him. Please.”

Gaster sighed, shoulders slumping. “… Maybe. But I still don’t think it’s a good idea.”  

Papyrus was silent. He would talk to Sans eventually, he was sure. But he could tell that his dad was already very distraught over the whole thing, so he decided he would let it rest for now. 

~o0o~

Days passed. Papyrus occasionally subtly hinted that he still wanted to talk to Sans, and Gaster subtly hinted back that he still thought that was a bad idea. 

Eventually, though, he relented. 

“You’re sure, Papyrus?” He sighed one day, after more of Papyrus’s subtle hinting. 

“Yes. I’m sure.”

“… Alright. Fine. Come with me.”

Papyrus let out a happy NYEH-HEH-HEH!! and triumphantly followed his father to the lab.

On the elevator ride, though, his victorious attitude started to slip away.

He was nervous. Gaster had made it very clear that Sans was not the monster he used to be. He was not Papyrus’s friend. He was an enemy who would kill them all, given the chance. 

Papyrus was a little afraid to see what his brother had turned into. 

Quietly, the pair walked down the hall towards Gaster’s lab, and entered.

Papyrus first looked to the operating table where he had seen Sans. It was empty, of course. So he turned to the containment cell. With a flare of hope and excitement, Papyrus saw Sans was there.

Since the last time Papyrus had been there, or, at least, actually looked at the containment cell, a cot had been moved into the cell, up against the wall in one corner. Sans was laying on his back on it, with his feet lifted against the wall, like he was sitting on the wall. His hands were resting on his chest, and the only sign he was alive was the tapping of the fingers of his right hand. He was wearing gym shorts and a grey teeshirt, and a considerably more purpley jacket than the one Papyrus had was folded beneath his skull like a pillow.

Papyrus felt a spark of joy in his chest, and struggled to keep it contained. He had been told again and again that Sans was not going to be as happy to see him as he was. 

“Sans.” Gaster said as they walked in.

Sans didn’t respond, just kept tapping his fingers against his ribs.

“Sans.” Gaster repeated. “Get up.”

Sans stopped tapping. “… why?” 

Papyrus flinched. That was Sans’ voice, alright, but there was a hard undertone he had never heard before. It scared him. 

“Because there’s someone here to see you.”

Sans didn’t move for a moment. No one did. Then, his curiosity must have gotten the better of him. He reached up and pulled his jacket away from his skull, and scooted back a little so his head hung over the edge of the cot. Then he opened his eyes.

Papyrus took a shuddery breath. The white orb of Sans’ left pupil was covered in a delicate web of cracks. 

For a moment, Papyrus stared at his upside-down brother, and Sans stared back. Then Sans looked to Gaster with a frown.

“if you’re thinking that you’re gonna get me to ‘open up’ to him because he’s my brother, you’re thinking wrong.” Again, Papyrus shivered at the harshness of Sans’ voice. 

“On the contrary. I was actually against letting him talk to you. He’s the one who wanted it.”

The ridge of Sans’ brow raised, or lowered rather, as he was still upside down, unimpressed. “you’re gonna have’ta do better than that, gaster.”

Papyrus swallowed nervously, flinching at Sans’ use of their father’s name. “H-he’s right. He didn’t even want me to know you were down here. I- … I wanted to talk to you.” Papyrus took a step towards the glass wall of the cell. 

For a moment, Sans looked confused, or maybe irritated. Then, he started laughing. His laughter was hard and bitter. It was a sound Papyrus never would have wanted to hear from anyone, much less his brother, and he hoped to never hear again. “of course you did.”

Papyrus frowned. “What does that mean?”

“you’re a naive little idiot is what it means.” Sans sat up and turned around to look at Papyrus. “you think you can ‘talk to me,’ and everything will be alright. that you just have’ta convince me that i’m a good person, an’ everything’ll be fine… despite what the doctor has no doubt told you.”

Papyrus felt a small part of him break. It was true. Even though Gaster had told him numerous times that it wouldn’t work, he had still hoped he could convince Sans that he was still a good person. To have his plan laid bare in front of him nearly crushed that hope. 

Nearly. It was still there, however damaged and beaten, and Papyrus refused to give up on it. 

Frowning, he walked until he was standing right up against the glass, ignoring Gaster’s muttered protest. “You may believe that, but I don’t. You are a good person, Sans, even if you don’t think so.”

For a moment, Sans just looked at him, grinning blankly as always, then his grin turned cruel. “you really think that, don’t you? hah. what a joke. there’s a reason the corrupt are called the corrupt, pap.” The way he said the nickname made it quite clear that he did not mean it in an endearing way. “we don’t even have souls.”

Papyrus’s frown became confused. The Corrupt were always portrayed as having nearly-black-purple Souls. Corrupt Souls. Papyrus started to mention this. “But… what about…”

Sans understood before he had finished, and snickered. “what i have is the polar opposite of a soul. an ‘anti-‘soul, if you will. every ounce of love and joy i’d feel is replaced with sadistic hate.”

For a minute, papyrus just stared, shocked, at his brother. Then his shock changed to pity and sorrow. Just looking at his brother seemed evidence enough of that. The way he was smiling coldly at Papyrus. The way he didn’t call his own father ‘dad’ anymore. He really believed it.

Papyrus didn’t, though. With as much determination as he could muster, he said, “No. I don’t believe you. I can feel it. The glimmer of a good person. The memory of someone who once wanted to do the right thing. And I’m going to find it.”

It was Sans turn to looked shocked, and Papyrus could almost feel the surprise emanating from his father somewhere behind him. 

Finally, Sans’ expression turned into the familiar “well, okay then.” look he sometimes got when Papyrus insisted on something rather stubbornly. He shrugged. “if ya insist. who’m i to keep an enemy from goin’ down a dead-end path?”

Then, without another word, he lay back down, set his feet back against the wall, and slipped his bundled-up jacket back beneath his skull. Then he closed his eyes and started tapping his fingers against his ribs again. Any attempts Papyrus made to talk to him again were either ignored or met with an apathetic “whatever you say, pap.”

It was clear he would get no farther with Sans. Not right now. So he resigned himself to sitting on the floor with his back against the glass wall, watching as Gaster eventually sat at his workbench/desk to work on something or other. 

He was aware of Sans’ lack of movement aside from his fingers, and aware of Gaster’s occasional worried glance at him. But time hardly seemed to pass at all before Gaster stood and motioned for him to come. “Come on, Papyrus. It’s getting late. We should go home.”

Papyrus nodded slowly and stood. He followed Gaster to the door. Before leaving, though, he turned back to Sans, who was still lying in the same position. 

“Goodnight, Sans.”

Sans twisted to look at Papyrus. He had that cold grin on his face. “sweet dreams, bro.” His voice made it quite clear that he hoped Papyrus had paralyzingly fearful nightmares. 

Papyrus ignored that, though. “You too, Sans. You too.”
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8 ~ I’m Trying to Help You

The day after talking to Sans, a Tuesday, Papyrus got up in the morning, got dressed, made breakfast, same as usual. He packed his lunch in his backpack,  made sure again that he had not forgotten his homework, and left for school. 

Papyrus did not like the conveyor belts that were used for transportation throughout Hotland, but he had to admit that they were a quite fast method of travel. He was entering New Home within a matter of minutes.

The quickness, thankfully, didn’t give him the time to think much about Sans. 

From there, it was only a matter of finding his way through the twist of New Home’s streets. Papyrus was a fairly popular monster in New Home. Whether that was because everyone just liked him for the monster he was, or because he was the son of the Royal Scientist and brother of Commander Sans, or because of a mix of both reasons, it really didn’t matter. Whichever it was, it made it relatively safe for him to travel alone through New Home, and he made his way quickly and easily through New Home to the school.

The school was a small building, squeezed between two other buildings of New Home. Papyrus arrived there just as Queen Toriel— Ms. Toriel, as the class called her— was unlocking the door. Frisk was at her side.

The human smiled when they saw Papyrus walking as briskly as his short legs would carry him. They tugged gently on Toriel’s sleeve, and she turned to look.

“Oh! Good morning, Papyrus. How are you?”

“I-” Papyrus hesitated. He wanted to tell them about Sans, but…

If the people learn that their greatest hero was made into one of the Corrupt, they will lose even more hope than learning he was dead. Hope, Papyrus, is not something we can afford to take from our soldiers.

… But Gaster had impressed upon him the extreme importance of not telling anyone about Sans.

“I’m good.” Papyrus stuffed down his desire to talk, and smiled just a little.

Frisk smiled back.

And from there, Papyrus managed to push Sans from his mind for the time being, and the day proceeded as usual.

~o0o~

When Papyrus got home, he immediately went to the lab, taking his homework along to do there. 

He found Gaster at his workbench, doing something with several vials of chemicals, one of which appeared to be filled with the dark purple of Corrupt Magic. Sans was passed out on the cot, possibly sleeping off the effect of some drug Gaster had given him.

One thing Papyrus noticed with some curiosity was that Sans was wearing his purpley-blue jacket, and there was some sort of badge on the shoulder. It looked like a sort of dull yellow colored shield, outlined in black, with a black Soul set in the middle. A dark lizard-like, possibly draconian creature was curled around the side of the shield. Papyrus made a note to ask his brother about it when he was awake.

In the meantime, he found a mostly clear spot on Gaster’s workbench, and started on his homework.

~o0o~

Sans woke slowly, amid much groaning. His head hurt. 

After muttering a variety of curses in the Corrupt language, he sat up.

“hey. gaster. what did you give me and why is it making my head hurt so much?” Sans spoke briskly and authoritatively his tone commanding and demanding an answer.

Gaster looked up from whatever he was helping Papyrus with. Homework, Sans supposed.

“Is it making your head hurt? That’s interesting. It’s not supposed to do that. Maybe it has an adverse reaction to Corrupt Magic?”

Sans glared at Gaster. “i honestly don’t really care to find out, especially if it involves using drugs on me.”

Papyrus walked over and set a hand against the glass wall. “Are… are you alright?”

Sans turned his scathing gaze onto the smaller skeleton. “well, let’s see here. my own dad now not only is knocking me out to study my soul, but is potentially going to knock me out just to see how a drug affects me. i’m stuck in this— this fishtank, and whatever-it-is is dampening my magic to the point where i can’t even summon half of an attack. on top of that, this fishtank is maintained by an enemy force. i also have a headache. oh, and don’t forget that now i have to deal with stupid questions from a naive little idiot who thinks asking stupid questions will help me. so no, i am not alright.”

Papyrus blinked, and Sans closed his eyes and smirked internally. He’s having trouble processing all that. Good. The satisfaction lessened the pounding in his head just a little. 

“What-…” Sans noted with satisfaction the way Papyrus flinched when Sans snapped his gaze back to him. Sans quietly hoped that that would be enough to deter whatever stupid question that was about to leave Papyrus’s mouth.

It wasn’t, unfortunately. “What about your eye?”

Sans blinked. “what about my eye?”

“Doesn’t it… hurt? All cracked like that?”

For a moment, Sans just stared. Memories rose in the back of his mind. Terror. Fear. This was it, he was going to die. No, you wish for death, but you will not get it. Every bone felt like it was splintering. There was an enormous, agonizing pressure on his left eye. Now you begin to understand what pain is. Never going to see his family again…

“… no. it doesn’t hurt.” Not anymore, at least.

“Oh… Well, that’s good, I guess!” Papyrus grinned at him. Sans just glared, his headache returning, full force. 

He growled and pulled the hood of his jacket low over his eyes, flopping down on the cot, facing the wall, his back to Papyrus.

“Okay. Well, I still have homework to do.”

So go do it! Sans screamed silently. Stop bothering me. 

Thankfully, Papyrus seemed to get the message that he was not wanted, and didn’t talk anymore.

Well.

Not for a while, at least.

Sans stayed curled up like that for a while, his headache slowly diminishing. And eventually, despite the clear indication that Sans did not want to talk to him, Papyrus asked another question.

“Hey, Sans?”

Sans growled, but otherwise didn’t respond. 

Unfortunately, Papyrus took that as a sign to continue. “What’s that symbol on your jacket?”

Sans debated. He could tell Papyrus how it was the insignia of the Corrupt Army, how it would one day symbolize the ruler of the entire Underground, the entire world…

Or, he could just grunt.

He went with the latter option.

Gaster supplied the requested information to Papyrus, while Sans steadfastly ignored them.

It had to have been a few hours before anything else happened. Luckily, boredom was never a thing Sans had to deal with. He found that his mind worked best in that fine state where the body is still and the mind is in the crystal-clear calm of the verge of sleep. And getting into this state took time, which meant that Sans always had something to do instead of being bored. 

He was just reaching this calm, blissful existence and beginning to sort through a number of inklings of escape plans, when he was jolted out of his reprieve by Papyrus’s voice.

“Sans?”

Sans growled. How he had ever loved this irritating idiot, he couldn’t fathom. Rolling over to glare at Papyrus, he practically shouted. “what?! can you not see that i have a headache and am in no mood to talk? are you always going to bother me with your questions?”

Papyrus hardly missed a beat, though, and smiled as if Sans had given him a warm and friendly greeting. “Oh! Well, if you don’t want to talk, that’s okay. Dad just sent back me down here to see if you wanted anything for dinner. Do you want anything for dinner?”

Sans noticed that the pair had apparently left the room at some point, and he hadn’t noticed. He also was rather irked that, despite his efforts, Papyrus still seemed to think of him as the same loving, caring brother he used to be.

Still. Normally, Sans was just given one meal at the beginning of the day, and that was more than enough to sustain him. But dinner would be a welcome treat, and Sans suspected that it was more Papyrus had convinced Gaster to let him ask Sans about dinner. 

So, finally, Sans let his shoulders slump and he sighed. “… fine. i’ll have dinner.”

Papyrus let out a happy NYEH-HEH-HEH!! which made Sans regret his choice even more. 

After assuring Sans that he would be back soon with dinner (Sans didn’t doubt it,) Papyrus raced away, still smiling and laughing. With a groan, Sans flopped back down and pulled his hood as low over his face as it would go.

~o0o~

Dinner wasn’t actually all that bad. It wasn’t especially great, what with being toaster waffles since neither Gaster nor Papyrus had remembered the time early enough to cook a proper dinner. 

Still. It wasn’t bad. 

The bad part was where Gaster hadn’t allowed Papyrus to give Sans his dinner himself, whereupon Sans made a comment about how he wouldn’t have the time to strangle Papyrus to death before Gaster stopped him, since his Magic was being dampened and he couldn’t just attack. Gaster had taken the suggestion of Papyrus’s strangulation and death in general at Sans’ hands rather seriously, however, and kept his guard up quite high even though there was no plausible way Sans could possibly get out of the cell and attack them.

Not that he didn’t daydream about it.

He would have loved to wrap his hands around Papyrus’s neck, feel the vertebrae crunch in his grip… Or maybe just snap off Papyrus’s skull. That would work, too. 

Whatever it would take to stop him from being so nice to Sans.

It wasn’t that Sans didn’t take advantage of every kindness Papyrus had to offer. It was more that Papyrus still, still thought of him as a friend. Even after days and days of Sans’ insults, even threats. And they weren’t hollow threats, either. Given the opportunity, Sans would break Papyrus’s neck. He was pretty sure Papyrus knew this, too, but the small skeleton spent every possible second in the lab, talking to Sans when Sans would respond, or just sitting there if he wouldn’t. 

And he didn’t leave when Gaster put Sans under anesthetics to do… whatever it was he thought might “cure” Sans. He stayed the whole time and waited for Sans to wake up. 

And then, of course, he had to kindly ask how Sans felt, like some kind of blasted psychiatrist. 

And Sans always responded with the same “stuck in a fishtank” spiel. And Sans told Papyrus how idiotic and naive he was every opportunity possible.

Again, though, it wasn’t without it’s benefits. Dinner became a regular thing, for starters, and more food meant more energy, perhaps enough to summon an attack or two eventually. And if Sans mentioned that a particular anesthetic left him feeling a certain way, then he would notice that Gaster would use that particular drug somewhat less, at Papyrus’s insistence. So yes, Sans took advantage of Papyrus’s naivety.

Sans made the best of his situation as he could. He would get out of there, and when he did…

There’d be hell to pay.

~o0o~

Today was a particularly irritating day for Sans, and the fact that Papyrus was at school at the moment only made it slightly less so. 

Gaster had somehow concocted an experiment that involved Sans still being fully awake and aware throughout it. Of course, he didn’t know this until it was far too late to protest. 

And now he was on his back, shirtless and strapped down to the operating table, a wide array of sensors, wires, and IVs hooked up not only to his bones, but also directly to his dark antiSoul. There were also a copious number of them concentrated around his left eyesocket.

That, at least, was a small blessing. Sans had not used any Magic since his capture, and Gaster had not yet figured out that his old Magic- the Magic he used to channel through his left eye- was just as broken as the eye itself. And his left eye, both in its normal state and Magic-focusing state, was quite broken. In its Magic appearance, it wasn’t just cracked but shattered, large gaps running between the larger fragments of it, with smaller slivers in between. Sure, he could hold enough Magic in it to make it glow, but he couldn’t do anything else with it besides summon one or two pathetically broken attacks that did less than 1 HP of damage. And besides, it gave him a horrible headache to use it.

No, now he channeled his stronger Magic through his right eye, which, when in use, lit up like his left had, except a deepest, darkest purple that seemed to repel the light instead of give it off.

As was a result of his old Pure Magic being broken, so were all his old attacks, such as the Gaster Blasters and bones and Blue Magic and shortcuts. He couldn’t use these. Now, though, he had a new arsenal of attacks at his fingertips— when his Magic wasn’t squashed down by whatever coated the walls of his fishtank. Firstly he had the basic two in every Corrupt monster’s array. There were the Corrupt tendrils of Magic he could summon and use similar to the the way the Corrupt Commander had vines. Secondly was this Aura of Corruption. It choked the air with a Corrupt presence and sent terror into the Souls of the Pure. It crushed hopes and dreams, and replaced them with despair and nightmares. And a weapon that destroyed the enemy psychologically was very useful. 

And then Sans had a number of attacks that came with the position of the Corrupt Army’s prize weapon, but these were used much less often.

Of course, he had been very careful while in captivity, and not even given the barest hint of his new attacks. He had tried, only once, to summon an attack in the very beginning of his imprisonment, and not one powerful enough to light his eye. When he realized that there was something dampening his Magic, he had given up for the time being, careful to keep the extent of his abilities secret.

But still, Gaster knew he had to have some sort of Magic. He was Corrupt, and the Corrupt do not tolerate weakness. 

So now he was strapped down to the table, fully conscious there for the first time since his capture.

“this is stupid.” He said, not for the first time. “you’re not gonna find anything you haven’t found already, not without my help.”

Gaster looked up from whatever he was holding - a clipboard or a tablet, Sans couldn’t quite see from this angle - and glanced at Sans. “I’ll be the judge of that, thank you very much.” He looked back at the thin, flat object in his hand and poked at it. Definitely a tablet, then. 

After a few more minutes, he looked back at Sans. “Can you summon an attack?”

Sans didn’t hesitate with his answer. “no. the fishtank has more or less left me powerless, and if that wasn’t enough, we both know these straps are magic-resistant.”

“Well, then, try to summon an attack.”

“no.” Sans gave Gaster a defiant glare with his refusal.

“Why not?”

“because that would be helping you.”

For a moment, Gaster just looked at Sans, a mixture of sorrow and pity on his cracked face. Then he turned away, set down the tablet, pulled the chair out from his workbench, and sat down beside the operating table, where Sans could see him considerably well.

“You know,” he said quietly, “that I’m trying to help you, right?”

Sans stared at him. “if you were trying to help me, you would let me go back to my army, and then you would let us win the war.”

Gaster shook his head sadly. “No. You misunderstand me. I’m not trying to help with the war. I’m not trying to help either side. I’m trying to help you.” He tapped Sans once lightly on the sternum for emphasis, the purple-antilight from Sans’ antiSoul casting his hand in strange shadows. “I just want my son back.”

For the barest fraction of a second, Sans fell for it.

Then he snapped back to reality. Scowling, he growled, “you just want me to tell you all my secrets. you only want my information about the corrupt army. you want me to tell you how they do it, how they corrupt the soul. you want me to give you everything you need to destroy my allies. you only want to win the war.”

Gaster looked… heartbroken. Hurt beyond measure.

Sans’ grin was cold and emotionless.

And then there was the sound of a door opening, and Papyrus asked “What’s going on?”

The pain slipped from Gaster’s face, and he smiled at Papyrus. “Oh. You know. Sans is being uncooperative, as usual.”

Papyrus’s face appeared in Sans’ view. He was smiling, as always. “Hi, Sans! You should listen to Dad! He’ll help you.”

Papyrus was looking at Sans, so he didn’t see the brief flash of pain that crossed Gaster’s face.

Sans did, though. “that” he said, letting the light fade from his eyesockets, “would not help my war.”
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9 ~ Sans is Patient

And so it continued. Papyrus would go to school on the weekdays, and immediately go to the lab when he got home. He did his homework there while Gaster did experiments, some on Sans and some not. Then, if Sans was awake, Papyrus would try to talk to him. Sometimes, Sans would ignore him. Sometimes, Sans would listen. And sometimes, Sans would talk back. 

Sometimes, Gaster had to tell Sans to stop talking. To stop using that kind of language, to stop describing the level of violence, to stop insulting Papyrus.

As far as Sans was concerned, what he said weren’t just insults, but also facts. Gaster still didn’t like it. 

And Papyrus still believed in his brother. He continued to insist that Sans was a good person, even if he didn’t believe it.

Sans continued to tell Papyrus he was a naive little idiot. He also continued to take advantage of that.

But he still could not find a way to escape. 

Not yet. He knew he would sooner or later.

And still, Papyrus was sure he could be good.

~o0o~

Papyrus was running, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his Magic too unfocused to form anything resembling an attack.

They were right behind him. If he stopped, he’d die. 

He could hear them, too. Harsh screeches in a language he didn’t know. Howls of adrenaline, their thrill in the chase. If he slowed down even just a fraction of a tiny bit, he felt their hot breath on the back of his neck. Their claws scraping at his heels. One of his shoes was torn off his foot. He didn’t have time to stop and mourn the loss, nor think about the sharp rocks that stuck up between the bones of his foot, pushing uncomfortably against his bones with each footfall. 

Where do you run to, little one? 

The voice sent a chill down his spine. 

You cannot escape. 

He stumbled. Fell. 

There is nowhere for you to go.

They were on him in an instant, ripping him apart, clawing their way to his Soul, beating wildly between his ribs. 

You are m͖͉̲ͥi̦͕̘͖̩͍n̹͖̙̺͕̿ͅe̤̮̬̝̖̞̩ͪͦͭ̄̐ͦ.

Papyrus sat up, gasping and choking. Or, he tried to. His sweat-soaked sheets were tangled so tightly around his limbs that he couldn’t really sit up.

It took a little while in his panicked state, but he eventually managed to disentangle himself and stagger out of bed. From there, still shaking and gasping with fear, he crept to the door of his room, flinching at every shadow and sound.

Papyrus started to open his door, and when it creaked loudly, he bolted in fear, running down the hall to his dad’s room. Gaster was sprawled out on his bed, sound asleep. Papyrus shook his shoulder, urgently whisper-shouting for him to wake up. But Gaster only just moaned and rolled over, too deeply asleep to be woken. Papyrus continued to whisper loudly for Gaster, his fear making the shadows seem to grow.

He was on the verge of a mental breakdown, when-

Sans! Sans always helps me with nightmares!

Without stopping to consider that going to Sans would not only mean leaving the house in the middle of the night, but also that he would be going into the lab alone, Papyrus ran out of Gaster’s room, down the hall, and out the door. 

He hadn’t put on any shoes, and the rough ground reminded him all the more of his nightmare. He ran faster. 

He lunged into the dark lobby of the lab, making the distance between home and lab in under four minutes. From there, he scrambled to the elevator and punched in the button for the tenth floor, along with the code that allowed him access to said floor.

The elevator ride was horrible. He felt exposed, just sitting there, waiting. And every lurch and clang and rumble convinced him something was clawing at the elevator box.

But eventually, it stopped moving, and the door slid open with a pleasant ding— but the door opened into another dark hallway. 

Papyrus ran. 

He scrambled down the hallway and into Gaster’s lab, hitting the light switch as he did so. 

In the containment cell on the cot, Sans was slowly propping himself up on his elbows, blinking in the sudden light. He looked a bit annoyed to have been woken up so early. “… whaddya want?” He growled tiredly at Papyrus.

“I-” Papyrus was trembling. “I h-had a nightmare, and y-you al-ways helped me w-when—”

He was cut off by Sans’ laughter. It was loud and sharp and rough, but it sounded like he legitimately thought something was funny. 

With the light, as well as the familiarity of Sans’ laugh, Papyrus calmed down a bit, enough to be curious. “Wh-what are you l-laughing about?”

“you!!” Sans snorted. “if i could get close enough, i could kill you. i could break every bone in your body, i could smash your skull in, i could take your soul and crush it with my bare hands. i want to kill you. still, every day, you come down here, and you aren’t scared at all, but one little nightmare, and you can hardly even—” Sans broke off, howling with laughter.

Papyrus thought about it. It was true. Sans was much stronger than any nightmare.

So Papyrus looked at Sans and grinned. “You’re right! Thank you, Sans! I knew you were good inside!”

Sans stopped laughing. He was still chuckling a little, though. “um. what?”

“You’re right!” Papyrus beamed. “I don’t need to worry about nightmares when you’re around! If I can be brave enough to talk to you all the time, nightmares are nothing! You helped me! Thank you!”

For a moment, they just stared at each other, Papyrus’s smile filled with happiness, Sans grinning blankly.



Then Papyrus remembered that it was a school night, and he really did have to get back to bed. So he thanked Sans again for helping him with his nightmare, and said goodnight.

~o0o~

Sans watched Papyrus leave, a mix of irritation and confusion making him blink. Or, maybe that was because his eyes were adjusting again to the darkness.

Regardless. 

What had just…

He played the scene over again in his head. 

He had been woken up. Papyrus was afraid. Laughing at how weak Papyrus was. Papyrus… took it as a compliment? Advice? Both? And said that Sans was good. 

Sans brooded on that. Papyrus was naive. He really was. Relying on Sans for help with a nightmare. Hah. Idiot.

… Relying on Sans…

As Sans lay back down, the edges of his grin rose.

Relying on Sans. 

There was the seed of a plan, beginning to grow in the back of his mind. It would take a long time, and he would have to go incredibly slow, as to not arouse suspicion. But if he could do it, he could not only escape, but also potentially kill Papyrus and Gaster in the process. Two- no, three birds with one stone. 

If he failed, if they noticed his plan, it could destroy him. 

But it wasn’t like he was doing his army any favors trapped in here. It wasn’t like he had much to lose, aside from time, which his plan would require anyway.

Sans closed his eyes, smile just about the biggest it had been since his capture.

He had a lot of work to do, and it was going to take a long time. Already, he had been here for several months, and it would take even longer than that on itself. This was going to require an incredible amount of patience. 

Good thing he had so much.

~o0o~

And yet, time went on for the Gaster family. Months passed, and the war continued to rage on. It would seem as though the Corrupt had all but overrun Waterfall, before Commander Undyne would lead a brutal strike against them and nearly flush them out of the cave system entirely, only for the process to repeat itself. 

Papyrus continued to go to school, come home, go to the lab. Gaster had little success in finding a cure, and unless Sans suddenly decided to be cooperative, he was just about stuck. 

Sans set his plan into motion

It was slow, and he had to be carefully subtle in the beginning. Nothing much, really. He just let the occasional opportunity for insulting Papyrus slip by in silence, or actually paid some vague attention to his little brother. And another month slipped by, and Sans didn’t glare quite as much. Another resulted in the occasional thoughtful, considerate response to something Papyrus had said. A few more and he wasn’t quite so dismissive of Gaster. 

In general, he was slowly allowing them to think they were having a good influence on him, that, deep down, he still was the son and brother they had lost, just as Papyrus had hoped. All the while, he was storing up his Magic, readying for his opportunity. 

Because he would have his opportunity. Eventually.



Papyrus’s eighth birthday came. Sans got cake. At one point he offhandedly made a remark that may have almost implied that, had he been able to, he would have gotten Papyrus a birthday present.

Another month. Sans made as if he actually cared about… things in general.

And Sans’ twentieth birthday came. Papyrus asked what he wanted. He shrugged and vaguely alluded to wanting to just leave the lab. 

It did occur to him at some point that outside the lab, the Underground, seemed almost like the unobtainable paradise that the Surface was said to be. While internally, this only steeled his resolve, he  used that to give himself a gloomy appearance. When asked, he told Papyrus, who, in turn, looked incredibly sad for him. 

After that, he occasionally heard Papyrus trying to convince Gaster to allow Sans outside, even just for a little while. Sort of like a reward, almost, for how nice he was being. 

But, as much as Gaster wanted his son back, he couldn’t quite believe yet that Sans wasn’t up to something. Sans had yet to let Gaster see his Magic. In turn, Gaster was still quite aware and often considered the fact that Sans was probably highly dangerous.

Sans noticed that, and realized he might need to do something about that, eventually.

For now, though, he continued conserving his energy, watching for his opportunity. 

He would get out. He would kill them. He would return to his army, victorious, white dust on his hands. Maybe a certain red scarf around his neck, the way a hunter wears his prey’s pelt like a trophy. 

The thought made Sans’ grin widen.

They would trust him. They had to, whether they believed he always was good, or still suspicious of his Corrupt antiSoul. They would trust him eventually, if he was nice. That was the nature of Pure Souls.

They would trust him, and that would give him… opportunities. 

Opportunities he would take advantage of.

It was only a matter of time, time and patience.
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10 ~ Papyrus is Brave

It had been a year since Papyrus had gotten his brother back. An entire year since the first time Sans had called Papyrus a naive idiot.

He didn’t do that so much anymore. He was nice. Not quite kind, he was still pretty rough and rude, but… he wasn’t exactly mean anymore. There weren’t so many of those cold grins, or dark glares. It was more that he was just gruff and didn’t sugar-coat anything. He said what he thought, regardless of whom it might offend. 

But, he wasn’t intentionally cruel, and Papyrus’s belief that he still was a good person inside only grew stronger. Sans was learning to love again, however slowly, and Papyrus was going to support Sans the entire way.

The first time Sans was actively helpful was a Thursday. 

Being a respectable eight year old now, Papyrus was enrolled in the second grade. And he was just now moving on from the addition and subtraction part of arithmetic to the multiplication and division side of things. 

He had been sent home with a worksheet of multiplication problems to complete, and, as usual, he was doing them in the lab, while Gaster toyed with whatever he was going to try on Sans next, and Sans sat on the cot in the cell. 

As Papyrus had only just learned how to multiply things, it was still a little confusing for him, and a particular problem, 6 X 8, had him quite stumped. So, he voiced his frustration with the problem. 

Sans looked up from whatever he had been doing with the zipper of his jacket (Papyrus’s best guess was that he was improvising some sort of music. It had actually sounded kind of nice, a fast, catchy tune.) and said to Papyrus, “aw, pap, that stuff’s not so hard. just think of it like… what if you had six boxes, each with eight crayons in it? how many crayons would you have?”

“Oh!” Papyrus said, thinking about crayons and crayonboxes. “That’s easy! I’d have forty eight crayons!”

“aaaand there ya go.” Sans nodded once, then went back to his instrumental jacket zipper. 

Papyrus scribbled down the answer on his paper, then realized what had just happened. 

Sans had gone out of his way unprompted, to assist Papyrus with his homework. 

Quietly, Papyrus grinned to himself, proud of his brother, and continued with his homework. 

~o0o~

Little did Papyrus know, Sans “help” had been a carefully calculated move. A year before he readily offered assistance. A few more months before he did again, and slowly more frequently beyond that, if his opportunity had not yet presented itself. 

And it would, he was sure. There had already been several instances that had been close, where he could have almost escaped, but he had let those pass by. They were just a little too unsure to go on, and besides, he had already put this much work into it, what was a little longer with the promise of his prisoners’ deaths?

It was nothing. Nothing when you took into account the reward.

The elimination of the Pure Royal Scientist, as well as his fledgling weapon. 

Because yes, sweet and naive as Papyrus was, he was still built to be a weapon, and with just a few tweaks, he could be out on the warfront within several years. 

So Sans would wait a bit longer, store up his Magic, and take out the pair when he escaped.

~o0o~

His opportunity did come, as he knew it would. It was a Saturday afternoon, and he had finally come up with a way to attack Gaster’s suspicion of his Magic.

Sans was standing at the edge of the weapons testing area. It had been over a year since he had stood there, he realized with a little excitement. He had told Gaster that he would show him why he didn’t want to use his Magic, but he had neglected to say which Magic, and as Gaster didn’t know about his Corrupt Magic, he had naturally assumed Sans meant the Magic he had always had. Just as Sans knew he would. 

So now they stood in the weapons testing area. Gaster was standing at Sans’ left, hand in his pocket. Sans had no doubt that it was wrapped around a syringe or something, filled with a sedative and ready to plunge into Sans’ antiSoul should he try anything.

At that moment, Sans hadn’t been going to try anything right then. He was more focused on the point of getting Gaster to stop asking about his Magic. 

So, Sans fed a bit of Magic into his broken left eye, just enough to light it up. But the Magic was already threatening to overflow, so no more. 

He heard Gaster inhale sharply beside him, probably at the sight of his shattered eye.

No time to think about that right now, though. Letting the light fade from his right eye, he started drawing up the Magic for an attack: a single, small Gaster Blaster. He did so slowly, trying to ignore the building pressure in his skull. 

The Blaster took shape gradually, except it was like a dying monster, just clinging to life. Chunks of the Magic keeping it together broke off, shimmering out of existence, and the entire bone structure was covered in cracks. 

Sans started breathing hard, struggling to keep his Magic focused enough to hold the Blaster there without putting any more Magic into his eye. 

When he started trembling, it was hugely exaggerated, but he still was trembling for real, and he couldn’t have faked the sweat slipping down his skull if he had wanted to. 

“Sans.” Gaster said quietly, his voice horrified. “Sans, that’s enough!”

“n-no,” Sans gasped, “i- i can— fire it—”

“Sans, no.”

He let the Blaster’s broken, cracked jaw fall open. Truth be told, he didn’t think he could fire it, not without forcing more Magic into his eye, which would make it overflow. But he didn’t actually have any intentions of firing it.

Right before he let it fire, Sans let out a pained cry and draining all the Magic in his eye and dispelling the Blaster. He let his legs collapse beneath him, curling into a fetal position clutching his skull tightly. The headache didn’t actually hurt anywhere near that bad, but the more they thought it hurt him, the more it helped him.

Both Gaster and Papyrus let out a shout, and both were immediately at his side. Gaster grabbed his shoulders, and that was when Sans saw his opportunity. 

Because he had been out of the fishtank for long enough that the Magic-suppressing effects were fading, and he had been storing his Magic for over a year, and now Gaster’s hand wasn’t on the sedative in his pocket, and now Gaster and Papyrus were both standing right next to him, and they both thought him hardly able to move, he would have his chance.

With a roar, Sans uncurled, thrusting his right hand upward as a purple film overlaid the right side of his vision. Both Gaster and Papyrus were thrown back by the sudden burst of Magic.

He stood and looked around. Gaster was struggling to get up to his left. Papyrus was slumped against the wall to the right, dazed.

Sans summoned a dark purple, Corrupt blaze of Magic to his right palm, and realized he had a problem. He had misjudged how much Magic that first blast would take, and now didn’t have enough Magic to just outright kill both of his captors. 

Gaster was almost at his feet, and he was reaching into his pocket. 

In fact, now that he thought about it, Sans didn’t think he had enough Magic to kill Gaster, period. He could damage him pretty severely, but not kill. 

He had to act fast, though. Gaster was regaining his balance quickly, and soon Sans would lose what chance he had to do what damage he could.

Because now it wasn’t a matter of escaping anymore. That was unlikely, because of his misjudgment. Now he just had to do as much damage before he was recaptured. 

So he threw as strong a blast of Magic at Gaster as he could manage, hoping to slow him down, and he lunged. 

He was going to do the most damage he possibly could.

And as he shot forward, the glow of what little Magic he had left lighting his palm, he could almost taste the true, wild terror he saw in Papyrus’s eyes.

~o0o~

Gaster was scared. He was terrified, in fact.

This was his fault. He had known something like this was coming. Sans was Corrupt, and the Corrupt didn’t just become nice, not even over time. Gaster had known that, and still he had fallen for Sans’ ruse. And now he was at barely 2 HP.

He staggered to his feet for a second time, hand flying to his pocket, searching for Sans. Sans was near the wall, back to Gaster, kneeling on the floor. 

Gaster struggled to muffle his pained gasp when he saw Papyrus’s hand gripping at Sans’ shoulder, and the way Sans was shaking with effort. He was strangling Papyrus!

Gaster lunged forward as quickly as he could, hoping to catch Sans unaware. He summoned a bone to his hands, too frantic to bother with the syringe in his pocket, and swung it downward as hard and fast as he could manage, catching Sans across the back of the skull with a loud CRACK!

Sans shuddered, then went limp, slumping to the side, unconscious. Gaster reached down and snagged Papyrus out of Sans’ arms. For a moment, he just hugged his younger son to his chest, rocking back and forth slightly, relief flooding through him 

Then he looked at Papyrus. “Are you alright?”

Papyrus didn’t look traumatized, or hurt very badly for that matter, as there was no dust in sight. He just looked vaguely surprised and dazed. He nodded. “I’m… I’m alright, but you didn’t… hurt Sans, did you?”

Gaster looked down at the Corrupt monster at his feet. Sans was beginning to stir.

“He’ll live.” Gaster growled, suddenly furious. Holding Papyrus in one arm, he used his other to pull out the syringe from his pocket. He dropped down next to Sans, leveling the needle of the syringe against Sans’ shirt. The tip of the needle tore easily through the threads of the fabric, and Gaster pushed it farther, between Sans ribs, where he knew they would be. Then there was a slight resistance as the needle met with Sans’ Corrupt Soul, but it gave under pressure.

Papyrus grabbed tightly to the lapels of Gaster’s lab coat. “Dad, wait!”

But Gaster didn’t listen. He slipped a thumb over the plunger of the syringe, and pressed it downward, sending the syringe’s contents into Sans’ Soul. The sedative took effect immediately. All of Sans’ weak struggles to regain consciousness ceased as he was forced into relaxation. 

“Dad…” Papyrus quietly protested. “You didn’t have to do that…”

Not even pulling out the syringe, Gaster rocked back on his heels, sighing. “Papyrus…” He clutched his son tightly, almost afraid something was going to try to take him away. “Papyrus, he tried to kill you.”

“But he changed his mind!”

Gaster looked Papyrus in the eyes. “That was because I knocked him out. Papyrus, I know you believe in the good in everyone, but Sans-”

“No, before that!” Papyrus interrupted. “Dad, he was going to kill me, but then he changed his mind and he was hugging me! He- … He said sorry.”

Gaster blinked, unsure of what to say. He knew it was impossible that Sans would have given up like that, but he didn’t want to crush Papyrus’s hopes. So he just said, “Maybe. But he still hurt us and tried to kill you, so I’m not going to take any chances.”

Papyrus started to speak, but thought better of it, and nodded glumly.

For a moment, Gaster just sat there, hugging Papyrus. Then he looked to Sans, who was drooling on the floor. “… Come on. I should probably get him back into the cell.”

Papyrus nodded again sadly, and slipped out it Gaster’s arms. “… Okay…”

Gaster stood, hooked his hands under Sans’ arms, and roughly lifted him up, dragging Sans towards the cell.

Even with all the hope that had been built in the last year having been so swiftly, brutally destroyed, a new sort of hope was growing in Gaster’s chest.

Because Sans had used Magic. Corrupt Magic, that had made his right eye glow. 

And Gaster had research to do.
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11 ~ Gaster is Persistent

Sans was having a generally difficult time. For one thing, his head was pounding. For another, he couldn’t remember how exactly it had come to be like that, which probably meant he had been hit really hard. Thirdly, his limbs and body in general all had a heavy, weak feeling, meaning he had most likely been drugged. Fourthly, he was just generally groggy.

Overall, it seemed a pretty safe bet to assume that he had been recaptured, sedated, and dumped back into the containment cell. How long ago, he had no idea.

What he had managed to do before being recaptured was also just a hazy memory. He could remember summoning a broken Blaster… Lashing out…

As Sans tried to remember, he distantly heard the swish of a door and someone calling his name. He was still struggling to shake off the effects of the sedative, though, and didn’t respond.

He could remember realizing that he didn’t have enough Magic to kill, and coming to the conclusion that he would just try to do as much damage as possible before recapture.

Someone, Gaster presumably, roughly pulled him to sit up. He groaned, and, unable to hold himself up, flopped sideways. Gaster pulled him back up, held him up, and pulled off his shirt. Then Gaster lifted him up. 

Sans could remember deciding that the most damage could be done by killing Papyrus, which would devastate Gaster. 

Gaining a little more awareness, Sans struggled weakly as he was dumped onto the operating table. His attempts were easily brushed aside, though, as Gaster tightened the straps holding him down.

Giving up on escape, Sans focused on figuring out what had happened.

Lunging. At Papyrus. The fear twisting off the small skeleton. That same fear outshined by a rapidly growing hope. Even as Sans was coming down on top of him, Papyrus stretched out his arms. 

Gaster moved to ready whatever he was going to hook Sans up to, mumbling about getting Sans to use his Magic, no matter what.

It was love in Papyrus’s eyes. Even as Sans was trying to kill him, he still wouldn’t give up on his brother. 

Sans let out a sort of choked sound as he remembered Papyrus reaching out to hug him. There was a strange sort of warmth seeping through Sans’ chest, and he could remember holding Papyrus for a fraction of an instant, and Papyrus hugging him back, before he heard the loud, sharp crack of bone, and then… he had woken up back in the cell.

Gaster was near again, a something-or-other that Sans couldn’t quite see in his hands. He leaned over Sans, who let out a still-groggy, weakly moaned protest. 

When Gaster reared back with a shocked gasp, Sans actually almost thought Gaster had listened to him. But he realized that if Gaster had been responding to his voice, he would have been looking at Sans’ face. Gaster was looking more at Sans’ chest. For a moment, Sans struggled to look down at his chest, but his skull was still strapped down against the table. He realized this quickly, and gave up with it just as quickly.

So he decided to ask what was so startling. “hhhnnnngh…” Sans groaned, then tried again. “whhuunggh…?” 

Gaster glanced up at Sans’ face, still with a shocked expression, then back to his ribs, but otherwise didn’t respond. 

Sans tried yet again, finally truly beginning to overcome the drugs. “whu… wha… whaz… wha’re you… what’s… wrong?”

Gaster took a shaky breath and leaned forward again, closely inspecting Sans’ upper body. Sans flinched when Gaster’s fingertips brushed his ribs.

“seriously… what’s so scary…?”

Blinking a bit, Gaster pulled away slightly and looked back to Sans’ face. “You mean… You don’t know?”

Sans tried to shake his head, but his skull was still strapped down. “obviously not. if i did, d’you think i’d be asking?” Now Sans was beginning to get irritated.

“Sans…” Gaster blew out a slow breath. “Your Soul… Hang on a second.” Gaster slipped out of Sans’ range of view, and Sans could hear him rummaging around in the various drawers around the lab.

Sans let out an irritated sigh. Couldn’t Gaster just tell him what was wrong? What was he going to do? And didn’t he realize that “hang on” was just about all Sans could do? He was still strapped to a freaking table, after all! Had his idiot captor forgotten that? Why didn’t Gaster just-

Gaster returned into Sans’ view, holding something. As he lifted it over Sans, Sans saw it was a small mirror. 

After a few minutes of Gaster angling the mirror and Sans shouting at him to angle it more to the left, no, for the love of Annoying Dog, your other left, the mirror was positioned so that Sans could clearly see his own antiSoul, beating beneath his ribs, a purple color so dark, it was almost black. But streaking up from the lower left was a jagged line, like a forked lightning bolt. A Pure white crack, running through the Corrupt surface. 

Sans frowned, just as confused as Gaster. “… what…?”

For a moment, both were silent. 

Then, Gaster said, “Try to use your Magic. Your Pure Magic.”

Sans gave him an annoyed look. “what? no! that hurts.”

Gaster glanced skeptically at him, pulling away with the small mirror. “Oh really? I thought that was just a trick to catch us off-guard.”

Sans glared. “well, it wasn’t. i may have exaggerated a tiny bit with how much it hurts, but i wasn’t lying. it really does hurt.”

Gaster just continued looking skeptically at Sans, and Sans glared back. 

Finally, Gaster gave in. “Fine. Okay. Don’t use your Pure Magic. Use your Corrupt Magic instead.”

“no!” Sans incredulously spluttered.

“Why not?”

Now Sans just looked irritated. “we’ve been over this before, because that would be helping you. i don’t do that.”

Gaster gestured furiously, and Sans stubbornly ignored the colorful language Gaster was handing him.

Finally, Gaster growled angrily, “What do I have to do to get you to use. your. Magic?”

Sans grinned. “well, you could let me up, then let me kill you. i promise ya then you’d get a first-hand look at how i use my magic.”

Gaster slapped a hand to his forehead, groaning. 

“fine. then let me talk to pap.” The words were out of Sans’ mouth before he realized what he had said. He managed to keep a calm face, but internally, he was just as shocked with himself as Gaster looked. 

What? What did I just— why—? I—… well. I guess now that I’ve said it, I might as well stick with it. Who knows, maybe he’ll help me somehow. 

Gaster recovered from his shock. “No. Absolutely not. He won’t be coming into the lab until you’ve either been cured or you’re dead.”

“awww, c’mon.”

“No.”

As they argued, Sans realized more and more that he actually wanted to talk to Papyrus. “come on. it doesn’t have to be an all friendly, up close and personal thing. i can stay in the fishtank. or even strapped down like this.”

“Sans. No. That’s final.”

“even if i said that it’s not a one-time thing on my end, and if ya let me see him just once, i’ll use my magic whenever and however ya want me to?” Again, Sans was shocked with himself. Did he really want to see Papyrus so badly that he would surrender one of the few secrets he had left? Apparently so, as he was talking off emotion, not logic. 

Gaster, though, was regarding him as if he had suggested that Gaster give up science in favor of running around in a chicken suit for the rest of his life. “You’re kidding. Another trick.”

“no. i’m serious. i promise.” Once again, Sans astonished himself. “i swear on my soul.”

Gaster blinked. Swearing on one’s Soul wasn’t something people joked about. While it was plausible that since Sans was Corrupt, he could be trying to trick Gaster, but…

That wasn’t something people joked about. Besides, Gaster could get at least one good research session out of it, and it wasn’t like he was going to let Sans out of the cell again while Papyrus was around, so Sans couldn’t physically hurt Papyrus…

“Okay.”

Sans smiled, a genuine smile, no coldness, bitterness, anger, or sarcasm anywhere in it.

“But I have some conditions.”

Sans’ grin fell just a little.

“We start now. You’ll use your Magic for as long as I tell you to, doing exactly what I tell you to, with no jokes, pranks, tricks, lies, or anything similar. You will answer any questions I ask honestly and immediately, the way you know I want you to answer. That means no analyzing the question so literally to find loopholes to keep things from me. Once I’m satisfied with your cooperation, and only once I’m satisfied, I’ll put you back in the cell, with a mild sedative, and then I will allow Papyrus to come into the lab. Understood?”

As Gaster was laying down his terms, Sans’ joy slowly crawled away. It was so much…

But he had latched onto his desire to see Papyrus for whatever reason, and he wasn’t going to give it up. 

Scowling, he looked Gaster in the eyes. “… understood.”

Gaster looked honestly surprised. He hadn’t expected Sans to agree.

But Sans had agreed. So now there was work to do.

Gaster gave Sans a long, slow look. Then, finally, “Okay, then. Let’s get started. Setting aside this strange… anomaly with your Soul, as you seem to not know what it is either, we’ll begin with a full list of your abilities. I want all your attacks, all your weapons, and any other new things that may have come with your Corrupt Magic.”

For a moment, Sans just stared blankly ahead, struggling to comprehend the daunting task he had agreed to. Then he sighed, and began. “well. for starters, i’ll just go ahead and say all my pure magic is broken. i can summon one or two blasters like you saw, and three or four bones in a similar state. they all do less than one hp point of damage. i can’t take shortcuts anymore, that’s just totally gone. and blue magic takes more magic than i can get into my eye without totally shutting down and having a migraine for several days.”

For a moment, Gaster stood, astonished. Sans was actually offering more information than he had been asked. He… he really was serious about wanting to see Papyrus.

“Hang on.” Gaster interjected before Sans could continue. He stepped over to his desk and, after setting down the mirror, which he had been holding all this time, he pulled out of one of the drawers a small audio recorder. Then he walked back over to the operating table, set the recorder on the edge, and hit the “record” button. 

“Alright. Keep going.”

Sans sighed softly. “… firstly i have the basic two attacks, the tendrils and the aura, which i believe you are already fairly familiar with, so i’ll skip over those. then i can send out blasts of raw magic in close proximity, which were what i used when i attacked you. together, these three things are what i use most often, what i’m most comfortable with. i also have a variety of projectile attacks with varying size, strength, and magic requirement. as for weapons, i can summon… well, they’re not really spears or swords or daggers, more like sharp, corrupt sticks, with the right size and weight and balance to be an approximate equivalent of those weapons. these i use in close-range combat. and i have these corrupt geysers, i guess you could call them. they’re sort of like the blasters, but always straight up, from underground, in a straight line. that’s all.” And Sans stopped talking. 

For a moment, Gaster sat silent. Sans had delivered his answer with an unhesitant swiftness, in a completely monotone voice with no side quips or snarky remarks. In short, he had done exactly what Gaster wanted.

Gaster asked his next question. “I saw that your right eye was glowing when you attacked me. Does it do that with all your Magic, or only certain things, the way your left eye only lit up when you used Blue Magic?”

“only certain things.”

“Which things?”

“raw magic blasts, weapons, and the geysers.”

“Which of your abilities is most draining?”

“the geysers.”

“Which is least draining?”

“my weakest projectile attack.”

“How much damage does that do?”

“around one to five hp, depending on the target’s def and how much magic i put into it.”

“How much damage do the geysers do?”

“anywhere from eighty to a thousand. i usually average around four hundred; that’s the most energy-use to strength effective ratio. even at eighty, though, it’s still my most draining attack.”

Gaster was silent for a long minute. He was still pretty surprised with this whole thing. And Sans was being so cooperative. It was… shocking. 

Finally, he blew out a slow breath, and clicked off the recorder. “Alright. I want to run a few experiments, and then I’ll go get Papyrus.”

Sans barely blinked. “okay.”

~o0o~

It was more than a few experiments.

Gaster spent the entire day testing Sans’ Magical abilities. He had hooked Sans up with sensors to more Magic-measuring machines than Sans had even known Gaster had. He had Sans demonstrate every attack he had as well as he could, what with the Magic-resistant restraints on the table. He drew Magic from Sans’ Soul, both from the Corrupt part and the strange new white part. He tested the Magic capacity of Sans’ broken left eye, and right eye. 

He went full-out Scientist on Sans.

Sans never protested, only just staring straight ahead, unless asked to look elsewhere.

Finally, Sans said, “can we stop now? i’m getting really tired.” He said it in a complete monotone, emotionless voice. Not a complaint, just a fact.

Gaster was about to remind him that he had agreed to go for as long as Gaster told him to, but then he saw the weariness in Sans’ eyes, and how he was struggling to keep them open. Sans wouldn’t be able to go on much longer even if he wanted to. 

Gaster sighed and nodded. “Alright.” He glanced up at the clock on the wall. It was almost midnight. “Papyrus will already be asleep by now. I’ll bring him in tomorrow.”

Sans tried to nod, but his skull was still strapped down.

Slowly, Gaster began undoing the restraints. Sans didn’t move, just let his skull fall to one side and closed his eyes. 

It was probably a trick. Gaster knew it probably was. But when he looked at Sans, he still saw his son, even if he knew otherwise. And because of that sentimentality, Gaster scooped Sans up and carried him back into the containment cell, setting him down on the cot. Sans was asleep before Gaster made it to the door. 
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12 ~ Love Among the Siblings

It was Sunday morning. Gaster came into the lab to find Sans already awake, sitting up on the cot, waiting for him. 

When Gaster came in and Papyrus wasn’t with him, Sans frowned. “where’s pap?”

Gaster glanced over his shoulder at Sans as he walked over to one of the many cabinets in the lab. “I told you I’d be giving you a sedative before I let Papyrus anywhere near you, Sans.”

For a moment, Sans’ expression was something between concern and fury. Then he let his shoulders slump in defeat, his expression going blank. “… right. okay.”

“You don’t need to worry; you should still be fully functional. Just too relaxed to move strong and fast.”

Sans didn’t respond.

About twenty minutes later, Gaster was leading Papyrus into the lab, and Sans was sitting with his back against the glass wall, looking half asleep. 

When Papyrus ran over to the wall, shouting Sans’s name, a funny feeling filled Sans’ chest. It was sort of warm and fluffy, and made him a little lightheaded.

Papyrus stopped at the wall and dropped down onto his knees, setting his hands against the glass. “Sans!” He was smiling.

Sans twisted a little to get a better look at him, and set one of his own hands against the wall, right over Papyrus’s. “heh… heya, pap… you alright? i… i didn’t hurt ya… did i?”

Papyrus frowned for an instant, but was quickly smiling again. “You hit my ribs pretty hard and bruised a few, but it’s alright! It’s already almost healed!”

Maybe it was because his head had been hit really hard, or maybe it was some side effect of the sedative, or maybe something else entirely, but Sans felt bad about that. About hurting Papyrus. Bad enough that it was bringing tears to his eyes. He blinked once or twice. “pap, i… i’m real sorry about that… i’m sorry for attacking you… i-… i’m sorry.”

Papyrus smiled patiently. “It’s okay. You didn’t mean it.”

“n-no pap, i did mean it. i wanted ta kill you. i wanted you dead. and i don’t even know why i stopped. i’m so, so sorry.”

“Sans. It’s alright.”

Sans drew away from the glass. He was shaking a bit now, and his tears were threatening to drip from his eyes. Mentally, he chided himself for being so weak, for crying. But there was a part of him that forced him onward for his brother. “i’m s-sorry. for all of this. for- for hurting you, and for lying to you… and f-for being so mean to you in the beginning-” Sans paused a moment and took a shaky breath. 

“Sans, it’s okay. I forgive you.”

But Sans had already started, and couldn’t stop now. Tears dripping down his face, he continued. “a-an’ i’m s-sorry f-for giving in. for becoming c-corrupt. a-and for l-leaving you in the f-first place. i’m s-sorry, p-pap. s-so sorry, t-that you h-had to l-live with th-this war-”

“Sans. None of that’s your fault. Those are things you couldn’t have controlled.”

Sans didn’t answer immediately, just started sobbing. He wrapped his arms around himself, hugging himself tightly, rocking slightly back and forth. “i- i jus’ wanna g-go h-home— an’ e-ev-ver-rything g-go back t-ta h-how it w-was—”

Before Gaster could stop him, Papyrus leaped to his feet, ran to the airlock-like door of the cell, punched in the access code, and ran in to Sans. He dropped to his knees next to Sans and, without hesitancy, hugged him. Sans turned and hugged him back, burying his face in Papyrus’s scarf, all the pain and misery he had forced down over the last year finally surfacing as he choked and sobbed against his brother. 

Papyrus just kept hugging Sans, gently rubbing his back and telling him everything would be all right.

And it felt good. For the first time in over a year, Sans felt… well, he wasn’t happy. Not at all, not right now. But he felt as if he could be happy. Happy with this, with Papyrus. Happy to hug and be hugged. Happy to love. 

It took a while, but Sans calmed down. Still hiccuping a little, he pulled away from Papyrus and rubbed his eyesockets dry. “… t-thanks, pap. thank you.”

Papyrus leaned against him, smiling. “Of course, Brother! I’ll always help you, however I ca-…” He trailed off.

“pap…?” Sans asked, but Papyrus didn’t answer. Sans looked up at Gaster, who had probably come into the cell to make sure he could stop Sans if Sans tried anything, but Gaster just looked concerned and shrugged. 

Papyrus, meanwhile, having his skull already resting against Sans’ chest, had lifted one hand to sit beside it. After a moment, he looked up at Sans. “Sans, take off your shirt.” He said suddenly.

Sans blinked. “um… why?”

“Just do it. Trust me.”

“alright, if ya insist.” Sans shrugged, not completely sure why Papyrus would insist on this, but alright with it because it was Papyrus. Papyrus leaned away from him as he tugged at the hem of his shirt, lifting it over his skull.

Papyrus gasped, and grinned at Sans. “Look!”

Sans glanced down, and remembered the white line in his Soul. Then he also realized that no one had told Papyrus about it. 

“um… yeah, we found that yesterday, we don’t know what it is…”

Papyrus blinked a moment. Then, “Yes we do! It’s right! It’s how it’s supposed to be.”

Something in the back of Sans’ mind began to click into place. It was white, Pure, and strong enough that it could be felt… when Papyrus was nearby. “pap, it’s… it’s you. because… because you made me love you, and love is a pure thing, something that corruption can’t handle. pap, you did this!” He started laughing and crying happily at the same time. 

Stupid sedative, making him all emotional like this. 

It began to dawn on them, Gaster and Papyrus both, what Sans was talking about. Papyrus grinned and grabbed Sans in a crushing hug. Sans responded in kind, but was careful to not actually crush Papyrus.

Gaster was a little less convinced, as he was with all things regarding Sans. “So… What, you’re cured now?”

Sans glared up at Gaster. “no. not in the way you’re thinking, at least. wanna know how i can tell, aside from just looking at my Soul?”

Gaster was silent for a minute. Then, “Alright, fine. I’ll bite. How can you tell?”

Sans smirked through his tears. “‘cuz right now, the thing i’d most like you to do is go kill yourself. or let me kill you. or, at the very least, shut up and let me hug my brother.”

Gaster rolled his eyes, but said nothing. 

~o0o~

Papyrus spent most of that day either sitting next to Sans or on his lap. At some point, Papyrus had started talking, telling Sans about anything and everything, and this time, Sans actually listened. 

Gaster was always nearby, still not completely trusting Sans, ready to intervene at any given moment.

But Sans didn’t try to do anything, aside from staying near Papyrus. It seemed like he legitimately cared now about his brother. 

No one and nothing else, though. Just Papyrus.

There were a few more experiments that Gaster had wanted to try. Other than a bit of grumbling, Sans was more or less cooperative, especially when Gaster subtly reminded him about his agreement. 

Overall, everyone was more or less pleased. Papyrus was happy that Sans had been cured, at least a little, as well as was cooperating with Gaster to an extent. Gaster was happy because he was getting loads more of information about Corruption because of Sans’ cooperation. And Sans was happy because Papyrus was there.

Eventually, though, when Papyrus started to lean more against Sans and started yawning, Gaster realized it was getting late, and declared that he and Papyrus should head home now. 

Both Sans and Papyrus put up a protest, but Gaster stood firm. It was well beyond Papyrus’s bedtime, and Papyrus had to go to school tomorrow morning.

So they left Sans in the cell for the night, and headed home. Papyrus promised he’d come back tomorrow after school, despite some protest from Gaster.

After Papyrus had gotten ready for bed, Gaster came in to say goodnight. He also had a few more things to say.

“Papyrus,” he began slowly, “look. I know you trust Sans, and he seems to want to take care of you, but… Listen. Don’t ever, ever go down there alone, alright? And never go in the containment cell if I haven’t given you permission first, okay?”

Papyrus looked up at Gaster from where he lay in bed. “You… you don’t trust him…?” 

Gaster was silent for a long minute. “… No. No, I don’t. He already tricked us once, and that scares me. I don’t want you to get hurt. I don’t want to lose you.”

“He won’t attack me, Dad. I know he won’t. Couldn’t you feel it?”

Gaster cocked his head to the side slightly. “Feel… What?”

Papyrus smiled sleepily. “His Soul. The Pure part. It was happy. Sans was happy.”

“… No. I didn’t. And I’m sure you’re not lying, but…”

“You think I’m wrong.”

“… Papyrus. Please. Just humor me. Please, please don’t go in the lab if I’m not with you. Please.”

Papyrus yawned. It really was getting late. “… Alright, Dad. I won’t go in the lab alone.”

Gaster smiled. “Thank you. I… I know you think you can help him, and I’m sure out of everyone in the Underground, you’re the best person for the job. But I’ll be honest, Papyrus. I’m scared. I’m scared of Sans, and what he can do, and I’m scared he might hurt you.”

“Dad, you don’t have to worry. I promise I won’t go in the lab without you.”

Gaster smiled again. He reached down and pulled Papyrus into a hug. 

For a moment, they stayed like that.

Then Papyrus pulled away. “Am I still not supposed to tell anyone about Sans?” 

“… Yeah. I don’t think anyone should know for now. Why do you ask?”

“Because I think Sans should meet Frisk. They’re really nice. It might help him.”

Gaster thought about it. He had met the small human on one or two occasions, and while they weren’t as innocent as Papyrus, they were nearly as kind, and they loved everyone. And if it was Papyrus’s unconditional, innocent, trusting love of Sans that had caused the streak of Purity in his Soul, then Papyrus might just be right. 

“… I’ll think about it.”

Papyrus nodded, and started to say something, but was cut off by a yawn.

Gaster chuckled softly. “You should get some sleep. You have to get up early tomorrow.”

Papyrus nodded as Gaster stood up. “… ‘Night, Dad.”

“Goodnight, Papyrus. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Papyrus nodded, then rolled over onto his side, and was asleep within minutes. 
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13 ~ Frisk, Banter, and Raspberries

The next day, Papyrus showed up to school grinning wider than anyone had seen him doing since before Sans’ “death.” Everyone asked him why he was so happy, but he declined to answer, remembering each time Gaster’s words.

The New Home school was run in what Frisk had once described to Papyrus as “an old-timey” way. All the twenty-something students were together in one room, with the youngest students at the front and oldest at the back. (Papyrus usually sat next to Frisk in the front of the middle section.) Queen Toriel taught lessons from the front of the class, using the whiteboards and sometimes an overhead projector, starting with something quick to get the younger students started, then moving on to more advanced topics for the older students. There were two assistants that helped her throughout the day, and a third that came in on Tuesdays and Fridays.

So Papyrus spent the day in school, his desk next to Frisk’s. At one point, he shared with his friend the multiplication crayonbox trick Sans had taught him. They were pretty happy with it, and thanked Papyrus for teaching them.

At the end of class as everyone was heading home, Frisk caught up with Papyrus.

“Hey, Papyrus.” They spoke softly, as always.

“Hello, Frisk!” Papyrus stopped walking and grinned at his human friend. “How can I help you?”

“Oh, um… I was just wondering if… you wanted to come home with me and Toriel, and… stay over and play for the day?”

Papyrus did want to. “I- … I’m sorry, I promised someone I would go see them today, right after school. Maybe another day?”

Frisk smiled and nodded. Then they paused a moment. “Papyrus… I won’t ask you who you’re going to see, because I know you would have told me if you didn’t have a very good reason not to. But am I right if I say they have to do with why you’re so happy?”

Papyrus hesitated a moment. Would admitting that a person was making him happy in any way allude to Sans? No, he didn’t think so. So he nodded. 

“… Papyrus, please be careful. While everyone is capable of good… sometimes, they aren’t. Sometimes, people can be mean and hurtful. So please be sure you can trust this person, because… Because not everyone can go back and fix their mistake.”

Papyrus smiled at Frisk. “While your concern is appreciated, it is unnecessary! I know this person very well, like—” Papyrus hesitated another moment, then decided to continue, “-like my brother! He won’t hurt me, not ever.”

Frisk looked a little curious, but they only nodded. They didn’t poke their nose where they had no business poking it, and they trusted Papyrus. Besides, if anything went really wrong, they could always go back and see if this was one of those destined-to-happen things, or if they could change it. 

But, that was a thing for later. For now, Papyrus had to get home. 

Saying goodbye to Frisk, Papyrus started jogging home. 

~o0o~

Sans was not enjoying this. 

Gaster was having the Time Of His Life, getting more and more data. He believed he was close to finding a cure. 

But Sans had a variety of monitoring devices, sensors, and other… things… attached to his Soul, at least two of which were fairly IV-like, and had a needle that had to be inserted in his Soul. Having things touching one’s Soul was never fun in the first place, but having things stabbed into one’s Soul was actually quite painful. 

Not to mention that one of those stabby-things wasn’t just a sensor, but it also, at Gaster’s command, of course, sent out small pulses of Magic to see how Sans’ Soul and the Magic in it, both Pure and Corrupt, responded to it. That was also unfortunately painful. 

Sans hated it.

And he wasn’t the least bit inclined to keep silent about his opinions.

“how would you like it,” he was saying, “if i attacked you? I’m speaking from experience when i say i know you wouldn’t like it. well, that’s what you’re doing here. you’re pretty much attacking me.”

Gaster glanced over at Sans from where he was sitting at his desk in front of his computer. “I am not attacking you.”

“almost!” Sans spluttered. “you’re using a pokey metal thing to directly hit my soul with magic! it’s basically an overcomplicated form of attacking, which is hitting people with magic!”

“Okay, granted, you have a point, it might be bruising you up a little. But you’ll be fine, and the information it’s providing me with gets me that much closer to finding a cure!”

“oh, so because you’re doing it for science, it’s supposed to be alright? that’s, like, as bad as the kind a’ electrotherapy they used in old psych wards!”

Gaster had turned back to his computer, but Sans could practically hear the grin in his voice. “Except you voluntarily agreed to participate, and I only had to let you see Papyrus once. But you are continuing to participate not only because I am a kind monster who is letting you see your brother again, but also because you agreed to participate.”

Sans growled at Gaster’s infallible logic. A new tactic, then. “okay, but really, i’m not even a real corrupt monster, since we decided that bit of my soul is pure. i’m, like, a corrupted corrupt monster, and that could drastically effect all your test results as an unaccounted for variable.”

“While I appreciate your consideration, said variable has been accounted for, and you are also the closest thing I have to a Corrupter, and I have to make do with what I’ve got.”

Sans had a quip ready about how Gaster had a still fully-functional trap, so why didn’t his make do with that, when Gaster powered on the device, and Sans’ words changed to “ow. ow. ow, ow, OW OKAY THAT REALLY HURTS OWOWYOUCANSTOPNOW.” He struggled halfheartedly against the restraints, more as something to distract himself rather than actually trying to escape.

After a moment, Gaster shut it down, and Sans found, somewhat irritably, that he hadn’t even lost a whole 1 HP from his eight hundred eighty six. (His max was nine hundred, but as little damage as Gaster’s experiments did, the damage did accumulate over time.)

Sans glared at Gaster as much as he could. “well. i hope you’re satisfied.” He huffed.

“I am, thank you very much.”

“… i’m not, if that’s of any importance to you.”

Gaster let out a breathy laugh. “You won’t be satisfied until I’m dead!”

“please. let me kill you. i promise i’ll never ask anything else of you after that.”

Gaster laughed, but before he could respond with a witty remark of his own, the door opened and Papyrus walked in.

“Hi Dad! Hi Sans!”

“heya, pap.” Although Papyrus was outside Sans’ range of vision, his voice alone was enough to brighten Sans’ mood. 

A few days ago, it would have made his attitude worse. Funny, how things worked like that.

A moment later, Papyrus pulled himself up to sit on the edge of the operating table. “What’s going on here?” He slipped his hand into Sans’ strapped down one.

Sans squeezed his brother’s hand lightly. “oh. y’know. gaster is killing me.”

“I am not killing you, Sans.”

“i’ve lost 14 hp!”

“Oh no! Fourteen whole points! That means you only have eight hundred, eighty six points left!” Gaster said melodramatically. Then, in a deadpan voice, “Seems pretty far from death to me.”

“i didn’t say i was already killed, i said you were in the process of killing me. you are causing my hp to drop, and if it drops all the way to 0, i’ll be killed. therefore, you are killing me.”

How he managed it without lips, no one knew, but Gaster blew Sans an especially rude-sounding raspberry. 

Papyrus, meanwhile, had listened to this entire exchange with conflicting emotions. Sans had mentioned being hurt, but 14 HP really wasn’t a damaging amount, especially for Sans. On top of that, Sans and Gaster were doing that back-and-forth banter thing they had used to do before Sans was Corrupt, and then started doing just a little bit (okay, a lot) rougher since he had become Corrupt. And if they were doing that, Sans couldn’t be in an especially angry mood.

Still. HP is HP, and to take it was to cause harm. 

Papyrus mentioned this out loud.

“see?” Sans said smugly, obviously pleased that Papyrus had taken his side. “he gets it!” Papyrus had no doubt that Sans would have been gesturing in a very smug way had he not been strapped down.

Gaster sighed in defeat and stood from his desk. “Alright, alright, fine. I suppose we’ve been at it all morning.”

“all morning?” Sans said indignantly as Gaster came over to the table and began tugging off the various equipment. “all morning? papyrus is home from school, which means we’ve been ‘at it’ for most of the afternoon, too!”

Gaster didn’t look at Sans’ face, but he did pause in what he was doing. “You know what I really love about doing this? If I decided right now to walk back over to my desk and flip a couple switches, you couldn’t do a thing to stop me.”

“Dad!” Papyrus admonished, while Sans just glared.

Gaster chuckled at his sons’ responses. “Calm down, I was only joking.” He returned to his work. 

When it came time to undo the restraints holding Sans down, Papyrus eagerly helped. Soon enough, Sans was able to move again, and he did so more or less happily, sitting up. 

“so then,” he began, loosely wrapping an arm around Papyrus’s shoulders and completely ignoring Gaster’s protest, “you’ve pretty much seen how my entire day was. how was yours?”

“School was pretty good. Ms. Toriel said I’m getting really good at multiplication! Reading is still kinda hard, though.” Papyrus had originally been taught by Gaster to read Hands, and still had a bit of trouble reading the Common written language sometimes.

“aw,” Sans squeezed Papyrus’s shoulders. “I’m sure you’ll figure it- MPH!!” The last bit was Sans’ exclamation of surprise. While he had been talking to Papyrus, Gaster had gotten Sans’ shirt, and thrown it in Sans’ face. Without acknowledging Gaster, Sans pulled the teeshirt away from his face. “oh, hey! i was wondering where that was.” He pulled it on, then turned back to Papyrus, still totally ignoring Gaster. “anyway. you’ll get it, i’m sure.”

Papyrus nodded, cheered on by Sans’ support. Then, “Oh! Dad! When I left school, Frisk asked me if I wanted to go to there house to play. I told them I couldn’t today, because I promised Sans I would come back today, but don’t worry because I didn’t actually say I was coming here since you don’t want anyone knowing about Sans and stuff, I just said I was going to meet someone, and we thought I could  go over to their house maybe on a different day, but-” Papyrus paused for the barest second in his rapid-fire delivery, “I was wondering if you’d decided about letting Frisk meet Sans.”

After taking a moment to absorb all that, both Sans and Gaster looked a little surprised. Truth be told, Gaster had forgotten about that, and then Sans had never heard about it in the first place. 

Both of the older monsters hesitated.

Sans broke the silence. “uhh, pap, i don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?”

“… well, because i want you to be happy, and i don’t think you would be very happy if i killed the human.”

“But… Sans, why would you kill them?”

Sans couldn’t help the wild, maniacal grin. “to take their soul, use it to strengthen my army, and win the war!”

Gaster and Papyrus had no delusions about which army Sans was talkin about.

“But Sans, you wouldn’t kill them, right? Or hurt them?”

Sans wanted to say no, he wouldn’t. He really did, just to make Papyrus happy. “ehhhh… sorry, pap. i-… i can’t make any guarantees”

Papyrus just leaned against Sans’ side, grinning up at him. “Well, we’ll work on that.”
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14 ~ megalomania

The days passed. A couple days turned into a week, and a week turned into two. That turned into a month, and still, things went on.

Gradually, Gaster became slightly less worried about Sans hurting Papyrus. More and more evidence supported that the white streak in his Soul was Pure. Gaster was still pretty cautious, as something like Sans’ trick and attack were hard to forget, but the data eased things along.

Sans, for his part, completely hated Gaster and tried to be the best possible brother for Papyrus. In fact, it was only for Papyrus that he didn’t try to kill Gaster, as he knew that would hurt Papyrus immensely. And he still cooperated for Gaster, if only to ensure that he got to keep seeing his brother. But, he still regularly remarked on how much he hated things, and quite regularly engaged Gaster in verbal battles, as well as the occasional verbal war.

And Papyrus was Papyrus. He loved his brother unconditionally, and did everything he could to get Gaster to lighten up on Sans a little. He helped Gaster with whatever he could, as long as it wasn’t painful to Sans. He stayed hopeful that he could help Sans, or help Gaster find a cure. 

And he continued to ask about getting Frisk to meet Sans. 

If there was one thing Gaster and Sans agreed on, if for different reasons, it was that that could be a very, very bad thing.

~o0o~

“… Do you not like puns anymore?”

The question was so abrupt, both Sans and Gaster both stopped what they were doing and looked at Papyrus. 

For his part, Papyrus was kind of glad that Sans hadn’t really been making many puns since he became Corrupt. But Sans had said multiple times recently that if Papyrus was happy, he was happy, so Papyrus wondered if he had only stopped because he knew Papyrus didn’t like puns. But, then, Papyrus wanted Sans to be happy, so he would willingly put up with puns if Sans really liked them, and then he had asked the question so suddenly he had kinda surprised himself. 

Sans was sprawled across the cot in the cell. Papyrus was sitting on the floor next to the cot, and had been working on homework. Both doors to the cell airlock were open, so that, as Gaster said, “if Sans does something, I can get there faster” and were only closed when Gaster and Papyrus left the lab now. Gaster was sitting at his desk, working on something, or, he had been before Papyrus asked his question.

“um. can… can you say that again? i think i misheard you.” Sans had his head sticking out over the edge of the cot, looking confused at Papyrus. 

Papyrus dutifully repeated the question. 

Sans’ expression changed from confused to shocked, and from there, to an almost… pained look. “uh… i-… well… the corrupt army… puns are… kinda discouraged there… and, uh…” Whether it was intentional or subconscious, Papyrus didn’t know, but Sans lifted his fingertips to brush the edge of his left eyesocket, his cracked sphere of a pupil flickering out of existence for a moment. When he spoke again, his voice was barely a whisper. “and if ya do it anyway… they kinda… beat it outta you.”

Shocked, Papyrus took a minute to absorb that. Then, noticing how Sans’ expression was becoming increasingly more distressed, he leaped to his feet and hugged Sans tightly.

“It’s alright, Sans.” He murmured. “You’re here, safe, not there. And… you don’t have to talk about it, if you don’t want to.”

Sans wrapped his arms around Papyrus and hugged him back. “… thanks, pap.”

And that was the end of that discussion.

Mostly because Sans didn’t want to talk about it. 

Also some because Papyrus’s cellphone started to ring.

Sans let go of Papyrus so the smaller skeleton could fish is phone out of his pocket. He recognized the number, so he answered the call and put the phone against his skull.

“Hello, Frisk!”

“Hi, Papyrus. Toriel sent me over to deliver something. I think your dad may have asked for some pies or something.”

Papyrus put his hand over the receiver. “Hey Dad, did you ask Ms. Toriel for pies?”

Gaster had gone back to doing whatever he was doing at his desk. “Hmmm… I don’t… think so… but, I’ll take ‘em anyway. The queen’s pies are the best in the Underground!”

Papyrus relayed the message across the phone to Frisk. They laughed a bit. 

Then Gaster recommended to Papyrus that he go get the pies from Frisk, since they were still standing in front of the Gaster family’s house. Papyrus told Frisk he’d be there in a few minutes.

Then he looked at Gaster. “Hey, Dad! Can I bring Frisk here?”

Gaster stopped what he was doing and looked at Papyrus. “Papyrus, we’ve been over this…”

“Please?”

“… You just won’t give up, will you…?” He murmured to himself. Then, to Papyrus, “I suppose so, on the condition that they keep it a secret, and Sans promises he won’t harm them.”

Both Gaster and Papyrus looked at Sans, who gave a shrug in reply. Papyrus decided to take it as a “sure, whatever.” shrug, and went to go get the pies and Frisk to bring them back to the lab.

~o0o~

Roughly twenty minutes later (one and a half for the elevator ride up, a little over eight to walk home, one to talk to Frisk, a little over eight to walk back, and another elevator ride,) Frisk and Papyrus stopped at the door to Gaster’s lab.

Frisk was looking around curiously. They had been in the lab before, but never the tenth floor. They found that the hallway was more or less exactly the same as all the other hallways in the lab.

“Okay,” Papyrus said, snapping their attention to him, “this is really, really important. First of all, what’s in here is gonna be really surprising. Don’t panic. Second, he’s really dangerous, so try to be nice, and be extra careful you don’t accidentally irritate him. Third, you can’t. Tell. Anyone about this. Alright?”

Frisk hesitated, a small bit confused at Papyrus’s use of pronouns. But, they nodded.

“Okay. Good. Let’s go.”

And Papyrus pushed open the door. 

“pap! you’re back! and i smell pie!” Frisk had heard that voice only a few times, but it wasn’t one they easily forgot. 

When they had fallen underground, Frisk found the Ruins full of hostile monsters. After dying and intentionally resetting to try something different a good many times, they managed to sneak out… into a similarly populated town in a snowy forest. More deaths ensued, but they escaped into the wet caverns. 

There, it was less hostile territory, more a neutral war zone. They had made it halfway through Waterfall when a troop of Corrupters found them. They figured, what the heck, not like death stops me anyway, and made a break for it. The Corrupters gave chase.

Just as soon as they were about to collapse, they ran into a small niche, hoping to find a hiding spot, and instead found Commander Sans. What he had been doing out there alone, they didn’t know, and had never asked. 

But they were grateful for it. He had looked at them, and said “heya. you’re a human, right? that’s hilarious. i’m actually supposed to be on watch for humans right now.” And then he had lifted them up, slung them over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and full-out ran back to the Pure camp.

From there, he had taken them to the mess hall, treated them to a burger, then set them up with passage to Hotland. 

He had also told them that Asgore would probably try to kill them, but he was rooting for ‘em. 

Then they saw him again later, in the final corridor before they met the king. He had told them he was proud of them, for making it so far without participating in this duststorm. And he asked what they would do when they met Asgore, and either had to kill him, or let Asgore kill them. And he had told them, that if they were a soldier under his command, they would have top ranks, for not giving up.

And then he had died.

Now, he was sitting in some sort of fishtank-like cell, wearing the Corrupt insignia on his shoulder, studying them curiously, one eye covered in cracks.

“Hello, Frisk.” Gaster was sitting at his desk, but he had pivoted in his seat to greet Frisk. Then he nodded pointedly at the box Frisk was holding. “Any chance that’s a pie, and you can give me a slice?”

They giggled a little and walked over to his desk, and slid the box onto the desk. Gaster thanked them and began pulling the box open.

Frisk thought it was strange; back on the surface they had always heard, on the few occasions when the topic had been brought up, that food was never allowed in labs. But Gaster seemed to totally disregard that, using a knife of mysterious origin to cut himself a slice of snail pie and eating it with his bare hands.

They shook their head. Monsters were weird like that. 

Then Papyrus was grabbing Frisk’s hand, and leading them over to the airlock-style door of the fishtank-cell. It was open, and Sans watched them quietly as they entered. 

Papyrus led Frisk over to Sans. “Sans, this is Frisk! They’re a human! Frisk, this is my brother, Sans! He’s not dead, by the way.”

For a moment, they just looked at each other. Then, Sans said, “we’ve met.”

Frisk stuck out their hand for a handshake. “Never formally introduced, though.”

For a very long moment, Sans looked at their hand. “… kid, i’ll say this once. you’re a human. if there’s one thing the corrupt are compelled to do more than kill pure monsters, it’s kill humans. humans have strong souls. i can feel yours right now. i’d really, really like to rip it outta your chest, and, in fact, for papyrus’s sake, i’m really struggling to refrain myself from doing so. but, of you touch me, if we have physical contact, i can’t promise it’ll be weak enough for me to resist. if i shake your hand, i will most likely accidentally intentionally kill you. and that would make pap unhappy, which would make me unhappy, not to mention gaster would probably lock me up here and never open the door again.” He paused a moment, then added, “so please don’t touch me.”

Frisk, deciding not to mention that they could just load their SAVE file if Sans killed them, just smiled, nodded, and lowered their hand. “… I don’t think I ever got a chance to thank you for saving me in Waterfall.”

Sans shrugged. “at this point, if i hadn’t, the corrupt would have gotten you, and that would help me. so it’s not a thing worth thanking me for, because i regret it.”

“Well, I still appreciated it.”

Sans looked at Frisk for a moment, then his grin widened. “… you look like you have a stupid question to ask me. the only thing worse than stupid questions are the stupid expressions people make when debating to ask their stupid questions. well, actually, no, it’s pretty amusing. but you still have a stupid question i’d rather get outta the way, so out with it.”

“… You keep talking like you’re on the Corrupt side, but I thought you were the commander of the Pure army.”

“that wasn’t a question.”

“… Fine. Why?”

Sans smirked. “why what?”

Frisk smiled, alright with Sans’ games. “Why do you keep talking like you’re on the Corrupt side if you’re the Pure army’s commander?”

Sans voice took on a dark undertone. “because i am corrupt.”

“… Oh?”

Sans seemed to consider for a moment, then shrugged. “eh. ya already know i’m alive, might as well show ya and save myself the breath.” (Frisk decided here to not point out that he was a skeleton and didn’t need breath.) He reached down and grabbed the bottom of his shirt, then lifted it.

Frisk looked with a small bit of shock at the dark Soul with a white streak through it.

They pointed to the jagged line. “That doesn’t look Corrupt.”

Sans shrugged again and let his shirt fall back over his ribs. “i love my brother.”

Frisk was silent a moment longer, then, “… Can I ask… what happened to your eye?”

“… i mean, i can’t stop you if you do.”

Frisk looked confused.

Sans clarified. “you didn’t ask about what happened to my eye, you just asked if you could ask about what happened.”

They smiled. He was clever. “What happened to your eye?”

“it broke.”

“How?”

Sans frowned. These questions were beginning to get on his metaphorical nerves. “don’chya have homework to do or somethin’?”

“Yeah. Papyrus, can we do our homework together?”

Papyrus grinned. “Yeah!”

Sans, meanwhile, did something he hadn’t done in a rather long time: he pulled his hood low over his eyesockets and curled up on the cot, facing the wall, his back to the world. 

~o0o~

Sans supposed the human was alright, as far as non-Corrupt, non-Papyrus people went. Which is to say, he generally hated them. 

Still, Papyrus liked them, so he would put up with it… as best he could.

There was the small issue of their Soul, and by that, he meant it was actually a fairly large issue. He had made the problem seem like it wasn’t as bad as it actually was, but it was horrible.

The strength of their Soul would have been ridiculous, had it not been so painful. The raw power, just sitting there, begging to be claimed. It was like a siren song, calling to him irresistibly. He wanted it.

He wanted it so badly. 

That would hurt Papyrus, though. 

It was like something larger than him, something stronger, pulsing against him, suffocating him. 

It would hurt Papyrus.

Each pulse pushing him to take it, and his scrambling for breath between pulses, struggling against using it to destroy this p̛̜̜̯i̼̙t҉̠̳͔̫̝̮i͘f̡̪̥̘̗̗u̸l̝̻̝̮̘͓ ͚̤̞͉̗ͅd̷͓̪̩̼͓u̖͓m̰̺̳͈̣͓p̮̤̦̩̹͓̥,

Papyrus. 

take his captors and crush their Souls with his b̝̱͓͎̜̞͜a̫̣̪͔͇̱̺r̞̣͕͖e̵̗̬̣ ̰̲͎͇̳h͚̜̲̘̩a̻̺̙̘͡n͓̹̕d̺̀s̲̙̞,

Papyrus. 

destroy their p͇̝̮̬̙̥̬a̛̹̺t͓͙̰͡h̰̹̙ȩ͙̜̪̥t̤̣̩̙͉̲i̭͖̬͉c ͎͚͕͍̫̖̣͘a̛͎̳̥͈̬̬ͅr̳m̫y̨̞͇͖͇,

Papyrus. 

ṛ̲͎̼͙̗̲͔ͨͥͮ̐ï̶̸̦̥͙͕͉̼̜̯ͫ̈̈́̇͝ṕ̪ͩ̏ͥ̒͌͘ ̱̞̯̮͎ͧ̿̀͢a͑̇͊́̎̑ͣ҉̗̬̖̠͈͡p̵͚̳̳̺͓͕̖̺̱̿́͋̃́ȧ̫̋̚͢r̵̖͉͙̩͊̿̆̒ͦ̍̂̿ͅt̵̴̤͍̜̭͚̙̯̱̓ͤ̈́͊̇́̄͡ ̨͈͛͌ͦͤẗ̗͇͚̺̣͍̝͎͓́h̉̅̃ͦ̋ͫ̚͏̩̱̥̜͎͈̘e̯͍̠̥̯̫̰͇͌̎ͦͧ̆̐ͧ̍ͅ ̨̰̬͑ͩ͢ś̶̬͋̏̀ͣ͌̅͛m̜͙̟̱̜͙̿ͥͅa̼̙͚̓̀͆ͯͦͬ̂̚l͉͔͚͍̺ͪ̂͊͗͘͢͡l̥̫̜̭̦̉͊ͮ͑̈̄̊̈ͅē̎҉͏͚̫͖̥̣s̨̭͇̗̹͓͓̞̔̽̃̔t̡̛̲͙͖̿̊ ̫̣͇ͤ̄ͩ̄͢͝͡s͒̇ͣ̇ͭ͐͗͊͏̷͎̬̙̪͈̺̺͢ͅͅc̸̾̋̈́͞҉̭̳͙̘r̛͎̼̩̣̙̹͖̯͍̚͜͡ą͎̱̹͆̆p̵̣̙̯̥͕̂̒̒̽ͭ͂ͦ̑ͣ͝ ̬͚͔̹̹̰̔̇̀ͯ̽̆͌͟o̮̺̹ͬ̒͂̏̒͑ͣ̃͜͠͞f̱̙̜̺̤̺̲̦̖ͭ̑ͣ̈́͑͋̊́ ̅̂̀͏̯͇͕̗̠̗r͎̪̲̗̻̥̺̞͆ͦͨ̍ͬ́͜ę̢̯̳̒̏ͯ̔ś̵̖̳̜̬̀͡ȋ̝̺͍͔̞̤̫̽̍ͮ̉s̽̃̉͏̴̠͚̩̩̣̼͚̥̜ţ̠͈͎͎̉̏̔̓͘a̷̗͚̜͇̗̙̼ͣ̆̓͗̏̓ͭ̚͟ͅn̸̥̝̋̅ͫͮ̑̚c̠̘̹̯͍͎̙̻ͪ͒ͨ̅ͧ̅͆ͨͅe̠̱͕̜͍̩̣ͯ͗̆̉́̄ͤ,͗́̋͏̪̳͙̤͕͍̮̕

Papyrus.

D̻̳̠̫̺̙͍̠̰͖̹͕̖̹̳̮̻̒ͤͧ̋̃͌̀͟E̛̼͕̹̣͓͔͍̰̖̱̰͈̥͖̩̅͂̏̉̈̀́͢͡S̷̮̗̤̦͙͉̻̫̟͐̃͆̈́̄ͦ͋͘T̸̸̠̬͈͉̣̰͕̗͇̱̼͉̪̞̺̩̖̗̖́͛̿̀̾͝͠R͖̣͔̱̪̮̯̩̥̥̗͇͙̯̩̖̪͆ͧ́́͞͝Ȍ̷̸͕̘͓̭̪͔̙̮̻͉̞̭͔̥͖͔̯̩̗͐̄ͥ̓Yͣ̇̇̄̆̽̑̈́͠҉̨̹̯̫͕͕͡ ̢̹͇̹͇͎̥̯̲̟͈ͦͣͤ̓̾ͯ͗ͤ̽̍͌̔̑͐̂̃͊̑̒̕͢ͅT̸̂ͣ̃͌̒͛ͦ̋́͆̆҉̛͏̡͖͖̯̜̣̩̰͈̬ͅH̸͙͕͇͇̭̹̬͕ͫͬ̋ͦ͟͝͝Eͩ̄͑̿ͮ̊ͣͩ̍́̂ͫ͌̇̌͏̶̳̟͍͖͔̖̫̕M̴̧̢ͧ̇ͮ̄ͯ̿̓͒̔̉̅̍ͬͪ͌҉҉̘͎̥̞̦ ͐̾͆̂ͮ͏̼̱̩̭̣͙̖͍̳̱̟͇͙̰̮́͡Ą̭͓͍̠͔̻̳̝̳͍̟͚͕͈̹̰̓̂ͤ͊ͬ̅ͮ̐ͤ̀̕͢L̸̵̹̻̰͚͌̅ͪ̋̈̈́ͭ̇̒ͨ̔͗̚͢͝L͚̺̘̫͍̂ͩ̔̈ͨ͐̍́̕͘͞!̸̷̟̯̱͙͍͕̬̘̪̰̬̙͔͇̙͓̣̄̄ͪ̔̔̃̌͛̽̂̆̿͢͠!̨̼̦̞̠͔͇̳̣̻̩̙ͯ̈́̔ͪ͐̇̐͑ͩ̀̚͘ͅ ̴̸̢̛ͨ̒̌̿͂̿͗̿̏̈́͂͏̣̺͈̯͉̤̘͍͉͔̳̠̝̭̟K̨̩̞̠͚̻̭̖͈̙͓̼̻̳̍ͣ̍͌ͥͮ̅̃ͦͬ̂͆̂͑͢I̹͇͇̼̦̼͔̣̼̻̜̟ͪͩ͂ͭ͐͑̈̋͒̽ͨ͊̍̀͢͡L̵̷̷̢͔̬̳͉̮̤̺̜̘̤̳̹̲̱̩͚̱̿͆̓͊̉́́͆͑̌́ͯ͒ͦ̍̚͘ͅL̶̢̛̪͎͖̪̖͖̰͈͈̣̇̽ͤ͊͡ͅ ̴́̅̅̊̒̃̃ͧͯ̔̈͋͘͟͏͍̠̲͖̞̯T͔̦̖͔̱̙̰̥̻̯̳̞̳̠͈̞̤͂̈͆̋ͮ̈́ͯ̒̃̽̆̽ͫ̀̉̚̕͞H̴̡̫̣͖̹̫̠̗͇̼͍̓͌͌̓͂̔ͩ̌̋̇͗͌͐̋̂̇ͣͨͥ͟͜͞E̷͔͉͎͔̮̓͊͋̂̉͊̃̀̔ͬ̒͆̉́̚M̡̖̬̣͇̰̘͇̬ͥ̀̓̓͘͟͟͡,̇͌̓̎̈̌҉̜̬͍̲̜̮̳̹̳͎̣͖̺̟̭̠͕̤̕ ̢̻͙̪̝̮͖̹͎͔͔̪̩̭̭̟̫͔̌͋͌̌̒̎̀̿͆̌ͨ̿ͯ͒̐ͥ́͘͜͝ͅȚ̸̴̡̗̺̦̫̻͉̦̦̹̩̠̜̫͕͖̘͕̔́ͣ̓̂͒ͪ̑ͪͩ̓̚̚͝E̡̛͍͎̤͎̘̪̯͕ͫ̽͐ͬ̔͗̕͟͝Aͣ͐ͥ̍͗́̀͜͏̪͍̫̬͍͟͞R̢̖̻̹̊͛̒͂̆̉̆̂̏̋͆̏ ̴ͭͯͭ̏̔̐ͧ̄͟͜͞҉̲̜͖̲͍͉ͅT͉̼̭̱̘͈̹͕̹͓̳̱͕̞͖͂̃͛̉̀̃̆ͤ̀́̈́̊̎̚̕͢Hͯ͐̉́ͯ̐̆̇̉ͥ́͋ͣͮ̔͒̚͝͏̠͔͕͇̰͖̘͙͖̟ͅͅE̡̥̞̯͈̦̹̻̹̹͓͚̹̞̰̳̯̽͌ͯ̿̍̕Ṃ̡͍̘̻̯͓͍̮̌͊ͨͥ͌̄̔̓ͣ̐̃̇̀ͅ ̴̨͉̩͕̺̪̈͋͋̾̋̒ͯ̐ͫ̌ͨ̍̌̒̀Ả̷̧̻̻̘̼̠̭͚̠͔̬͖̜ͯ͗͌̽ͥͩ̍̿̄̎ͧ̚̚͠͠P̧͈̞̗̞̠̤̜̰͉̠̬̒̿̈́̈́́̓̅͆̓ͭͣ̓̀͜A̷ͫ͛ͧ̃ͧ̊ͮ̉ͬͧͦ̌̿ͮ̀͆҉͙̲̪̭͢͝R̨͚̗̙̗̲̹̬̬̦̣̼̜̫ͩ̂̌̎̆̿̂͒̀̋̓͋͐̎̚̚̚͢Ţ̤̠̹̻̳͈̫̰̲̪̟͉͎̬͔̰͚̙͊̔̈̈́̊ͮ̂̃̂̈̌ͪ̈̍ͨ̈́̾̀͘͞!̷̵̻͉̺̯̰͔͙̥̫̻͍̖̦̩͔̺͎̹ͧ̃̈́̄̑ͩͤ̉ͩ̚͘͝͡!̻̤̹̪̳̥͕͈̑̈ͩ̂̍͊ͦͣͩ͒̇͌ͩͦ̐̿ͬ̚͢͡ ̡̢͓͔̮͛ͬ̃͗̔̌̌̊ͬͩ́́̚M̵̃̅͂̅͘͏̴̻̯͖̪̭̲͚̘̥A͑͊ͭ̅̽͆ͪͫ͗͗ͪ̇̓ͤ́͜͠҉̭̱̞̮̤͓̬̯̟͍̖̮̤̩̺K̡̛̳̹̣̫̘̘̜̩͍̜͖̖̞̖̣̞͛̿͋͋̌̍̌͊̔̄̚Ë́̇̽̆̀̌ͣ̆̇͑ͤ͐ͫͪ̂̀͏̙̼͎͓̳̹̻͓̺̘̦̼̲͚̗̠̕ͅ ̳̟̮̾ͭ̓̓̈́̀̕͜͝ͅT̀̉̆ͯ̈̈ͣͩ̌ͪͭ̓͗ͩ͟͏͏͔̤̜͎̘͔͚̪͙̭̥͕̰̤͚́ͅHͧ̋̀ͭ̏̀ͬ̍ͩͮ̿̎͑͏҉̸͕͍͓̞͉͖͈̣̟͕͈E̢̖͇̫͛ͪ̋̋ͫ́͢͜M̸̸̧̯͍̥͇͚̦ͣ̋ͩ̋̋ͯ̊̊̌̇̆̔͌͋̇͊͐͟͝ ̷̨͇̯̳͇̟̠̖̟̩̰̾̉̏̀̉̍͆͑̔̂ͬ̍̽̽ͭ̐ͧ̇Ẅ̵̡͙̤̯̹̬͙̗̘̘̭̻̙̥̼̳̮͈̯ͧ̈́ͤ̅ͩ͑̂ͧͮ͜Ạ̢̡͔̼͇̺̞̮͉͍̺͚̲̖͔͈͍ͨ̽ͤͦ̇̀͢ͅT̷̺̩͍̝̪̜̖̮̖̺̳͉̘͚̤̲̖̪̾̇̾̆̇̄̏͜ͅC̢̢̘̲̲̱̝͓͚̘̥̪̘̟̙̙̰̥ͤ͋ͫ͋̆͛̆͂͒̍͊ͭͬͫ̃͡H̉̓͆̄ͭ̅͐̓͘͏̬̩̥̻͎̪̩̟͓̯͞ ͩ̒̋̄ͧͥ̊͏҉̧̫̦̰̘͙̜̦̯͙͜A̯̜̭̮͍̺̩̝̞̺͕̗̜̜͎͔͐ͤ̐ͣͪͮ̍͆̃̒͋ͪ̎̔̓ͮ̽͟ͅS̷̸̶̖͓͍̞̝ͨ͌̈́̂͂́͗̈̽͗͛̎̓̀ͤͬ̚͘͞ͅ ̷̪̭̯̗͓̣͓̗̞̠̗͔̼̩͓̦̖͍͇́̒̓̍̃ͥͯͨͦ̐̅ͧͫͨ̕͟͞T̨͂ͦͬͣ͏̶̵̡̲̩̭̥̩͕̣̣̭ͅH̶̸̡̲̫͕̤̟̲̆ͦ̆̈́ͭͧͯͦͪ͛͑Ȩ̡̟̟̘̬͌̓̽̇̐͜I̧̜͕̗͇͒ͥ͆̐ͮͩ̀ͬ̋ͭ͌̀ͣͤͫͬ̚͟R̶̨̨̯̝̜̪̝̰̜̫̙͚̝͕͖̜̉̉̎̅̆ͣ͑́̊̄͟ ̷͔̤͔̱̤͚͕̦͇͚͑̀̾̐͊̉̒͒̈͊̆ͣ̐̉̔̿ͤ̈́͞ͅF̷̧͓͕͔̳̜̳͎̘͕͙̙̙̼̘̼ͩ̑͒͂͋ͬ̐͞Ā̢̩̺̦̼̟̱̥̤͓͂̃͂̂̑̂ͭ̊ͨ̀͂̓͞M̢̞͙̰̻̫̦̪̼ͥ̾̓̆̐̓ͫ͂͢͠͠I̡͙̤̜̯̝̖̺̠͍̗͙̰̺̪͋̉͛ͦͩ̌̅̌̆̓͐̓ͭ͐̀̅̔͟L̴̼̞̹̬͚͌ͮ̿̾͗̄͊͆ͨ̓ͫͤ̾̿̀́̚ͅĮ̸̢̗͇̱͉̟̳̗̱̩̗̞͚̹͔̦͒ͣͬ͐̽͊͐̿̌̓ͫ̓̃͛͗̚̕ͅE̵̥͈͕͍͊ͭ͋͒͜S͖͔̝̥̲̳̮̠̮̪̠̟̔ͫ̓̃̽̎͂͆ͨ͠͡ͅ ̛̛͍̺̥͓̲̘̱̪ͧ̾͊ͫͦ̆̅͟Fͫͮ̏͏̷̶̥͈̪̱̙͓͓̣̜̝̝̪̝̟̬̻̙̩͜ͅA̖̫̙͗̇̈́͆̍͑͛́ͮ̀͡L̴̡̑̈̍̐̎ͬ̃͝҉̶̘̪̖̬͚̙̮͙L̨̢̛͉̻̜̥̫͍̎̄͋̒͐̽͛̂̈́̔̉̍̎̊͂̾ͯ̐͒̀͢ ̆̆͊̽͗ͫ͊́͐̉̚͞͏̸̰͈̙͇͙̰̩͕͇̻̜͇͉̙̤̣͟ͅB͗̉̽͛ͩ͒̍ͥ̈̔͊̆ͩ͑ͯ͂͊̚͏̸̣̣͙̘͝͝E̡͔͔͚̙̜͇̼̲̭͉͉̹̳ͫ̒͒̋̽͋͌̆̂̚͞ͅF̸̭͎̮̟̟͎̖͂̀̍̾̉̿ͣͨ̉̊͑̃̀͘͝O͆̃ͥ͐̆̊ͬ́ͬ͒͛̆̈̚͡͏͖͙̯̬̝̖̜̫̞̱͕̰̟͖͘͞͞R̵̡̘͓̞̺͖̪͉̖̪͓̱̠̤͆̑̊̔ͪ͆̈̎ͪ̃͢͡E̢̤̹̱͂ͪ́̚̕͡ ̷̵̜͓̺̠̙̩̙̱̗̪̜͉̲̫̱̇ͮ̋̈̑͒̿ͮ͐͞͞T̎̔͂̓̀̏̅̇͛̑͊̄҉͏̤̘̦̞̲̜̺͕̀́Hͪ̅̅̔͟͏̧͚̩̮̳͘ͅE̸̸̼̭̤̖̠̟͓̗͎̙ͭ̉̀ͥ̄̍͢͡͝ͅM̸̟̮̟̹͔͈̬̲͇̹̳͓̂́͆͗ͨ͂̃ͮ́ͪ̄͐̃̚͟͜ͅ!̉͊ͮ̏̒͊ͮͥͯͬ̆̕͞͏̢̪͓͎̳̩̘̲̣̭̱̹̝̫̳̖̟̺̰!̷̴̢̭̗̱̰̳̻̯̺̗̫̑ͥ͌̓ ̷̅̓̈̅̽̎͒͒̚҉̞̼̪̣̬̭̟̲̭͎̜̦H̢ͬ͆ͥͤͭ͜҉͕̯̝͈͈͕̟͉̠̠̺̯̲͘ͅO̴̵̡̡̳̮̪͔̱ͮ̃ͧ̓͋̀̃ͪ̓͑͡L̈ͨ̎̇͊ͤ̆ͭ̋̓̆ͥ̿̓̎͢͏͎̤̯͔̝̟̫͍̞̠Dͫ͌̀͑̆ͫ̇̃ͫ̑ͮ̎̓̔̐̉͒̍҉͏̭̘͔̗͍̕ͅ ̶̪̥̯͉͔̱̪̯͈̫͍̳͔͙̏̓ͭ̇̒͆͗̃̂̏͌ͥ͗ͅͅTͪͫ̎ͩ̏̾ͨ͊̌̑͗̄͂ͭ̍͆̆̿̚͏̼͙̤̻̟̤͚͙͉̩̬̗̩̤́ͅͅḨ̡̫̪̠͇̝̜̒͑̎ͦ͛͘Ȩ̷̢͖̯̯̭͉͍̜̠̩̝̔͌̃̇̓̒ͭ̋͌I̶̸̻̘͇͙̹̫̣ͭͮͩ̎̓͢Ŕ̸̴̛̥̮̙̝̱̞̭̳̲̖͎͓̳̹͇ͩ̃̈̔͋̆̑ ̼̣͙̝͓̖̘ͩ͌͑͗͒̀͛͌͋̃̽̽̃̓͡ͅS̩̙̬̜̪͇̜̖͚̮̹̪̺͚̮̦͂͊̅ͣ͋̆̈̅́O̽ͣ̽́̋̀̐̐̈҉̨̡̨̯̗͎̰Ȕ̾ͫ͛̀̎̏̋ͩ̇́҉̶͏̠̻̱͇̩͚̝̖L̢̢̧̦̗̣͙͚͈̗̞̮͎͉͙̥͂̌̅ͨͧ̇ͪ͐̈́̈́ͫͮ̂ͫ͋̑̎͊͢͠S̄͌͒͐ͣ͊͂ͥͪͮͭ̋̈̉̿͌̾̚͏͏̙͓̺̜ ͒̈́͂͒̇̏͒ͪͦͮ̏̉̌̒͏̟̩̥͙̥͈̲͇̫͙͖̦̻̼̭̰̹̪̀I̢̨̦͓̰͎͙̥̾̔̌̾Ņ̴̦̮̣̬̯̇ͮͬ͊͆̽͘͡ ̸̧̢̩̱͓̭̜̩͆̇̊͆́̃͂̊̌͂ͥͭ͂̂̑ͬ͐F̋̓ͭ̑̆̆͞͏̹̹͔͍̘̻̝̹̖͇̳̪͕̀͘͡ͅR̶̨̢͖̲͍̥͓͎̩̣̣̮̘̝̫͎̣̤͓̦͐ͪͪ̍ͭͧͩͤ̐̓̌̄͑̍̕͜Ơ̵̷̸̭̩̫̘̹̙͊́̓̽͋̐̑́̾͊ͪ͋͢ͅͅṄ̋͊̋̋͒̊ͤ̐̾̊̒͢͏̨̥̯͙͙̥͓̪̞̙̗̱̟͙̟͍͖͇ͅT̨̮͍̙̯̮̹̺̣̙͙̝͎͚͖̪̝̲̉̔̽̓͋̿̌̋ͥ͠ ̖̥̮͙̭͎̖͆̇ͦ͂͢͝Ȍ̴̫̖̞̙̠̹̖̙̳̪̞̞̙̱͖̝̲̾͗ͦ̎ͨ̈́ͥ͂̊̑͞F̷̷̛̳͉̖̥ͥ̅͑́̒͌͗̇̌̍̒̆̊̒͒͆ ̧̢ͧ̌ͫ̄̇̎̒̇ͤ̒̒͛̚̚҉͜͏͕͎̘̜͕̩̰T͋ͦ̂ͥͣͧ̊̈́͏̷͏̩̗̠͖͔̫̠͉͕͢ͅḨͤͫ̈ͥ̅͑ͨ͑͏̵̢̰̞̜̙̳͓̤̙E̹͓͍̘̳͉̙̭͙̪̞̍̇ͪ́̚͘M̝͕͚͕̣̜̦̈́̉̾ͮ̆͊̈̊͑̓̉͆͗͋̓̑̚͘͘͝ ͑͊͌̋͊̃̃̈́̒̌̚͏̢̛͉̘͉̘̘̳͇̖̺̠̹͖̖̰̟̺̙͝Ă̡͎̟̣͔̻̬̲̺̯ͨ̓͑͆̈̊ͦ̇͋͞͡S̢̛͙̝̘̻͙͙̺̭̱̅͂̎̄̏ͣ̅́͝ ̸̢̛̯̳̘̦̬͚̳̙̫͖̟̯͇̘̪ͬ͒͌̎̎̾̅̇̿̃͝͞Ţ͒̎̆͑̓̑̓̈͐ͮͪ̔͒҉̡҉̖͕͈͇̗̫̘̙̹͔͕̳͙͈H̷̥͎̙̺͉̦̜͕̥͊̽̌̄̀̏͆̕͟͡ͅͅË́ͧ͌̅͒͒̊̎̈́̆̓̓ͤ̓ͬͮ̌͏̤̩̪̖̗͈̮͜ͅÝ̶̧̧̖̖̙̰̦͙̮̺͎̻͚̝̘̦̈͗̒ͪ͂͐ͥ̈ͥ̓̽͝ ͮ̈́͊̃̾͋͏̀̀͏̘̳̠̭͉̣̲̘̦̥̩̞C̃̐͗̏̈̌͑͛ͭͧ̿̽̌̈̈͏̴͔̩̜͈R̦̱̝̹̞̰͙̩̻̮̥̘͊̂ͫ̂ͭ̌ͪ̍̽̕͟Ų̵̴̬̥̻͎̗̺̇͒ͪͬ͗̉̎̉̓͂̊́̿ͭͭ͢͞Ṁ̡̢̛̻̞̹͓̣͔͇͈ͦ́̐̉̎͟B̷̷̨̟̼̳͈̳̰̫̩̺̝̗̲̦ͭ̒ͨͤ̓̃ͦ̃̓̅̈́͞L͛ͪ̌͋ͤ͊͏̢҉͉̖̭̠̠͍͉̰͙͙̘̯̮E͙̖͈͎͇̫͔̟̹̭͈̖ͤ̐͗̉ͪ̑́͘ ̧̛̣̟̖̭̩͚̦̳͔̥͒̉̉̓ͫ̔̀̀͠ͅT̷͓̺͙̩͉̒̄ͩ̉͗͟͞O̴̴̤͔͇̱͚͉̣̩͉͓̣̗̖͚ͨ̾͋ͮ̒͌̂̇ͭͤ̾͜͜ ̵̜̳̠͚̯̤͎̦̠̙͓̜̙͚͓̲ͫ͌͆̎͐̀̀͜D̶̅ͫ̽̎͑ͤ̀̕͏͎͉͇͓̯̼̜̲̘̦̼́U̷ͩ̎͊̔̋̀̐ͥ̋͛͗̄͌̈̇̈́̽̎͝҉͏͖̻̪̦̟S̵͛͐̋͑̆ͭ̎̏̈́̿̾̒͢͝҉͏̙̤͖̺̤̮̺̞̻̜͎Tͮ̅͗ͩ̂ͪ͌ͫͤ͗͞͏͏̷̧͉͇͖͙̳͓̜̲̯̻̮̰̪̱͎!̨̡̯͙̠̣͔̖̻͙̳̪͉̆ͨ̍ͪ͐̀͟!̧̮̖̰͓̼̫̪̌̑̊̑̐ͧ̋̒ͭ̑͐̈́͆ͫ̋̋̓̀̚͠ͅ

Sans! Sans, calm down! Sans, it’s alright, calm down! 

He was screaming. Howling in the Corrupt language. What he was saying, he wasn’t exactly sure, except he got the impression that it was very violent. 
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Shh! Shh, Sans, it’s okay. Calm down, it’s okay. Please. Calm down.

He could feel it burning in his chest. This hunger, this megalomania.

d҉̳̤e̦͔̟͍̻s͏̼̬̣̺̤͡ţ͏̺͙͈̦̖r͜҉̘̳̟͔̼̥̺o̼̮͉͞͞y̵̩̳̺͍̗͈ͅ ̬̹̮̲̯̭͈̝t̡̟͝h͝҉͍̼̥͞i̙̩͙̼̩̟͘ͅs̩͇̜͉͖͚̙͎̺ ̵̢̣̹̝͎̭̖̗͕̕ͅp̣̙̮̗̝̩͉a̹͘t̳h̙͉̲̪̰̀̀͟e͚͎̣̗͚̼̦̦͡t̡̜̲̠̹̮̞̮̝i̲̖̜̻̞͓̜͎̕c̝̘͙͇̲̥͘ ̡͕̹͎̹̦͎̺e̙̹̖͍̙͘x̦͕͉̱̗̲͓̮͢c̡̱͘͡ú͉͈͈͠s̛͏̻̥̻̻̼̖̯͚̀e͏̞̻̻̞̲̰̥̤ ̬͓͔̜̠̣͘͟͝o̢̨̫͍͚͖͙̟̘͙ͅf̸̢̬͚̭̫͍̩ ̢͉̻̣͇͖̱̞͠a̴̭̫̰͓͓ͅn͉̬̦ ̤͎̱͕͙̪a̶͕̬̰r̳̗̦͕̮͔͙̥̲m̢͈͍̭̺̻̞̲ͅy҉̛̦-̤̭-̲̙̼̦͍́́

Sans, please. You’re scaring me. Please. 

W͏͔̭̹̬ͅi̳ͅt͏̯͕͡h͇̼̹͝ ̨̺̰̳͈̹͝a͈̗͖̖̗̠͘ͅ ͞҉̝͙̦͕̙h̷̡̦̪͓̗̟ͅu͚̭̜̬ḿ̛͕͓̩̝͚̻͖̝̖a̴̛̯̤̳̻̲n̜̲̹̜̱̺͟ ̧͕̻̝̝̗̩̣̥S̥ò̢͈͓͍̫͍̼u̕͏̠̳̲̫͕l͓͔̙͜

Papyrus…

i c̺̱̗͓̲͙̳͜a̠͡ṉ̼̼̲͟ͅn̴͚̭̘ǫt̹ fail.

Sans…

i…

c̺̱̗͓̲͙̳͜a̠͡ṉ̼̼̲͟ͅn̴͚̭̘ǫt̹…

Please, Sans.

… pap. Papyrus.

You’re scaring me.

…c̺̱̗͓̲͙̳͜a̠͡ṉ̼̼̲͟ͅn̴͚̭̘ǫt̹…

Scaring… Papyrus…

Please…

…i…

Breathing hard. Curled up on his side. Throat was kinda sore. Clutching the jacket hood. Pulling it as low as it would go. trying to cover the glow. stop the burn. see through the purple in his sight.

…cán͠’̡t͘…

“Shhh. It’s alright, Sans. Calm down. It’s alright.”

Papyrus was pressed against his back, hugging him tightly. 

“cán͠’̡t͘…” Sans gasped. “…can’t…”

“Shhh. Shhhh. It’s okay, Sans. Shh.”

Sans took a few more gasping breaths. “… p-pap-…”

“Yeah. It’s alright, Sans. Just calm down.”

Sans breathed a little easier. Eventually, having sufficiently calmed down, he stopped altogether, and sat up. 

Frisk was outside the cell. Gaster was nearby, the syringe in his hands no doubt filled with the most powerful sedative he had. And Papyrus was sitting next to him, arms still wrapped around his ribcage. 

The human…

Their Soul…

He could still feel it, still pulling at him, still urging him to take it. But with Papyrus right next to him, Sans thought he had a strong enough grip on himself to resist. Or maybe Papyrus was the one who had a grip on him.

Frisk looked a little scared, but mostly sympathetic. Gaster was glaring full-on at Sans. Papyrus just looked relieved. 

Then Frisk said, quietly, “M-maybe I should go home for now.”

Gaster just nodded. 

Frisk said a quick goodbye to Papyrus, then slipped out the door.

The second it closed, Gaster’s rage broke loose. 

§

A/N

I think all us Undertale Trash can agree that watching Sans suffer is just about one of the most fun things you can do in the fandom.

(By the way, wh͞e͟n͘ ̵th̷e҉ te̡xt ̸h̷a҉s ͠a̶ll̨ t̕hi͡s st͟ųf҉f ͡ar̛ou͞nd͘ i͘t,҉ that’s the Corrupt Language. Just in case you didn’t catch that.)

ON ANOTHER NOTE—

Thank you guys so, so, SO much!! I haven’t even had this story out for a month, and already it’s over 300 views, 100 comments, and 50 votes!! I never expected it to do this well, especially not in less than a month!

*Your comments and votes have filled this smol fanfic author with inspiration and  DETERMINATION!


15 ~ Broken Bones

“WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?” Sans flinched as Gaster roared wildly in Hands, gesturing furiously in his direction. 

“i- i don’t know-” Sans recoiled, scooting back on the cot, pressing his back against the wall.

“Don’t know? You were two seconds from going into a dust-hungry frenzy! And it sure seemed like you had a lot to say- in the Corrupt tongue!”

“i’m s-sorry—” He was apologizing more in an attempt to placate Gaster’s rage than because of any guilt. Whatever hellish power had given him enough Magic to make his right eye glow had left him, and he doubted he would live if Gaster decided to kill him.

“Sorry?! Sorry?! You were going to kill us!”

“sorry-” he repeated, wrapping his arms around Papyrus and hugging his brother close. It occurred to him that this might be the last time he saw his brother. 

“If Papyrus hadn’t been able to calm you down, you could have hurt him. You put him in danger, Sans.”

That hurt, and Gaster knew it. Sans wished he could die. Or melt into the wall. 

Papyrus… I could’ve hurt Papyrus…

“On top of that-”

“N  O  .” Sans was far too deep in guilt to register what had just happened, but Gaster stared at Papyrus, shocked. The small skeleton had detached himself from Sans, and had leaped between Sans and Gaster. Papyrus almost looked… mad. 

Once it was clear that he had Gaster’s undivided attention, though, his expression softened. “…Please, Dad. Please stop. Look at Sans. He’s already really sorry. Please. It was an accident, and he didn’t do it on purpose. He said he was already struggling to keep from attacking Frisk. He did his best. He’s sorry. Please. Stop.”

That said, he dropped down beside Sans, who immediately hugged him and started choking out an apology. Papyrus hugged him back, and quietly told him it was alright, and it wasn’t his fault. 

Gaster reached up and massaged his temples. He needed something, coffee, perhaps, or some medication for his rapidly developing headache. He looked at his sons. They had lapsed into silence, arms around each other, skulls resting on each other’s shoulders, eyesockets closed.

For a moment, he just watched them. Except for Sans’ slight hiccuping, they were both almost silent, almost motionless.

Gaster fingered the syringe in his hands. “… Papyrus.” He said quietly. “It’s about dinner time. Let’s go.”

Papyrus didn’t move. Softly, he said, “… No. You can go, it’s okay. I’m going to stay here.”

Gaster frowned. He didn’t want Papyrus alone with Sans. Sans had just proven himself to be highly volatile and not completely in control of himself, and as much as Gaster realized that Sans truly did love Papyrus, he didn’t want Papyrus accidentally hurt. 

“Papyrus.”

“… Dad.” Papyrus lifted his skull off Sans’ shoulder to look at Gaster. “Please. I need to stay here. Sans needs me.”

Before Gaster could speak, Sans shifted, pulling away a bit from Papyrus. “n-no, pap. it’s fine. i’ll— … i’ll be fine. you… you should… p-probably go-…”

“… Okay.” Papyrus nodded slightly, and leaned forward to hug Sans again.

For a moment, they sat there, just hugging. 

“pap. …you should go.”

Papyrus nodded, but made no move to let go of Sans. “Yeah. I’ll go.”

Sans didn’t let go of Papyrus, either. 

“Papyrus, come on.” Gaster sighed.

Another minute passed, the pair unmoving. They really did love each other. 

Finally, slowly, Papyrus started to pull away from Sans. They both looked very despondent.

And then, Sans broke. He was already exhausted, his mind and Soul frayed and weary from his ordeal, and he was only not sedated— or worse— right now because of Papyrus.

He started to tremble, but that quickly grew to a fierce shaking. And that had scarcely begun before he started sobbing, too. Reaching out with shaking hands, he grabbed Papyrus’s shoulders, clinging to Papyrus as if his life depended on it. 

“d-do-n’ g-g-o,” he begged, tears streaming down his face, “d-d-don’ l-lea-ave m-me here a-l-lon-e! p-pl-e-ease, p-pa-ap-yr-u-us, i n-ne-e-d y-y-you—!! p-ple-as-se d-o-n’t l-le-leave—”

Blinking back tears of his own, Papyrus lurched forward, slamming into Sans’ chest. Sans wrapped his arms tightly around Papyrus, still shaking and sobbing.

“I’m not gonna go anywhere.” Papyrus’s voice was muffled with his face buried against Sans’ chest. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m staying here, Sans. I’m not going anywhere.”

Gaster blew out a long, slow breath. With the hand not holding the syringe, he pulled his cellphone out of his pocket. He had all four of his assistants on speed dial, and he needed a bit of assistance here.

“Yes, Sir?” The assistant’s voice came through the speaker after the phone had barely rung once.

Gaster opened his mouth, took a breath, started to speak, then stopped. For a moment, he was silent.

“Sir?” The assistant repeated.

Do it. Say it. Gaster silently commanded himself while looking at his sons. Say it now, before you start second-guessing yourself.

“Uh- yes.” He spoke into the phone. “Yeah. Can you do me a favor? Go get me a pizza or two, and bring ‘em to my lab. Great, thanks.” He hung up before the assistant, or he, had the time to question his command.

Then, after another moment’s hesitation, he sat down on the edge of the cot, and wrapped his arms around the trembling pair. 

When Sans flinched away from him, Gaster was a bit hurt at first. But he let Sans edge away from him, telling himself that he really did deserve that. So instead, he settled for an arm around Papyrus’s shoulders, and one hand resting lightly on Sans arm. 

~o0o~

With the combined efforts of pizza and multiple promises from both Papyrus and Gaster that Papyrus would be allowed back tomorrow, Gaster managed to get Papyrus out of the lab and into bed a little after midnight. It was still a school night, after all.

While Gaster was tucking Papyrus into bed, he stopped abruptly and sighed. “Papyrus… Am I doing the right thing?”

Papyrus slipped a hand out from under the covers and set it on Gaster’s arm. “What do you mean, Dad?”

“I-… I’m hurting Sans. And I keep telling myself it’s okay because I’m trying to find a cure, but… I’m still hurting Sans. And-… I don’t know… if…” he sighed again.

Papyrus thought about that for a couple minutes. Finally, looking up at Gaster, he said, “Dad, do you remember that time we were in Waterfall, and we were crossing that rotten bridge? And some of the planks broke when I stepped on them?”

Gaster nodded. He remembered that day unfortunately well. The bridge had been in dire need of repair, but Gaster had insisted that it was safe. It wasn’t, and Papyrus had the misfortune to step on a weaker spot. His foot had broken through the bridge, his fibula breaking as well in the process. From there, a number of wood splinters had buried themselves in the break. He hadn’t been able to walk for months, and Gaster had blamed himself for that for a very long time.

“And remember how I got all those splinters in my leg, and you had to pull them out?”

Gaster nodded slowly again. 

“That hurt. A lot. You could have left them in my leg, and it wouldn’t have hurt as much. But then my bone never would have healed right, and it maybe would have gotten infected. This is kind of the same thing. You’re helping Sans to heal properly, even though it hurts him… and maybe you a bit, too.”

Gaster thought about that, and nodded slowly. Papyrus could tell he still wasn’t quite convinced, though, so he went on.

“Or, you told me a story, once. About the first human who fell. How they had broken their arm somehow, but didn’t tell anyone, and it started to heal wrong, and when the king and Queen found out about it, they asked you to come help.”

Gaster remembered this, too. He had had to realign the human’s bone, undoing what healing had taken place. There had been a lot of screaming and cursing, and it was no fun for anyone. He had originally told his sons this story to underline the importance of not lying (especially not about being injured) as it tended to make things more painful. But Gaster saw where Papyrus was going with this.

“And you had to re-break their arm to get it to heal right. It’s still the same thing.”

Gaster blew out a sigh. “… Yeah. Guess so. Still feel bad about it, though.”

Papyrus smiled at him and sat up a bit to hug him. “That just means you’re a good person.”

§

A/N

On a side note, emotistic-optimistic may or may not have unintentionally inspired me to draw some things. Or, rather, four parts of the same thing.

Presenting: a mouse’s doodles of the varying stages of Dadster anger.



“Have I ever told you how annoying you are?”



“I used to have a theory that there is a limit to how stupid one can be, but you’ve just proven me wrong!”



“How idiotic can one person be?!”



“You’ll have to excuse me. As much fun as this is, I simply cannot waste any more time with your stupidity.”

Anyway, thanks for reading this, and I hope you enjoyed it (and my little doodles!) Remember, votes and comments are not only always welcome, but always appreciated, too!


16 ~ “it’s ALWAYS funny.”

When Papyrus came after school the next day, Sans was relieved. He had spent the entire night and then the entire day afraid that Gaster may have decided not to allow Papyrus back, that it was too dangerous, that Sans was too dangerous. 

But, Papyrus came. 

Sans was strapped down to the table, as he often was on afternoons, with the usual variety of equipment attached to him. He had been meekly cooperating the entire day, afraid that one misstep would result in his never seeing Papyrus again. When Papyrus’s usual friendly greeting to both Gaster and Sans accompanied the sound of the door, Sans’ grin widened.

“papyru—” Sans stopped in the middle of his greeting and sucked in a sharp breath. He couldn’t see, his skull was held in place, but that didn’t matter. It bubbled up quickly, the intoxicating burn in his bones, the compelling megalomaniac pulse in his chest. 

Gaster started to voice some protest, but Sans barely heard. 

Frisk had come with Papyrus.

And this time, h̹͖̤͖͎̕ͅe̖͉͝ ̳͕̺̤̪̩w̗̩̹̫̮̘͙͡o҉͓̥̬u̥̤̞l͔d̶͕̼̲̱͈̱̪n’͖̙̞̲̟̠t̯̳ l̼͉̣̝͚̿͗͂͂e̮͎̙̬̺̞̥̾͆̐͡t̯̳̓͆̈́ ̳̤̼̏͑̈͆t̢̤̩͕̯̒h̘̥͎̘e̠ͭ̚m̴̘̪͎̟͎̳̗͌ ȇ̷̙̺̬̘̞̗̬̌ͩͥͨ͘s̨̻̟̮̼̺̍̒ͦ̇͞ͅc͚̰̫̰̊̔ͨ̉͛͐ͭ̕͠a̡ͤ̂͐̐͐̓̈̈̚͏̼p͍͉̰͙̼͉͎͐̓͂͒̔͐̓̓e̙̾ͧ̑ͧ̌̕͟͡. 

He would ṯ̶̩̿e̷͖̟̱͂ͮ̔ͧͮͩͯã̹̝̀̎r̥̮̃͑̒̔ ͕͉͍̗̖̎̎̔̈̕t̖̤͉͎͇͇̞ḧ̟̱̻̰͓̋̃͘ͅͅe͖̋̌̂̓ͫ̅̚̕m̴͈͔̩͔̀ͪ̓͊̊̔ ̓̅̊ͨ̍́҉̦ä̷̫͓͔̦̮́̾̋ͮ̉p̘̤̈́̐̒̽̏ͮ͟a͑ͤ͊̓҉̮̠̙r̼̼̣̯̲͔̃͂̃͠t̢͓̺̻͇ ͈̳̋̄h̹̤͙͖͍̮̯e̱͚̭̦͍̺͚̓ ̴̂̋̏̍͒ͨw̥͔̮͈̖̰ͬ̾͞o͕̤̺ͪŭ̩̲̩͚̜̯͛ͦͤ̌͞l͉͇̪̝͌̉ͨdͬ͊̅ͯ̐͜—

“Sans.” Papyrus was there, one hand resting against Sans’ rapidly rising and falling ribcage. 

And it subsided. The compulsion to kill the human was still there, still itching in his chest, but it was… manageable. With Papyrus there, everything would be alright.

Papyrus smiled at someone Sans couldn’t see, presumably Frisk or Gaster. “See?” He laughed a bit, his hand still on Sans’ chest. “I told you it would work.”

“Papyrus,” Gaster said slowly, “what are you doing?”

Papyrus looked most likely to Gaster, who was still outside of Sans’ range of vision. “Well, Frisk and I had an idea! Yesterday, when I hugged Sans, he calmed down. So I thought that maybe if I stayed touching Sans, he would be okay!”

Gaster stepped over to the operating table and loomed over Sans. “Are you okay?” There wasn’t a whole lot of concern in his voice, it was more like he was asking Sans what the answer to a mathematical equation was, rather than his wellbeing. 

Sans decided to ignore the almost total lack of sympathy. He closed his eyes a moment, and thought about it. Then he looked up at Gaster. “… umm… i… i think… i’m mostly okay… ish. i still wanna kill frisk, but only a bit more than i wanna kill you.”

“Hm.” Gaster seemed mildly impressed. After a moment, though, his expression changed to one half concerned, half reprimanding. “Papyrus,” he began in a tone matching his visage, “while I am extremely proud that you have more or less followed the scientific method, you really shouldn’t have taken a risk like this! What if it hadn’t worked?”

Papyrus grinned. “Well, Sans can’t really move much.”

“he’s right.” Sans input, and was ignored.

“But what would have happened if he had gotten strong enough to break the restraints?”

Papyrus was silent for a moment. “Then Frisk would have left.”

“Papyrus-”

“Um, Dr. Gaster, Sir?” Frisk interrupted. “It was— …uh. I told Papyrus to try it.”

Gaster rounded on the human child, whom Sans still could not see. “Why in the name of Annoying Dog would you do that?! You could have gotten us all killed!”

“It- it worked last time, and- and I-” Frisk paused. “…and I wanted to see Sans again.”

“huh?! what? why?” Had Sans been able to move his skull, he would have turned to look at Frisk. The idea that the human had wanted to see him after he had almost lost it and almost attacked them was a little disconcerting.

“Uh-…” They walked over to the table. Sans gave them a somewhat suspicious glare. “I wanted… I wanted to apologize. For, um, what happened yesterday.”

For a moment, Sans just stared up at them. Then he started to laugh. “you— hah— you’re such an idiot! haha! i- i tried to kill ya— an’ you come back— hah— risk your life, an’ pap’s an’ gaster’s— heheh!—jus’ to apologize?! hahah! an’ i thought- HRK!”

Sans jerked against the restraints as Gaster suddenly grabbed Papyrus’s arm and lifted his hand off Sans’ chest. The burning, aching hunger swept through Sans, and his vision quickly covered in a purple film. When he glanced at the human, he saw they were different. They were bathed in a red glow, and their Soul was bright against their chest.

Their Soul. He would h̪͙̩͞a̬̞͖̹͙v̵͎̖̘̬ͅe̷͔̥̠͙̼̭ i̠̫̟t̟̦͙̹.̟̙̦̼ ̜͖̬͎̞̼͢It̞̭̦͎̪̼͠ͅ ̭̺̬̬w̙̳̦͟o͓͍̣̤̰úl̺͓̬̩͕͠d͕̫—

And then Papyrus was draped over top of him, hugging him as much as possible, as he was still strapped down.

Sans struggled to slow his breathing. When he looked again, Frisk was normal-looking. And Gaster wasn’t standing near the table. Sans couldn’t see him. 

So he just shouted. “what were you thinking?!” He roared. “do you realize what you just did, gaster?! weren’t you the one just a couple minutes ago, telling papyrus that was incredibly stupid?!”

As he raged, Papyrus sat up, careful to keep a hand on Sans’ chest as he did so.

Gaster, meanwhile, was seated at his desk, doing something on his computer, either oblivious to or ignoring Sans. 

As Sans continued to rant, Papyrus noticed that Frisk looked a little concerned. He leaned over his brother and said quietly to them, “Don’t worry. He’s not swearing or talking in the Corrupt language, so it’s okay. He’s just shouting to relieve the tension.”

“Do… do they normally do this?”

Papyrus frowned a little. “… No, most of the time, Dad is talking back to Sans. Sometimes, it’s even fun to listen to. They’re both really smart, and fast.”

“Oh.” They said, a note of bemused curiosity in their voice. “Huh!”

After a few more minutes of Sans continuing to shout, Gaster stood from his desk, and returned to stand at the table’s side. He waited until Sans paused momentarily, and said, “If you’ll calm down for a moment, I’ll explain.”

Sans spent a few more moments insulting Gaster in a wide variety of ways, then fell silent.

Gaster gave him a mildly annoyed look. “Now. First of all, to justify my actions, Papyrus, however riskily, had already proven that he could keep you calm. So as long as he still was nearby, no harm could be done, and no harm was done.”

“does the harm done to my mental health not count?!”

Gaster ignored Sans’ interruption. “As for why I did it, I was curious-”

“you were curious?!” Sans roared. It was pretty impressive how intimidating he could look while being strapped down to a table.

Gaster gave Sans a withering glare. “Yes. And no one was in any danger.” He paused a moment, still glaring at Sans, then continued. “I saw that, according to this,” he tapped one of several devices attached to Sans’ Soul, “while Frisk is near, your Corrupt Magic… grows, to put it simply. However, when I looked at the readouts, the ratio for your Corrupt Magic to Pure Magic was about the same as it normally was. So I wanted to see if Papyrus was dampening the Corrupt Magic.”

For a moment, things were silent. Everyone looked at Gaster expectantly. Well, no, Sans glared. But for all intents and purposes, it had mostly the same message; hurry up and tell us already!

Finally, Frisk broke the silence. “Well? Is he?”

Gaster shook his head. “No. Sans’ Corrupt Magic level stayed exactly the same when I pulled Papyrus’s hand off. Papyrus, you are boosting Sans’ Pure Magic, enough for it to effectively counteract the rise in Corrupt Magic.”

For another moment, there was silence, as that sunk in. Then, “so, wait. papyrus is making me stronger, pretty much?”

“Pretty much, yes.” Gaster confirmed. “Except, only when he’s touching you, and only your Pure Magic. And possibly only when a human is nearby.”

“huh. that’s pretty cool, i guess.” Sans thought for a moment. Then, very slowly, he said, “actually, i think he does it all the time, just more when he’s touching me. because, yesterday, i only managed to last as long as i did because i kept thinking about how papyrus didn’t want me to attack frisk.”

“Really?” Papyrus looked quite excited at the thought that his very existence gave Sans strength. With his hand still on Sans’ chest, Sans could feel the small quiver of excitement that ran through him. “Nyeh heh heh!”

Frisk looked at Sans, smiling. “So does that mean I can shake your hand, then?”

Sans glared at them. “no.” 

They looked a little disappointed, but mostly surprised at his flat-out refusal. 

Papyrus smiled at them. “Don’t worry. He’s like that to everyone. You just have to keep trying, and he’ll like you eventually!”

“no i won’t.”

Papyrus turned back to Sans. “Yes you will! You like me.”

“yeah, but that’s a special case!” Sans protested. “you’re my brother.”

Papyrus just grinned. “And Frisk’a a human!”

“which is exactly why i’m even less likely to like them, pap.”

“But there’s still the possibility, Sans! I believe in you!”

Sans just sighed.

~o0o~

For a while, Frisk stayed in the lab. That meant that Papyrus had to stay sitting on the table, hand on Sans’ chest or arm or holding Sans’ hand, but neither of the brothers really minded. Eventually, Frisk’s phone rang; Toriel was calling them home to dinner.

But they said, if they were welcome, they would come back again. Before Sans could protest, Papyrus readily told them that yes, they were welcome. They just had to make sure to call first, so Papyrus could be already with Sans when they came in.

And they did come back.

This time, Papyrus was sitting in Sans’ lap in the cell. When they walked into the lab, Sans felt the same itch in his chest, but it was only that, an itch that was easily ignored. 

No, the annoying part was how they still offered to shake Sans’ hand.

They did that every. Single. Time. that Sans wasn’t strapped down to the table, and they only didn’t then because he wouldn’t have been able to move his arm. 

Every time, Sans flat out refused, only because Papyrus would be upset if he killed them, and even with Papyrus touching him, he couldn’t be sure he would be able to resist killing Frisk if he was also touching them. 

Of course, with such a delicate setup, something was bound to happen eventually.

~o0o~

It started like a normal Thursday afternoon. Frisk had been coming for almost a month now, and while Sans was still annoyed with them, he was mostly used to them always asking to shake his hand.

On this particular day, Sans was sitting on the cot in the cell, with Papyrus leaning against his side. Frisk was near the door of the cell, bringing their homework sheet over to work with Papyrus. Gaster was at his workbench, messing with some electronic device that Sans wouldn’t be surprised to find stabbed in his Soul tomorrow.

Frisk was about five feet away when whatever Gaster was working on exploded. It wasn’t a big explosion, and while it blackened his face with smoke, it did no damage.

Not to him, at least. The sound had startled both Papyrus and Sans, so that they both lurched upright. 

Papyrus was no longer leaning against, or touching, Sans.

In half a second, Sans was lunging forward, left eyesocket dark and right burning with a Corrupt purple anti-light. His voice tore from his throat, the harsh screeches and growls of the Corrupt language tearing through the air. His right hand was stretched towards Frisk’s neck, burning with Corrupt Magic.

Time seemed to slow. Both Papyrus and Gaster were watching, neither able to move fast enough to stop it.

And Frisk stared up at Sans, eyes wide with fear. They stumbled half a step back, and then-…

Then they lifted their hand, offering a handshake.

Sans froze, silent, his right hand less than half an inch from strangling the life out of Frisk. For a moment, he just stared, then he blinked, the light in his right eye going out.

Then, very, very slowly, he stood up straight, and carefully took Frisk’s hand.

And he started to laugh. He laughed long and loud and hard, like this was just about the funniest thing he had ever seen, shaking Frisk’s hand all the while. After about thirty or so seconds of this, his laughter calmed down a little, and he gave Frisk’s arm a bit of a yank, pulling them forward, wrapping his arms around them. Gaster started, thinking Sans was gong to crush Frisk, but Papyrus stayed where he was, just smiling. He knew Sans was just hugging them, in a rough, mostly friendly way.

And still, Sans laughed. “k-kid— hah!- you idiot!!— you insane— heheheh!!— idiot!! why— why would you— hahah!- try to shake the hand of your killer?- heh!”

Frisk just smiled as Sans released them. “I wasn’t in any danger.”

Sans just let out a snort. 

It wasn’t until some time later, after Frisk had left, that Sans, Papyrus, and Gaster found that the white streak in Sans Soul had stretched just a tiny little bit farther.
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17 ~ A Promise

The next day when Frisk came back, they were a little alarmed to see that Papyrus wasn’t near Sans. Sans appeared to be asleep on the cot, while Papyrus was sitting at Gaster’s desk, figuring out what 12 X 5 was.

Noting that the cell door was open, as usual, they started to step backwards out the lab door, trying to figure out if they had forgotten to call ahead of time, or something like that.

Too late, though, as Sans’ head snapped up suddenly, looking straight at Frisk. Frisk stared back, meeting his eyes, one bright, the other cracked. 

Then his lazy grin widened ever so slightly. “heya, kid.”

At Sans’ voice, both Papyrus and Gaster looked up at Frisk.

Papyrus grinned “Hello, Frisk!”

“Um-” They gestured slightly at the open cell door. “Um, is that…”

Sans sat up a little and waved a hand dismissively. “eh. ‘s fine. ‘m not gonna kill ya.”

They lifted an eyebrow, expression somewhere between curiosity and skepticism.

Papyrus nodded enthusiastically, though. “He’s not going to! He likes you!”

Sans flopped back down on the cot, muttering into his pillow, “it’s a little more complicated than that, pap.”

Sans didn’t continue, so Frisk looked to Gaster for an explanation.

He gestured slightly as he spoke. “You managed to do the same thing for Sans as Papyrus did. Not to the same extent, nowhere near, in fact, but you still did it.”

Frisk blinked, then smiled. “So I helped to heal you, Sans?”

Sans, still facedown on the cot, just shrugged. Then, after a moment, he propped himself up on one elbow. “actually, it’s kinda strange. i can still… feel you. i can feel your soul. but, lucky you, it’s not driving me into a power-hungry rage.”

“So wait. Does that mean you can… feel me? Like, where I am?”

Sans gave them a sort of unsettling grin and nodded.

At that moment, Gaster looked up from whatever he was working on at his desk, and looked at Sans. “Can you now? That’s interesting.”

Sans was grinning wide as usual, but his eyesockets went dark. “no. no. don’t even think about it.”

Gaster mimicked the disconcerting grin Sans had had, and innocently said, “Think about what, Sans?”

Sans just scowled at him.

Frisk, meanwhile, asked, “So, Sans, if you’re not going to kill me now, can I ask you a question?”

Sans, who was getting kinda sore elbows by now from holding himself up at such an odd angle for so long, rolled over onto his back with a groan of effort. “i mean, you just did ask me a question. but i guess you can ask me another one, if ya really want to. like i said before, there’s not a whole lot i can do ta stop ya.”

“Can you still see out of your left eye?”

Sans was quiet a minute. When he spoke, he did so slowly, carefully picking over his words. “yes… but, if i pay attention, really pay attention… there are these dark lines over my vision, about where the cracks are.” Despite his attempt to hide it, there was a clearly audible note of pain in his voice. 

Frisk decided not to follow the next string of questions they had involving his left eye. Instead, they asked about his Magic, moving to sit against the wall of the cell. “So you have a bunch of Corrupt attacks, then?”

“yup.” The relief in his voice was almost tangible. Any regret Frisk might’ve had about not asking about his eye instantly vanished.

“What’s that like?”

“eh. nothing especially special. in the end, it all achieves the same thing.”

Gaster snorted. “That’s not what you told me.” He glanced at Frisk. “When I asked him, he made it sound like going from Pure Magic to Corrupt Magic was like going from Windows Vista to Windows 10.”

Before Frisk could say anything, Sans retorted with, “well, of course i’m gonna tell you it’s a lot stronger! you’re an enemy!”

Gaster rolled his eyes. “For the love of Annoying Dog, Sans, I’m not an enemy, I’m your father.”

“who also happens to be on the opposite side as me in the war! you’re pure, and i’m corrupt. which means we’re enemies!”

“Except you’re not Corrupt. Not fully, as you have tried to use as an excuse so many times before.”

“hey! you’re not allowed to say that! that’s my argument!”

“How can it be ‘your argument’ if it contradicts what you’re trying to argue?”

“because i came up with it, and i used it first! i just use it on other things.”

“But it still doesn’t work for you here, whereas it does for me.”

“but if it doesn’t make a difference in your experiments, then i don’t see what difference it should make here.”

“It makes a difference here because I’m the one who’s deciding what does and doesn’t make a difference. I am the rule of authority here.”

In the month that Frisk had grown familiar with the lab, Gaster and Sans had not had one of their verbal battles. Whether it was just because there was less for them to argue about, or because Sans had been on good behavior to make sure he got to see Papyrus again, Frisk didn’t know, but this was the first time they had heard their heated rapid-fire deliveries. They grinned as it went on, occasionally laughing at one of the impromptu arguments.

Papyrus came and sat down next to them. “See? I told you it was fun to listen to!”

They just smiled and nodded.

~o0o~

Eventually, Frisk realized what time it was, and said they should be getting home. Before they left, though, Papyrus came up with a brilliant idea.

“It’s a Friday, and tomorrow we don’t have school, so we should see if you can sleep over!” He then turned to face Gaster. “Hey, Dad! Can Frisk sleep over?”

Without looking up from what he was doing, Gaster shrugged. “I don’t see why not, but you’ll probably want to go home anyway to pack some stuff. Toothbrush and pajamas and whatnot.”

From there, Frisk had called Toriel on their cellphone, who had agreed with Gaster, albeit in a much less careless tone. So Papyrus went home with Frisk, helped them pack up a few things in a backpack for the night, and then they both returned. 

They spent a couple more hours in the lab, before Gaster said they had better be getting home. So they said goodnight to Sans, and returned to the Gaster family house.

After watching a movie, the pair had been getting ready for bed when Gaster declared in a very official, authoritative voice that it wasn’t a proper sleepover without some good scary stories. So he got a flashlight, turned off all the lights in the house, and told them a story that had them up long after he had finished and gone to bed.

Despite the way they jumped at every noise, thinking it was one of the many horrors Gaster had described to them, coming to kill them, they eventually did sleep.

~o0o~

As it turned out, Gaster had actually done much better than he had expected with his story, and ended up being awake much later himself than he had intended. Which, never having been a man to set an alarm on a Saturday, meant he slept in much later than he had intended.

When he got up, Frisk and Papyrus were nowhere to be found.  Naturally, he assumed that they had gone off to play somewhere. 

Gaster was barely finishing his breakfast when there was a knock on the door. He stood, walked into the hallway, and pulled it open.

Toriel was standing there. “Oh! Hello, Dr. Gaster. I came to pick up Frisk.”

“Well, you won’t find them here, your majesty. They went off to play somewhere.”

“And… You did not ask where?”

He shrugged. “They left before I woke up. I don’t think you have to worry, though. They’re responsible kids, and Frisk did make it through the entire Underground, Corrupt and Pure territories, without dying. I’m sure their fine.”

She frowned. “Still. I would like to know where they are, and Frisk and I have places to go.”

“Well. They’ve got phones, don’t they? We can call ‘em.”

Toriel nodded. That did make sense. She pulled out her cellphone and typed in Frisk’a number.

As the phone rang, Gaster’s Soul skipped a beat. From farther down the hallway, he could hear a phone ringing. 

Toriel heard it, too. “Let’s not panic just yet. Try your son’s phone.” Gaster nodded and, after a moment of searching through his pockets for his phone, did as suggested. 

Again, the ringing of a phone could be heard. 

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the goat-bossmonster’s eyes meeting the circles of light in the skeleton’s eyesockets. 

Then they both bolted down the hall, slamming into Papyrus’s room. It was empty. Papyrus’s phone was on the nightstand beside his bed, and Frisk’s was still in their pants pocket, having been left there when they changed into pajamas.

Panic surged through the two parents. Their children were not there, and did not have their phones with them.

For both having experienced loss before, the idea of losing more was unthinkable. 

Both started spewing off ideas of where they could be, what could have happened, but in that tense moment, both desperately avoided their deepest fear: a Corrupt infiltration and kidnapping.

Then a shard of a memory stabbed to the surface of Gaster’s mind. Yesterday, Sans had said that he could feel where Frisk was. If they could find Frisk, using Sans, even if Papyrus wasn’t with them, at least they would know what had happened.

He reached out and grabbed Toriel’s shoulders. With no thoughts of the restrictions on the tenth floor of the lab, he said, “Come with me. I have an idea.”

And then he started running.

~o0o~

Sans wasn’t quite sure how he had ended up like this, but he couldn’t say he especially minded. 

He was sitting on the cot, back against the wall. Papyrus was leaning against his side, half asleep, and Frisk was leaning against Papyrus, fully asleep. They had come into the lab late last night, telling bits of a story, how some horrifying beast was coming to kill them. Sans had pieced together that Gaster had decided a sleepover needed a scary story, and then had proceeded to tell an exceptionally frightening one. 

Of course, he couldn’t just tell them to go back to bed, not when the only two people he remotely cared about were scared. And Papyrus knew the access code to the cell. So, he had invited them to come stay with him until they calmed down, to which they had readily agreed, and then fallen asleep. 

Now it was almost noon. Sans had been awake for almost an hour, and Papyrus was just waking up.

And then the door slammed open, and Gaster and another monster Sans realized was Queen Toriel rushed into the room, in a panicked frenzy.

They both stopped at the cell and stared in. Gaster started to look annoyed at Sans, while Toriel just stared, shocked.

Papyrus and Frisk were both sitting up now, rubbing their eyes. 

Sans saw Gaster’s reproachful expression, and sighed. He knew Gaster didn’t want Papyrus in the lab if he wasn’t there. “aaaaand i’m gonna be in a lot a’ trouble, aren’t i?”

Before Gaster could respond, the queen spoke up. “How?” She demanded, turning to Gaster. “He’s supposed to be dead.”

The queen was probably the only authority figure Gaster had any respect for. Faced with said authority, any frustration with Sans of his slipped away to resurface later. “While I cannot answer how he is alive, I will tell you that I did not let anyone know he was alive because he is now also Corrupt.”

Toriel saw the reason with Gaster’s logic immediately, then shock registered on her face. “Corrupt?! Frisk, get out of there!”

Frisk, who was still groggy with sleep and not quite understanding the situation, groaned. “Hnnng… wha…?”

Sans, on the other hand, hopped off the cot and walked up to the glass wall of the cell, right in front of the queen. For a moment, they just stared at each other.

“If you hurt my child,” the queen growled, a flame growing in her clenched fist, “you will regret it.”

Sans just looked at her a moment. Then he shrugged. “okay. wasn’t plannin’ on hurting them anyway. not anymore.”

Toriel blinked. That obviously wasn’t what she was expecting. “What?”

Sans shrugged again. “they’re an alright kid. i’m not gonna hurt ‘em.” And then, after a moment’s hesitation, “… i promise.” 

Toriel turned to Gaster, seeking an explanation. 

As Gaster got to work on that, Sans walked back over to the cot and offered Frisk his hand. “welp, kiddo, looks like you’re safe from me. i don’t like making promises, but i guess it’s okay this once.” He continued as Frisk accepted his hand and he pulled them to their feet. “anyway, your goat mom looks pretty mad. you’d better get goin’.”

More awake now, they nodded. And, after quickly hugging first Papyrus, and then impulsively Sans, they slipped out of the cell to join their adoptive mother.
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A Brief Intermission ~ In the Ruins

Deep within the Ruins, two figures stood and stared upward. Far above was the entrance to the Underground, a dim golden light that let a small bed of golden flowers grow beneath. 

The two longed for the surface. But, even if they could build high enough to reach that opening, they would never be able to leave through this hole. For it was the entrance, and none can exit through an entrance. Even were the exit barrier to be broken, still none would be able to leave this way. 

They were not contemplating leaving, though. No, that was still a long way off. They had yet to conquer the Underground, and claim the seven Souls residing in New Home. 

That is more akin to their topic of conversation.

“So then.” One of them began. “It’ll be ready soon. Just a day or two.”

“Then it’s time to set Simulum Admoenium into motion. Give the command as soon as you’re ready.”

The first nodded, and left. 

The other looked once more up to the light, grinned, and slowly followed.
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18 ~ Simulum Admoenium Begins

It was some time before Sans saw Frisk again. Evidently, they had to convince Toriel that Sans was mostly completely safe to them. 

It probably didn’t help convince her when the next time she saw him, he was strapped to a table, swearing at Gaster rather voraciously in the Corrupt language. 

Sans could tell that Frisk was there because he could feel their Soul, but he had no idea Toriel was there. As he calmed down a little from the pain in his chest, he slipped back into the Common Language. “— unless i get the chance to rip it out myself!! on top of that— oh, hey, kiddo— on top of that, the next time you—”

“Sans! Enough!” Gaster gave Sans a vicious poke in the ribs, to which Sans let out a disagreeable yowl.

Without vocalizing, Gaster subtly told Sans in Hands that the queen was there.

Sans just glared at him. “and why do i care?”

“Because she’s the queen!” Gaster again Spoke in Hands without using his voice.

For a moment, Sans just glared. Then he grinned widely, and ignored Gaster’s Don’t-Do-It look. “so,” he said loudly, “apparently, gaster thinks that i should be respectful or something ‘cuz you’re the queen. but he’s obviously forgotten that i am not only corrupt, but also quite irritated and quite immature, so i’m just going to straight-out say i refuse to be respectful to you, lady.” 

He heard Frisk let out a small snort at his open admitting of his immaturity.

And then Toriel was standing next to the table, staring down at him with a mixture of pity, sympathy, fear, and distrust. He grinned back at her, rather maliciously.

“‘s rude to stare, y’know. i’d’ve expected better from the queen.”

She scowled reproachfully at him. Gaster whacked Sans’ shoulder lightly. 

“Sans. Don’t.”

“why not? she’s not my queen.”

They were both glaring now. “Sans.”

He started to talk again, but Papyrus interjected. “Hey, Sans?”

For a moment, Sans just kept glaring at the two. “… yeah, pap?”

“I need some help with my homework.” This was more or less Papyrus’s subtle hinting to Gaster that he should let Sans up now. It also was an effective tension diffuser.

Gaster sighed, gave Sans another withering glare, and started on getting the restraints undone. Toriel backed a few steps away. 

As soon as he could, Sans sat up and stretched out his spine. Then he slid off the table and walked over to Gaster’s desk, where not only was Papyrus sitting, but his shirt and jacket were draped over the back of the chair. He grabbed his clothes and pulled them on. Then he turned to look at whatever Papyrus was doing.

“alright, what do you need—” He cut himself off, blinking. 

Papyrus looked up at him as he frowned. “Sans? Are you alright?”

Sans lifted one hand to his chest, letting it rest over his Soul. He could feel his own pulse, wild and erratic. Something was… wrong. 

“Sans?” He could distantly hear Papyrus and Gaster calling his name.

It… it was strange. Like a piece of him was slipping away, infinitely beyond his reach. He sucked in a pained breath and dropped to his knees. Dimly, he was aware of Papyrus, Gaster, and even Frisk by his side. 

It was like… something else. Not quite the same as when he had wanted to kill Frisk, but definitely a similar surge of Corrupt power. 

W̗̱̠̝̦̥̺͒ͨ̋ͨͥ͘ȩ̧̠̳̞̠̰͈̃ͪ̓͢ͅ ̶̯̹͇̜̳͙̼͈ͣa͐̈́̔̀̄̽̀̓͏̷̖ṛ̶ͩ͛̀͢ě͎̪͎͇͚͓̭͑ͥ̕ͅ ̶̠̹̖̱͕͈̜̽̑ͤ͛ȑ͙̤̜͐͐̀́ͩe̷̴͙̱͈̫̟̱͈̰̱̓͐͌͑̎͌ͫa̵̪̺̻̼̝͔̜͋͋ͪ̋͒̿̂ͫ̀͡ͅd̶͈̤̟͐̄̀̓̽͂̿̔̄͢͝y̵͂̿҉̛͖͈͇.̜̬͉̤̝̹̝̖̏͊͝͝ ̸̷͉͎̦̄ͤ̚͡

It was as if there was someone else, next to him, pressing against him, fighting him.

Ḯ̥̻͕͚͚͝t͔̳͍̤̟͕̞̾͑̔̆́̐͠’̸̧̘̾ͬ̋ͦ̾ͨͣ̅͗͡s̡̻͎̞̞͉̠̜̖ͪͪͩ͝ ̪̭͍͉̹͓̩͈̄̾̈̂ͭa̽̔̓̓̋̇̎̈͏̥̼͈͈̼͎̮͞l̵̹̈́ͪ̒ͣ͂ͤͦ̆̎m̸̘̤̗̣̱̄ͯ̎ö͖́ͩ̊̽ͧ̌̐̈͞ͅs̨͓̲̮͔͔̓̐ͣ̅t̪̳̙́͌ͯ̂ͅ ̠̮̘̮̞̼̙̞̌ͯ̓͊ͬͅd̲̙̳̦̣̜ͯ̅̂̓̃ͤo̡̞͇̙̝͙̍ͫ̆ͪ̓̏͡ͅn̸̹̞̔̏͝e̶͈̤̾̂̒ͭ̏ͪ.̨̍̌́̋͏͕ ͇̤̱͈̲̤͖̣̏

Sans keeled over, crying out in agony as a sharp pain tore through his chest. 



̷̸̛̙̻̻͇ͩ̈́̍ͅ.̹̱͍͙̱͍̽͑͆ͩ͒͆.̨̺̰̩͍̉ͬͮ̍.̻̞̩̌̌ͦK͉̞̻͍͌̌͂͠i̡͇͔͙̼͛͟͡ͅl̛̬̩̪̜̦͙̰̺͋͑ͪ̍̃̆͊̈́̑͘͝ͅl̴̺̜̪̦̳̤ͦ̎ͮͣ̒ ̢̱̼̯͚̳̫̹͐̍̿t̡̳̼̳̪̥̱̼̫̐ͥ̉ͣ͞h͈͙̟̞̪̗ͪ̐́ê̛̏͑̿̓͂̆̒͏̗̦̹̪͇͖mͮ̌̇̐ͣ͆̀҉̬.̷̤͖̘̣͍̟̹͇ͭ̽͂̑̂ͥ͒͝ ̪͈ͪ̈́ͮ͊͋ͤ̈ͣ

And then, as suddenly as it had started, it stopped. 

He knelt on the ground, gasping more in shock than in pain, one hand still grasping at his ribs. 

Sans looked up accusatorially at Gaster. “what did you do?”

Gaster frowned. “What do you mean?”

Sans just stared a minute, then he shook his head, blinking. “no, no, you’re right. this was… too big. something else. you didn’t do it.” He struggled to his feet, suddenly very, very weary. 

“Sans, what are you talking about?” Gaster asked as Sans staggered back to the cell, fully intent on reaching the cot to take a nap. “What happened?”

Sans just shrugged. He was too tired to really care at the moment. “dunno. something wrong.” And then he flopped facefirst onto the cot, and was out in an instant.

~o0o~

“Sans?” Gaster asked again, walking closer to the cell. Sans still didn’t respond. Gaster slipped through the door, neared the cot, and poked Sans. Sans still didn’t move. 

Gaster turned to look through the clear wall at Frisk, Toriel, and Papyrus, who were all watching. “He’s completely out. Whatever just happened, it really drained him.”

“Will… will he be alright?” Papyrus asked. 

Gaster glanced down at Sans. “Base guess: yeah, he’ll be fine. He’s breathing, so at the very least, he’s pretty well relaxed.”

Papyrus let out an audible sigh of relief. 

~o0o~

Papyrus was walking home from school. It was the Wednesday after… whatever it was had happened to Sans. Sans had still been asleep when Papyrus left for school that morning, making it over 48 hours since the thing happened. Papyrus was eager to get home and see if he was awake. 

As he quickly walked through New Home, he heard a shout. “P-Papyrus!” It was Alphys. She lived in New Home.

He waved to her and said hello as she approached.

“A-are you going b-back t-to the lab?”

“Yup!”

“D-do you m-mind if I walk w-with you?”

“Not at all! Company is always nice!” He grinned at her. 

She smiled back. Together, they started walking.

It was in a quiet area between Hotland and New Home that it happened. The area was reasonably open, with some potted cactuses off to one side. 

And there was a strange, cold atmosphere. 

The pair stopped in the middle of the path and looked around, fear crawling down their spines. 

“W-we s-should keep g-going.” Alphys set a hand on Papyrus’s shoulder. He nodded his agreement. 

They started to walk forward. But they didn’t make it far before something slammed across the back of Papyrus’s skull. He didn’t even have time to register the pain before everything went black.

~o0o~

Sans woke up slowly. He felt surprisingly well-rested. Slowly, he sat up. 

Looking out the glass wall of the cell, he saw Gaster was pacing back and forth agitatedly across the lab.

“whassup with you?” 

Gaster glanced over at him. He said nothing about Sans being awake, no questions about what had happened. “Papyrus hasn’t answered his phone.”

Sans glanced at the clock. It was almost 4:30. Papyrus always got home around 4:00, and always called if he was more than fifteen minutes late. 

Sans felt a sense of dread and apprehension slip through his chest equal to Gaster’s. If Papyrus was hurt…

“well, why don’t ya go lookin’ for him?”

Gaster stopped. “Oh, gee, I hadn’t thought of that!” He said sarcastically. “I’ve already sent my assistants out to look. And I was just waiting for you to wake up before I left.”

“because you wanted my help looking?” Sans said, hopefully.

Gaster gave him a look. “I’m going to be leaving now.”

Sans let out a dejected sigh and flopped back down on the cot as Gaster left the room.

~o0o~

Four hours passed, and the crystals in the Underground’s ceiling were beginning to dim. No sign of Papyrus had been seen. Gaster assigned every lab employee to search, and if he found Alphys, he would tell her to look, too. He was running himself ragged, searching everywhere.

It was on one of the less-used paths from Hotland to New Home that he found it.

Papyrus’s scarf. 

For a moment, a thousand worst-case scenarios ran through his mind. But then he drew near, and saw there was no dust on the scarf. So, Papyrus could still be alive. With this thought, his weariness vanished.

Then he heard a shout. As he stood and turned around, he saw a monster in the purple combat fatigues of the Army.

“Sir! Dr. Gaster, Sir!” They stopped in front of him and took half a second to catch their breath. “Sir, Commander Undyne told me to come get you. She said you had to get to the hospital, your son-”

Gaster didn’t hear the rest as he took off running.
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19 ~ Imposter

Something was horribly wrong. He could feel it, pounding in his chest, burning in his eye. Something was horribly, horribly wrong.

His head.

His head hurt. It was hard to think. 

Hard to move. 

So, so wrong. Had to stop it. 

No. stay down. Rest. 

Can’t rest. It’s not right.

Wrong place. Shouldn’t be here. 

Have to stop. Stop it. 

Sans. Calm down. Please.

So wrong.

Sans. Please, just stay down.

Have- …

To…

Stop….

It’ll be alright, Sans. You’ll be okay. Just rest, you’ll be alright when you wake up…

…No…

~o0o~

Gaster didn’t believe it. Hardly dared to believe it. This was all just some sort of horrifying nightmare, and soon he would wake up, and things would be…

Well. 

This last year, it hadn’t been normal, but at least it had made sense. This? This didn’t. 

Because it wasn’t Papyrus who was at the hospital in critical condition. Noooo, it was Sans. And Pure, no less, still wearing his torn, dirty combat fatigues, splotched with dried Determination and Magic. 

Most of his wounds had healed, but he was delirious and feverish, and dangerously low on Magic.

For the moment, though, he was in a stable condition, an IV drip feeding Magic into him, wrapped in several layers of blankets.

And Gaster still had another son to find, and some… other monster in his lab.

This was all so blasted confusing.

After giving a number of nurses strict order to call him if Sans’ condition changed, Gaster headed out to continue his search for Papyrus, the red scarf wrapped around his neck.

Commander Undyne was waiting for him in the hospital lobby. 

“Doctor…” She began.

“I do not have time to stand around and talk; I have another son to find. If you have something to say to me, you may tell me, but I’m not going to stop.”

She nodded and fell into step beside him as he headed from the New Home hospital back towards where he had found Papyrus’s scarf. As they walked, she explained how one of her canine unit had smelled a sort of Sans-y scent, and all the other dogs had verified it. They had followed the scent trail until it had led to Sans himself, half submerged in a murky pool of water, mumbling deliriously. They had brought him to the hospital, where Gaster had been alerted. 

And from there, Gaster knew the rest. Well. Of what had happened since then. How Sans had ended up Pure, in Waterfall…

He had to find Papyrus. 

As he neared where he had found the scarf, he gave Undyne a quick rundown of what had happened. She said if she could spare a few soldiers, she would send a few to help search. 

And then she was gone, making her way to the ferry to get back to Waterfall.

~o0o~

H-hurts. 

That hurts. 

Please. 

It hurts.

Oͭ̂̈́̏̑ͬ҉̪̜̥̬f̲͚̥̠͎̻̟ͧ ͔͎͙̓ͧ̉̂ͨ̃̚͢ͅcͮ̿ö́ͣ̇͗̒u̙͇͉ͭ̍͞ř̸̭̼͕̜̹ͬ͋ͤs̻̘̠̥ͬ͊ḛ̲̫̣͎̣ ̮̫͇̰͖̕i̸̓͐̓̈ͥ͊t͇̺̼͙͋ͨ͐̈́͛͘ ̼̲ͪ̎ͦͩd̗̹͎̮̪ͨͯ͆̓ͣŏ̧̗̭͕ẹ̴̝̑ͥ̊͗͌̽s͈͍͓̦̮͖̑̄͛̈̀̅.̡̺̜̝̳͚̱͕͌́͐ ͩI̹̰̙̪t̶̯͇̭̄ͪͧ͐̿’̸̣̦͆̓s͍̆̿͠ ̴͈̗̭͎̻ͮ̄ͩ̈́̈́̉̆ͅs̠̟̰̾̉̆ͭ͒̽ȕ̪͈͓̾ͫ̕p̢͕͖͙̳͎p̼̜͋̇̎o͇͈̭̗͈̿̿̌ͩͅs͙͓̰͙̩͍̭ͧ̿̾̎́e̦̞̍̽̍͆̀͡ḋ̖̹ͥ͊͛ ͚́͌ͧͣṱ̶͛͋́ơ͇̣ͫ̎̈̊͑̿̍ ̔͆̈͡h̓̊͆͛ͅu͉̗͙͔̜͔ͮ͂͛̓̒͊r̼͙͓͓̳t̺.̠̯͖̎͑̆ ͓͋ͅ

Please.

Stop. 

It hurts.

S-stop! 

S-

Help!

Ñ̷̩̳̩̺̗o̸̤̼̰̲͕ ̦͐͛ͬ̄͂̈̽͟o̷̳̩͇͉̘ͫ̾ͅṅ̘̖͈̤̟͉̱ͩ̉͢e̸͕̳͇ͨͩ͂ ͈̰̥̙̾̿ͮ̌̐͋̚ị͙̗͕̘ͬͯ̂̽̑́s̝̤̥̥̈̆͛̓ͥ̊ ̹͖͖͈̫ͨ̊̑̆̊̊̓g̱̥͆ͥ͑ͣō̳ͯi͍̿n̫͉̮̙̮͍̖ͮͫ̎ͥ̏̈́g҉͙̙̖̦͚̹ ̺̖̹͜t̨̜̃͌̾̅ͨo͚̥͙̳͎̙̞ͦͭ̎ͨͧ͝ ̶̻̱͚̩̞ͭͅh̠̞̤͎̪͕ͧ͒͆ͬ̏͠e̛̐͋̒ͤ͂̒ͪḽ̥̱̝͓̔ͨ̀p̗̱̲̲ͬͣ ͚̣̐̎̉̓͆̐y̛̮̩̤̙̓ͭ͆ͣo̰̎͗̍̄ͦ̊u̩̯̼̣͉ͭ̆ͧͨ̑́̚.̮ͨ̽́͘ ̰̳̀͆̿̽́

Dad! Help! 

S-Sans! Sans, please! 

Help! 

It hurts, Sans!

Please! Please, help.

Sans….

Someone…

Help…

H͆̃ͦ̐͗̿ͤ̀ẹ͖̦̩̝͖͋͑͐h̰̳̬̬̖͓̣͢.̙̹̙̠͈͙̻͛͆ͭ̉̑̋ ̮͖̬̱̖ͣ̓͌́͌͝B͏̺̣̬̖̠̻ͅu̬͂̽ṭ͓ͯ͐̐̔͂̽ ̱͙̞͇̮̙ͨ̆ͅṇ̜̗̫̖͍ͫ̇͌̽͑̌́o̧̺̖̙͍͎̬̐ͩ̆ͩ͋ ͖̗̼͚͈̟̙͒̀͆ͪ͐o͇̥̖͕̮ͧͦ̐̎͠n̮̜͚̘̙̞ͤͅe͑̏̐ͧͭ͏̰̥ ̰̮̯̳̫̼͐̏c̨̦̲̹̘̮͓̤̏̿͌a̯͆̍̌m͒̒ͤ͞ë̮͖͘.̦͉̪̖̘̦͋͡ ̖̬̪̰̥̲̑̓̂

…Anyone…

~o0o~

It had been another few hours, and Gaster had resorted to a flashlight. There had to be something there, there had to be.

But he couldn’t find anything. It was as if Papyrus had simply vanished out of the Underground.

Eventually he got a call from the hospital. Sans was beginning to wake up. 

Gaster made sure a good many lab employees were still searching, along with a number of volunteers, before speeding yet again to the hospital. 

Sans was indeed beginning to stir.

His tattered clothes had been thrown away; they were of no use to anyone. He was wearing one of the thin paper hospital gowns, and the collar of it was low enough that Gaster could just see the dull glow of Sans Soul. 

His Pure Soul. 

He was having a hard time waking up, though. Gaster could tell that much. He tossed and turned as much as his weakened body would allow, moaning softly, struggling to escape the throes of sleep. 

Gaster reached out and set his hand on Sans’, silently willing his son to be strong. Almost immediately, Sans settled down a bit. 

Gaster watched as Sans began to open his eyes. 

His left pupil was whole. No cracks. 

Above all, he looked exhausted. But fear was a close second. 

“It’s all right, Sans.” Gaster smiled. “You’re safe. It’s okay. You’re safe now.” He squeezed Sans’ hand lightly.

Sans flinched from his touch. “w-wh—” he broke off, frowning, the fear still clear on his face. 

“It’s okay. Calm down. Take your time.” Gaster would’ve been well advised to take his own advice. His Soul was hammering in his chest.

Sans scarcely took a minute before trying again. “wh-here am i? —w-who— who are y-you? wh-who’s s-sans?”

Gaster felt the hope drain from him. For a moment, he just looked at Sans with a mix of pity and despair. Then he forced himself to hold on to his hope. He smiled gently. “You don’t know? That’s okay. I’ll tell you. I’m Gaster. WingDings Gaster, the Royal Scientist and… and your dad. You’re in the New Home hospital. One of Commander Undyne’s unit found you in Waterfall, unconscious… And you, you are Comic Sans Gaster. You… you’re commander of the Pure Army, but… we thought you died more than a year ago.” Gaster paused a moment. “… Does any of this sound familiar?”

Sans slowly shook his head. 

Gaster let out a small sigh. “It’s… it’s okay. I’m sure you’ll remember eventually.” He let his head fall slightly. Then, before he really even realized what he was saying, “I wish Papyrus were here…”

“w-who?”

“… Your younger brother, Papyrus. He… Something happened, and he’s gone missing. I… I was looking for him when they told me you’d been found.”

Sans frowned, but said nothing. Gaster understood, to a degree. If Sans couldn’t remember his brother, it would have been hard to muster any sympathy or sorrow for the person he didn’t know. Finally, he looked at Gaster. “… i’m… really tired.”

Gaster nodded. “That’s understandable. You can go back to sleep, if you want to.”

Sans nodded, and closed his eyes. 

Gaster let go of his hand. “I… I’ll be back in a little while. I’m going to keep looking for Papyrus. If- … if you need me, just tell one of the nurses. They’ll call me.”

He left.

~o0o~

Papyrus didn’t know where he was. All he knew was it was cold and dark, so dark that when he opened his eyes he could see no more than if he kept them closed. 

He was lying on his back, on a hard, flat surface. Everything ached, and he dared not move, lest it hurt more. 

He was scared. Very scared.

“P-Papyrus?” The voice was a hoarse whisper, somewhere nearby. It sounded like it might have been Alphys, but he wasn’t sure.

He let out a weak groan. 

Moments later, he heard the rustle of clothes, and Alphys’s scaly hand on his shoulder. “Pa-apyrus, is t-that you?”

He whimpered. “A-Alph-hys— e-v-veryth-ing h-hu-rts—”

She gathered him up in her arms. “Shh— P-p-Papyrus, it-s g-going to b-be alright. U-Un-dyne w-will get u-us out of h-here. W-we j-just have to h-h-hold on. S-she’ll save u-s.”

Seeking warmth and comfort, Papyrus snuggled against the reptilian monster’s side. 

What he wouldn’t give to be with Sans right now!

~o0o~

He wasn’t Sans.

As he lay in the hospital bed, Magic from the IV drip burning through his system, he was almost sure of it.

No, he was not Comic Sans Gaster.

But.

He knew he was someone.

And for the time being, he had no one else to be. So he would try to be Sans.

Maybe-

Maybe that was who he was supposed to be, eventually.

Maybe.

~o0o~

“Sir!” 

The voice snapped Gaster out of his coffee-induced work daze. He had been searching slowly, methodically, all across Hotland and New Home for any sign of his missing son. 

He looked at the monster running towards him. “Who are you?”

The monster hesitated. “I, uh, I’m Rynn. I work with the tech department. We- we were going over the security camera feeds to see about finding Papyrus.”

“Oh. And?” 

Many hours of coffee and no sleep had begun to numb Gaster’s emotions…

“We- … we found something. You’re gonna wanna come see it.”

… But the quiet, pitying tone in Rynn’s voice was enough to chill him to the bone.

~o0o~

It was not as bad as some of the scenarios that he thought of, but it was much, much worse than anything he had hoped for. 

The tech team had found Papyrus in the recordings, around 4:00, heading home from school. Alphys joined up with him, and they started to walk back to Hotland together. 

At the area where Gaster had found Papyrus’s scarf, they stopped for a second. Alphys said something to Papyrus, and they started moving again. Gaster could see the nervousness in their steps.

And then, a figure lunged up from behind, distorted on the screen by a dark haze. Gaster’s Soul slipped a beat when Papyrus went down instantly, and didn’t get up. Alphys put up a little more of a fight, but when the second Corrupter showed up, she too went down. The Corrupt proceeded to drag the pair out of the cameras range. As they did so, Papyrus’s scarf snagged on a rock, and slipped off his shoulders. 

And then, they were gone.

For a moment, Gaster just stared at the screen, feeling like he was suffocating. 

His son had been kidnapped by Corrupters. 

He was not going to lose Papyrus to the Corruption.

He refused to lose Papyrus to the Corruption. 

Clenching his jaw, he growled, struggling to stay in Common so the technician could understand. “I want… this video… sent to Undyne… Now.”

“Y-yes Sir!” Without hesitation, Rynn set to his computer.

Gaster turned and walked out of the tech lab. 

He had a Corrupter to interrogate.

~o0o~

But “Sans,” or whomever had been in his lab, was no longer there. The glass wall of the cell looked like it had exploded. Glass shards were scattered across the lab floor, and a sticky, dark, Corrupt residue covered most of them.

But the Corrupt monster was gone. 

Gaster roared, cursed, and screamed in anger. 

Could he not keep one child safe?

Could he not just protect his family?

How could he have let this happen?

After a while, he calmed down.

Well.

Maybe “calmed down” were the wrong words for it. It was more like he took all his rage, all his fury, and forced it into his hands, forced it to become a tool.

A tool he planned on using to every possible extent to get his son back.

§

A/N

*maniacal laughter*

Anyway, Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it! Remember, votes and comments are always welcome, and even more so appreciated!


20 ~ Traitor

He was mostly awake when Gaster came back.

He was still pretty certain he wasn’t Sans, but he had decided that he would be Sans. Having someone there for you to be was convenient, and he wasn’t going to let the opportunity go to waste.

Several hours had passed. A nurse had come, changed the IV bag, left, came again later and removed the IV completely. He had fallen asleep, woken up, and fallen asleep again.

He had had plenty of time to think.

“Sans?” 

He moaned slightly and opened his eyes, blinking. “mmmhhn?”

Gaster smiled down at him from where he stood beside the bed. “How do you feel?” Gaster’s voice was pleasant enough, but there was an underlying anger. It wasn’t directed towards him, but he pitied whoever was to be on the receiving end. 

“alright.” He replied. “still kinda tired, but alright.”

“And… do you remember anything?” 

“… nothing more than what you told me.” At Gaster’s crestfallen look, he added, “sorry.”

Gaster sighed and shook his head. “…It’s not your fault, Sans.” After a moment, he switched topics. “… If you’re feeling up to it, we can head home.”

“…okay.” 

“Can you walk? Or would you like me to carry you?”

“i… i think i can walk.”

Gaster nodded.

Slowly, he slid his bare feet out from under the covers, and swung them over the edge of the bed. After a moment’s hesitation, he slid off the side of the bed, his feet landing on the floor. No longer under the thick blankets of the bed, it was colder than he had expected, and he had no more than the thin hospital gown on.

As if reading his mind, Gaster slipped off his black coat and offered it to him. He accepted it gratefully, and pulled it on. As he was so much shorter than Gaster, the lab coat fell nearly to his toes, and his hands were lost within the sleeves. But, it was comfortingly warm, however wrong it might seem. 

“thanks.”

Gaster just nodded. “Ready?” He offered him his hand for support. 

He took it with a small smile. “yeah. let’s go.”

As they walked, he made an attempt at small talk. “so did you find- … um…”

“Papyrus?”

“yeah.”

Gaster sighed. “No. We probably won’t be able to just find him. We did find security footage of him- there were Corrupters, and they- they took-” He noticed how the hand of Gaster’s that wasn’t holding his rose to the red scarf he was wearing. 

“oh.” The mention of Corrupters stirred something in his chest, something he struggled to suppress for the time being. “i’m sorry.” He felt no real sorrow. He did not know Papyrus, had not connection to him, but he felt a show of sympathy would be the right action in this scenario.

Gaster shook his head again. “No. No, it’s not your fault. You have nothing to apologize for.”

Still. He saw the small glimmer of appreciation in Gaster’s eyes and knew he had chosen right.

They were out in the street now. Monsters murmured and pointed in his direction, but Gaster waved them away. He stayed close to Gaster. The attention made him feel uncomfortable. He wasn’t supposed to receive a lot of attention. It was wrong.

Gaster led him down the street. “Come on. Home is in Hotland.”

He nodded and followed. 

~o0o~

Gaster watched Sans closely as they walked.

Something was wrong. It could have just been because Sans was struggling with his memory loss, but he seemed afraid. He seemed more hesitant, and twitchy, flinching at noises and shying away from everything. Eventually, as more and more people began to notice Sans, navigating the crowded New Home streets became something of a challenge.

So Gaster scooped up his son, and used every inch of his intimidating seven-foot tall frame to move quickly and smoothly through the crowds, Sans holding tightly to his shoulders.

Once they reached a bit of a quieter area between Hotland and New Home, Gaster set Sans back down, lowering him gently to the ground. Sans was a little unsteady on his feet, but he gained his balance quickly.

“… thanks.”

Gaster just smiled and shrugged. “Meh. They were getting annoying anyway.”

Sans blinked a little, then smiled tentatively. 

Gaster held out his hand. “Come on. Let’s get home. I’ve got a strategy meeting to attend to find a way to save Papyrus, and I want to make sure you’re settled before I have to go.”

Sans took Gaster’s hand.

~o0o~

It can easily be said that being sick for a monster is much, much worse than it is for humans. 

When a human gets sick to the point of vomiting, it is merely the contents of their stomach that gets ejected, typically whatever food the human recently ate.

But monster food, like monsters to humans themselves, doesn’t have as much matter as human food, and upon consumption, is immediately turned to energy. To Magic. Most of the time this is good. Especially for monsters such as skeletons, who don’t have physical stomachs. 

But when a monster gets sick, it means they end up tossing raw Magic, which is, essentially, their life force. 

Alphys thought about this as she gently rocked Papyrus back and forth in her lap. They had been there a long time, a few days, even, if Alphys’s guess was right.  Some time ago in their dark imprisonment, Papyrus had muttered something about feeling queasy. And while all monsters, even skeletons, did have some body heat due to the constant burn of Magic, Papyrus felt very hot, especially hot for a skeleton. He was shivering, too.

She stopped rocking him for a second. “P-Papyrus?”

After a moment, he let out a small whimper-moan-squeak-sounding acknowledgement. 

“H-how do you f-feel?”

“… C-col-d…”

Alphys let out a small, nervous sigh. After a moment’s hesitation, she decided to try something her mom had done for her when she was sick.

She summoned a small bit of Magic to her hands, carefully keeping it to do no damage. The white flickers spanned across her palms, generating a soft heat. She held Papyrus tightly, pressing her hands against his back, willing the heat from her Magic into him.

“I-is this an-ny b-better?”

She felt him nodding just a little against her chest. 

“I-its g-going to be a-alright, Papyrus.”

He nodded slightly again.

And they sat together, shivering in the darkness, waiting for another day to bring whatever it might. 

~o0o~

This is interesting.

They’re saying Sans is back. With amnesia. 

I wonder where he came from. 

… Doesn’t really matter where. Has the potential to make things much, much worse for me. 

Unless- …

Oh.

Oh.

Hah. Smart. That’s smart. I suppose I should’ve thought of that. 

Heheh. 

Well. Getting out of this town may have just gotten a lot easier. 

Soon. Soon I’ll be back with my army.

~o0o~

Undyne was furious. 

It was not the normal, fiery anger, nor the hotheaded short temperament. This was an icy cold rage, stronger than the strongest Snowdin blizzard, that cooled the burn in her Soul and mind into a logical, emotionless processor. 

Well, not quite emotionless. The combination of her usual fire plus the cold rage made a sort of neutral-temperature hunger for vengeance. 

They had stolen her girlfriend, and she was going to get Alphys back.

Unfortunately, no one in the strategy meeting was able to come up with any idea on how to do that. 

The meeting was held in a room deep within the castle, just big enough for the entire group and the large table in the center of the room. In addition to Undyne, seated around the table were King Asgore, Queen Toriel, retired commander and Undyne’s hero, Gerson, and Gaster alongside two of his assistants. There was an empty seat, a seat that had been empty for a year, where Sans would’ve once sat. 

Undyne found herself looking at the empty seat, thinking on how perhaps Sans would be there again, sometime soon. 

Then she forced herself back into the conversation.

“-is out of the option.” Gaster was saying. “My research has shown that they can sense Pure Magic. Any attempts to sneak in would be pointless.”

He had told them about that, too. How he had caught a Corrupter, then kept it secret because he had thought it was Sans. Undyne had been somewhat annoyed by that, but when he had explained why he did it, it had made sense. 

“But it’s far too well guarded for a head-on assault. Our troops would be dusted before they reached Snowdin through Waterfall, and the waterways are too thick with Corruption for the Riverperson to get their boat there.” Gerson responded.

“Are the cannons you’ve been working on ready?” Asgore looked to Gaster, who shook his head.

“No. Half the time, they backfire and/or explode. It’s only because the development team is not using lethally powerful Magic with them that no one’s died yet. Those aren’t an option.”

A few more ideas were tossed forward, and just as quickly shot down. Eventually, the group lapsed into a stressed silence.

Queen Toriel broke the silence. “… Doctor.”

Gaster looked up at the queen. Undyne thought he looked incredibly tired. “Yes, your majesty?”

“How is Sans?”

The Royal Scientist started to speak, stopped, sighed, then started again. “He-… He doesn’t remember anything. Sometimes, it will seem like he’s on the verge of a breakthrough, but… He doesn’t remember.”

Silence reigned again, thick with empathy and sorrow.

“Maybe…” Undyne hesitated. “Maybe you could still ask him. He always was a good strategist, so maybe… he’ll still be able to come up with something.”

Gaster nodded slowly, as if he already knew that wouldn’t work.

“… Could I come see him?”

Gaster looked at Undyne. For a moment, his gaze bored into her. Then he sighed, closing his eyes. “… Yeah. That… that might not be a bad idea. Seeing you might… might remind him.”

Undyne nodded.

Silence again.

“I think,” Asgore began quietly, “we all need to get a little sleep. Once we are all better rested, we will come back, and create a plan. Agreed?”

Gaster looked like he wanted to argue that his son was still in the Corrupt grip and needed to be rescued now, and Undyne was sure she looked similar.

But they were doing no one any good just standing here. They both agreed, along with everyone else.

“Alright. Tomorrow, then. We will meet again here, at noon. Get some rest, everyone.”

They turned to leave. Undyne followed Gaster, going to see her Commander.

~o0o~

“… amnesia, huh?” The voice startled him out of his half-asleep stupor. “i guess that makes a pretty good cover, if ya can pull it off.”

He blinked. Sat up slowly. He had fallen asleep on the couch; he had been told that was Sans’ favorite place to sleep, and if he was Sans now…

The room was dark, and he was having a hard time seeing, but he could make out a shorter, wider silhouette. 

“… who are you?” He asked. 

“sans. i’d ‘a thought that’d be obvious. though, i guess if you’re my replacement, you wouldn’t wanna admit that.”

“replacement? what are you talking about?”

The figure took a step towards the couch. “ha ha. look, i know they sent you, and i know you’re here for espionage or something, so you don’ wanna ‘blow your cover’ or whatever, but i’m not here to expose ya or anything.”

“… what then, do you want?”

“two things. first, tell me my brother’s safe. second, i know you’re gonna have contact back to the delta base, which means you can help me get outta here, get back to hq.”

That was it. “help you?! you’re a traitor!”

“… what?” The silhouette’s voice was not mad, more slightly bemused.

“you. are. a. traitor.”

“um. what? why do you say that?”

For a moment, he could just stare at the figure. It was so obvious, he had to be playing stupid. “what’s the first thing they teach you to do if you’re captured?”

“look, i tried to-”

“tried? tried isn’t good enough. tried is unacceptable, and now the pure have information on corrupt magic. on top of that, you are clearly a traitor simply in asking of your brother’s safety. he’s pure, why do you care if he’s-”

He was cut off by the swift, sharp attack that suddenly slammed into him.

§
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Firstly, I want to say thank you everyone for your understanding. Thank you for being patient as I deal with Life.

Thank you!

Then, Yay! Despite life, I’m able to post this chapter! 

That said, while I won’t be able to post everyday, there’s a pretty good chance that I maybe possibly will be able to get out a chapter on most Wednesdays. 

… Of course, this is only if life stays slightly cooperative. If it doesn’t… well, I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it.
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21 ~ No Time to Spare

The walk from New Home to Hotland was a silent one. Gaster walked slowly enough that Undyne had no trouble keeping up, but he walked fast enough to make a conversation difficult.

This was intentional. He had nothing else important to say to the Commander, and didn’t particularly want to hear what she had to say.

No, really he just wanted to curl up in a ball and be done with this stupid world that refused to let him have his family. 

… No, that wasn’t it, either.

No, he just wanted Papyrus and Sans back. He just wanted his sons. 

He just wanted his s-

He stopped abruptly as a loud CRASH! echoed through the spacious Hotland cavern. 

He glanced at Undyne, saw she was looking at him. 

They both took off running.

As they rounded a corner into the main Hotland road, they stopped in their tracks.

Because Sans was up and about, and fighting… Sans. 

The pair of Sanses quite nearly danced around each other, trading blows. One of them wore a blue jacket, and held a bone, while the other wore a darker, more purple jacket and was gripping a black rod that glowed with a Corrupt light. 

As Gaster and Undyne watched, the Corrupt Sans suddenly lashed out with a kick, hitting the Pure Sans in the ribs, sending him stumbling backwards. Then the Corrupt thrust his hand upward, and the ground exploded, a geyser of Corrupt Magic shooting upward. The Pure just barely managed to lunge forward to avoid the attack.

Then they were back at it again, swinging their weapons with everything they had, hoping to take out one another.

The whole time, the Corrupt was roaring in the Corrupt language. Gaster didn’t know the Corrupt language, but he had heard his captive swear in it more than enough times to recognize quite a few of the screamed curses.

They had only been watching for a few moments, but it was clear Sans, the Pure Sans, was getting tired. He wasn’t using shortcuts, the Gaster Blasters, or Blue Magic, only bones, and he was struggling even with that. The Corrupt Sans, on the other hand, seemed to only just be getting warmed up.

~o0o~

Sans was furious. 

He could understand his army sending in this copy for espionage. He could understand that it might be seen as betrayal that he let the Pure army have so much knowledge about the Corruption. He could even understand the copy’s anger about his inquiry regarding Papyrus.

But, to refuse to tell him anything about Papyrus’s location, that was unacceptable.

It had taken Sans a little while to figure out what was going on, as well as how it had happened. 

 But, once he had figured it out, the plan was frightfully obvious. Not that he had been afraid of it, as it was benefitting the Corrupt army, his army. 

No, he had been impressed. 

Because regardless of whether you built the original or your enemy did, you never let your best weapon into war without a backup. 

So before Corrupting him, the Corrupt took some of his Magic, and cloned it. And now, they had another fully-functional Sans at their disposal. 

Well. They had one Sans, the clone. The clone’s refusal to tell Sans where Papyrus was had been enough to convince Sans, the original Sans, that he had been taken captive by the Corrupt. 

And that, that was unacceptable. If his brother became Corrupt, Sans would completely lose all reason to fight for him, as it was Papyrus’s love that Sans fought for.

So he had to get Papyrus back. 

And step one was beat the copy Sans up until he told the original Sans which base Papyrus was at.

Lucky for him, the Corrupt hadn’t figured out all his Pure Magic, so the copy was limited to bone attacks, and nothing else. 

Sans batted one of said attacks out of the way with an attack of his own, which slammed squarely into the copy. He strode forward, fully intent on crushing the life out of the copy.

“W͌̓ͫͪ͏̴͈̠̳̝͞ ͦ̂̃ͬ̿̇͏̖̺̣͎̳̫͔͙̮H͊̌͋̔ͩ҉̣̯̼͉̹̟̤̥ ̶̴͉̥̩̟̫̂̐ͯÊ͓̫̍̅ͩ̓ͤ̕͜͠ ͋͊͑͏̡̗͍̜R̞̟̬̗͖̭͙͐ͯ͊͂̊̈́ ̴͓̮̳̪͆̓͌́Ȅ̥̲̩͖͇̻̭̳ͤͣ́̅̚ ̸̜ͭ̾͞ ̴̥̮͉̞̻̫̦̅ͮ̓͆͆ͭ͘͞ ͙̯̔ͫ̄̏̕Iͬ̌̓͗̍͛҉҉̤̭͙̤̖̩̯͈͟ ̡̜̞̰̩̠͓̾͂͡S̜̖͙͎̗͛̎͗͗͡ ̋͂͋͠҉̡̺̩̫̱̯͇ ̢̝͍̲̲̟͑̎̿̈́ͮͫ̒ͮ ̧̘͙̙͕͇͙̱̺̟͆ͯ̌͝M̪͍͋̊̎͐ͫ̉ ̗̩̰̱̦͙̘̗͕̈́̋̈́̒̓̉͂̀Y̻̦͎̽̈́ͯ͜ ̶̱͕̞̮̜̈̒͟ͅ ̭̝̳̫̟̺͕̈͒̒̅ͮͬ̂ ̨͇̻͙̌́̐͑̂̀ͬ̕͜ͅB̡̳͙͈̖̓̓̋̈́ ̨͚̱̏͋R̗̳̼͖̪̙̺͑̾͆̓͂͊̈́͐̏ ̰͖̑̍͆ͧ̃ͮ̂̑̚O̓ͭ͑̍̒ͦ̚͘͏͓̜͓͍̺̼̭̺ ̵̰̬͐̆ͮ́̅ͧ́T̴̹͓͛͗ͥ͐̈́̽͜ ̹̜͍̠͎͓ͦ͘Ḧ̪̬̔͑̈́ͅ ̩̫ͦͤͦͥ͘E̦͙̰̬̯̳̖͇͈ͬ̄̒ͤͨ̉̈́͛͝ ̎͛ͨ҉̺͚̠̟͕̥͉͇͟R̤̻̟ͧ̊̍ͤ̑͑̎̄́͝ ͍̳̝͖̗̰̖͋͆̇͛̄̋?̸̡͍̼̽͛”

He snarled as he reached the clone, who was struggling to get up, dazed. Sans slammed a booted foot into his ribcage, forcing him back down. 

“W͌̓ͫͪ͏̴͈̠̳̝͞ ͦ̂̃ͬ̿̇͏̖̺̣͎̳̫͔͙̮H͊̌͋̔ͩ҉̣̯̼͉̹̟̤̥ ̶̴͉̥̩̟̫̂̐ͯÊ͓̫̍̅ͩ̓ͤ̕͜͠ ͋͊͑͏̡̗͍̜R̞̟̬̗͖̭͙͐ͯ͊͂̊̈́ ̴͓̮̳̪͆̓͌́Ȅ̥̲̩͖͇̻̭̳ͤͣ́̅̚ ̸̜ͭ̾͞ ̴̥̮͉̞̻̫̦̅ͮ̓͆͆ͭ͘͞ ͙̯̔ͫ̄̏̕Iͬ̌̓͗̍͛҉҉̤̭͙̤̖̩̯͈͟ ̡̜̞̰̩̠͓̾͂͡S̜̖͙͎̗͛̎͗͗͡ ̋͂͋͠҉̡̺̩̫̱̯͇ ̢̝͍̲̲̟͑̎̿̈́ͮͫ̒ͮ ̹̜͍̠͎͓ͦ͘Ḧ̪̬̔͑̈́ͅ ̩̫ͦͤͦͥ͘E̦͙̰̬̯̳̖͇͈ͬ̄̒ͤͨ̉̈́͛͝?̸̡͍̼̽͛”

The copy started to choke out a response, but something slammed sideways into Sans, sending him sprawling. As he stood, he saw Undyne and Gaster both advancing on him, Undyne holding a spear, Gaster equipped with a bone and his trademark handlike weapons.

Sans swore. An inadequate clone he could handle, but he was still shaking off the effects of the containment cell, and wasn’t fully recovered from breaking out of said cell. There was no way he could take on Undyne and Gaster at the same time, and he doubted they would believe him if he told them he was the original Sans. 

And if he wanted to get an answer from the clone, he’d need to put up with Undyne, Gaster, and the clone, which he simply couldn’t do.

Better to leave with his life, and find another way to get what he wanted. 

Sans turned tail and fled. 

~o0o~

The instant the Corrupt Sans ran, Gaster hurried to his son’s side and began helping him up.

Undyne, however, was more immediately concerned that there was a Corrupt monster in Hotland. 

Last time that had happened, her girlfriend and Gaster’s younger son had been kidnapped. 

She started running after the Corrupt monster, throwing spears at him as she ran. The Corrupt Sans dodged all of these with ease, however, and continued. 

Undyne started to gasp for breath, then barely managed to avoid a barrage of Corrupt attacks.

Had this been in Waterfall, or even New Home, Undyne would have been able to go for much, much longer. But this was Hotland, and Undyne didn’t do so well in the sweltering heat.

The Corrupt monster began to draw away from her. She let out a roar and redoubled her efforts, ignoring the burning in her chest and sweat slick on her scales, slamming her feet against the ground with furious speed.

But then, she tripped over a rock.

And when she got up, the Corrupt Sans was gone.

~o0o~

It had to have been another day and a half, at least. Alphys was sure. 

Because she had been doing nothing but sitting there and slowly burning Magic to keep Papyrus warm, and she was getting quite hungry. At the rate she was burning Magic, she had calculated, she shouldn’t have begun to feel serious effects for four or five days. 

And she was beginning to feel serious effects.

“P-Papyrus?” She asked quietly, as she had done every once in a while.

Papyrus moaned. 

“D-do you feel any w-worse?” Alphys had stopped asking if he felt any better some time ago. She had to make sure he wasn’t getting worse before trying to get him better.

Papyrus was silent for a moment. Then he moaned again.

He sounded slightly positive, so Alphys decided to take it as a no. 

A few more moments were passed in silence.

Then there was a loud clanging sound, like the grinding of gears, and Alphys was blinded by a sudden light. 

Blinking as her eyes slowly adjusted, Alphys saw two monsters stride into the room. One of them roughly grabbed her arm. “C’mon, on your feet.”

Alphys squeaked, and complied, clutching Papyrus to her chest. 

The other monster took up position opposite the first, and they escorted her out of the dark room, into a run-down corridor. The walls were made of purple bricks.

With a start, Alphys realized they were in the Ruins.

She and Papyrus were just about as far into Corrupt territory as they could be. 

She swallowed nervously and followed when the Corrupt guards told her to.

They walked a long time, down one corridor and around through another, out into courtyards and back into the old hallways. Sometimes she caught glimpses of the rest of the sprawl of the Ruins. Corrupt monsters were everywhere. 

Eventually, they were led into another room, and forced into a cell against the back wall. Then they left. 

Alphys looked out of the cell, through the thick, reinforced glass wall into the room. With more than a little foreboding, she realized it was a lab, and the table in the middle of the room most definitely had restraints on it, and the vial on the counter opposite the cell had a dark, Corrupt liquid in it.

Alphys had no doubt that if they stayed here, they were going to be Corrupted.

~o0o~

Sans was, once again, bedridden. 

Gaster looked at his incapacitated son, who was just beginning to awaken from the thrashing he had received.

Sans groaned. “whhhhngh…” After a minute, he started struggling to sit up. 

Gaster set a hand on his chest, gently pushing him back down. “Shh. It’s alright. You’re safe; you’re going to be fine.”

He stopped struggling, falling limply back onto the mattress. “… wha’…?” He opened his eyes, looking up at Gaster.

“You were beaten pretty badly, by a… Corrupt version of yourself, I guess.”

Sans frowned, his gaze wandering. “i… i think… i remember him… in waterfall..? …yeah. last time i… before you found me.”

Gaster blanched slightly. “You mean he’s the one who left you there? But he’s been locked in the lab for over a year!”

Sans looked back to Gaster. “but didn’t you say i’ve been dead for over a year? … all i know is that i remember him attacking me in waterfall.”

Gaster’s frown matched Sans’. “I… suppose that’s possible…”

“it is. it happened. it’ll happen again, unless i do something.”

Gaster blinked slowly. “Okay. I believe you. Just rest, for now.”

“i need- …” Sans struggled to get up again. “-need to get to the warfront—”

Gaster again forced Sans down. “Okay. Later. You’ll just get yourself killed if you go now.”

But as horrible as Sans was right now, Gaster still felt a small flame of hope burning in his chest. Sans was remembering things.

~o0o~

Sans mentally chided himself. 

He was so, so stupid. 

He knew Waterfall. He knew every offshoot cave branch, every waterfall-concealed room, every echo-flower field. 

And yet, he had gotten himself cornered, with a dog patrol picking up his scent some forty feet away. 

If he moved, they would see him instantly. But if he didn’t move, they would track him down anyway. 

So, despite his fatigue from running and fighting, his best bet would be to wait until they got into range, and jump on them. There were three of them, the Dogi and Doggo, and all were strong soldiers, but nothing especially challenging… He hoped.

He could hear the soft barks and yips dogs used to communicate between them, getting louder as they approached his hiding spot. Just a couple more seconds….

And a few more…

With a roar, Sans lunged over the rock, a Corrupt, sword-like weapon in his hand. The trio of dogs all looked up at him, shocked. 

He was on them in an instant, slashing out with his weapon. He caught Doggaressa across the chest with a powerful blow that sent her flying back. Dogamy immediately dropped to the defensive, trying to protect his downed wife, not leaving her side.

That left Doggo, then.

He knew that if he didn’t move, Doggo wouldn’t notice him, but while Dogamy was still standing protectively over his downed wife, he was barking to Doggo, no doubt telling him where Sans stood. 

So as Doggo lunged forward, Sans leaned back and twitched his hand upward. Nearly black tendrils of Corrupt Magic burst out of the ground, wrapping around Doggo and flinging him to the side. 

With Doggo out of the way, Sans started running.

He would have liked to stay and finish of the dogs, but his brother was in danger, and he had no time to spare.
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22 ~ A Broken Soul

He had screwed it up, he was sure.

Gaster had seen him fighting, and only using bones. 

He knew he wasn’t acting 100% Sans-ish, but that could be passed off as uncertainty due to amnesia. But Magic was an instinctive thing. So even if he had “forgotten” what he, as Sans, could do, he should have been able to do it when he needed to anyway, same as walking or talking.

But he hadn’t. And Gaster had seen that.

And to top it off, as soon as he was recovered from that fight, Gaster wanted to give him a thorough going-over in the lab. 

If that happened, there was no way he could maintain his cover. 

Of course, that had been anticipated, but the original Sans had interfered with things. And now he was stuck in bed, so he couldn’t even make contact with the Corrupt army to get new orders. 

… There was one small stroke of luck, he supposed. He had convinced Gaster that he had remembered that the Corrupt Sans was the one who beat him up in Waterfall. Of course this was a lie; he hadn’t even existed when the original Sans was taken captive, but Gaster didn’t know that. Gaster thought the Corrupt Sans was the spy, made to look like he was a captive. 

He fully intended to utilize that.

~o0o~

Sans was running. 

He had been running since escaping the dogs, and didn’t want to stop any time soon. He had a brother to save, and the sooner he did that, the better. 

But, as he neared Snowdin, he was forced to slow down. He knew there were a pair of guards at the Snowdin border, and he wanted to figure out a way to get by them without fighting. He was already tired from escaping and fighting and running and then fighting again then running again. He didn’t think he could take on two highly-trained Corrupt guards right now, that would just about be suicide.

With any luck, the copy hadn’t yet had time to report back to the Corrupt base about Sans, so it was possible the guards wouldn’t immediately attack him on sight. Regardless, he couldn’t sneak by them, as they guarded the one entryway from Snowdin to Waterfall, minus the ferry. But the Riverperson would never take Sans to Snowdin, one because they didn’t help the Corrupt and Sans doubted they would believe him when he said he was trying to help Papyrus, and two, that entryway was also guarded, and they would never make it. 

So, it was through the caves, then. Sans would either make it, or he would be killed.

He started walking.

~o0o~

By the time Sans made it to the tunnel, he had come up with something vaguely resembling a plan. As he walked up to the two armored guards, he was doing so with a highly exaggerated and pronounced limp in his right leg, and was wearing a pained expression. If they hadn’t heard about him yet, all the better for him. If they had, then at the very least, they would think him weaker than he was. 

As he neared, the guard on the left lifted his hand. “H̴a͝l̀t̨!”

Sans slowed, but didn’t outright stop. “i̴d͘i̴ót!͞ can’͢t ỳou͏ sèe̴ i’m̕ wo͜undeḑ? ̵i j̛ust ̧sp͢e̡nt a y͝e̢ar̷ ͝in̸ ̷es̶pionage wi̷ţh ͞t̷h̴e̡ p̨ur͞e͞, ͠a͠n̕d̸ ̸it ̷a͘lm͡ós̢t̛ ̵c͏ost ͘m҉e my li͠f̵e ̕to̶ es͟c̸a̛pȩ! now ̷y͜ou ̛want ͜m̛e t̴o ̧s̀top ̨w̕h̴en i ҉h̢a̶ve valuable̷ i̴nfo͏rmati͞o͢n̕, and a͠m̸ ̴in̨ ̕ne͠ed ͞of͜ ҉me͘d́i̡c҉a҉l ҉att́e͘n̛ţi̕on?”

Recognizing not only the Corrupt Insignia, but also Sans in general, the guards both saluted. “A͜h͞! So̢r͠ry,͘ ͏S̢i̛r̶! W̡ơu̡lḑ yo̶u͞ li̷ke͟ o͘n̷e ̛o̵f us͏ t̢o ̵h͡èlp yoư ̴bac̢k҉ ͝t̕ǫ ̨b͞as̕é?̶”

Sans gave the guard an irritated look he had long since perfected in Gaster’s lab. “An͡d̴ le͠av͠e҉ your͡ p҉o̢st̵? ͡Ho͜w̷ ̡i͞diot̕i̸c ̨ar̛e͡ ̀you?”

The guard flinched. “So҉r̴ry̸, Si̴r̢.́”

Sans just growled and stalked by as best he could while still limping.

Internally, though, he was giddily happy. It had worked. 

Now he just had to figure out where in the Corrupt territory Papyrus was, but if he was right that they would be Corrupting his brother, he knew exactly where he would be. 

He had to reach the Ruins.

As soon as he was sure the guards couldn’t see him, he dropped the limp and took off running.

~o0o~

Alphys was very worried about Papyrus.

A little while ago, he had been taken from her and dragged out of the cell. The Corrupt monster had strapped the small skeleton to the operating table, and done… something to him. The monster had been standing between the table and Alphys, so she couldn’t see what was going on. 

Then, a while later, he was dumped back into the cell, whereupon Alphys had held him again.

But he hadn’t responded even slightly when Alphys had called his name. He wasn’t shivering anymore, either. He was just completely limp and motionless. Alphys had looked under his shirt, and even his Soul barely beat. 

But, he wasn’t turning to dust, so he was still alive… for now. 

Alphys just had to cling to the hope that he would still be that way when they were rescued.

She also had to hope that they would be rescued. 

~o0o~

Gaster paced the length of the kitchen, worry and frustration mixing into something that very closely resembled anger. 

Because Sans was gone, and he had left a note. He had said he had begun to remember things, and needed to get to the warfront immediately. 

And then he had just up and left. 

He couldn’t do that!

Gaster took a shaky breath. He was scared, very scared. Scared that he would never get Papyrus back. Scared that Sans had just gone to his death. Scared that he had just lost both his sons. 

For a moment, he just stood there clenching his hands into fists to stop the shaking. 

This was a problem. 

Then he reached up and slapped himself, hard, in the face. He was a scientist, the Royal Scientist, in fact. Solving problems was what he did!

He turned and strode out of the kitchen, out of the house, towards the lab. 

He wasn’t going to let his sons down. 

~o0o~

He was almost there, almost to the Corrupt labs. 

As Sans ran through the Ruins, monsters scrambled to get out of his way. He could tell they all were curious, all had questions, but one look at his face was more than enough to convince them that to stop him was to become dust. 

In addition to finding Papyrus, there was another benefit for going to the labs. Sans was getting horribly exhausted. When the scientists in the lab saw the Pure streak in his Soul, they would undoubtedly want to try to fix it, and the first thing they would do would be inject Corrupt Magic into his Soul. Which, of course, Sans could use for energy. 

Energy to save Papyrus. 

As he neared the lab, he slowed down to a walk. There was no reason for him to burst in frantically, that would only tip them off that something was wrong. So, calmly, he pushed open the door, and almost sobbed when he saw Papyrus in the cell against the back wall. Alphys was there, too, cradling Papyrus to her chest. But Sans was more enraptured by Papyrus, and hardly noticed when Alphys saw him, and made a sort of surprised gasp. 

He did, however, notice that Alphy’s startled gasp attracted the attention of the Corrupt monster in the room, and only just managed to tear his attention away from his unconscious brother before the scientist noticed. 

“S̕a̢ns̛?̷ ̸I̢ ͝tho̧u͡gh͟t҉ ̴you w̶ere ̶s͟upp̡ose҉d̨ ̡to͘ bè i̕n҉ Ņe͡w̷ Hòme̢.” Before Sans could respond, the monster continued. “Ah,̡ n̴o,̧ I s̢e͏e̕. Yǫu’r̀e ̧t̡h̕e͞ orig̀ińa͝l͘ Sáns͠.̨”

Sans nodded, stepping into the lab, steadfastly ignoring Alphys’s stammered questions. “yea͝h.͏ ̢i ͞saw̴ ̴t҉he ̴cĺo̡ne ǫn my͞ wa̵y ou͞t,͞ t͡houg̀h. p̷retty ̡cle͏ver.̸ not̴ ̧to̢o ́s̢tr҉o̢ng,͠ ͞tḩough.”

The scientist shrugged. “E͏h҉. You͡r ͟we͜a̡p͡ons ͏we͘r̴e o̸n̴e-̢o͟f-a҉-̀k̀in̴d.̕ Ẃé ͞figured̡ ̸he̵ ̸sḩou̧ld̷n҉’̡t́ ҉have to̕ ̶be̡ ̢do̴in̴g ͢m̛uc͏h͏ ͜fightìng,҉ ̷s̢o i̢t̸ ̸s͟h̕ould̵ bę ̷o͘k͟a̢y t͜hat͡ ͠h̷e͠ didn’t́ ̴have ͠th̀o͝s͢e̡ ̢ab̶ili͟ti͝es.̶T́hat’̴s͜ ̧not t̸o̸ sa̶y wè ͢didn͟‘t͜ e͜q͟u̡i̛p ͠hi̵m wèll͜;̸ ͞h̶e ͏h͠as͘ ͡pl͜e͠nt̸y ͝of ̴o͟the̷ŕ w̸ea̵p̀on͘s͟, b͝u̷t ͜u̷sing t́hem would b̧e a͏ d̛ead̵ ̀givea̶w̛ay. ” Before Sans could say something that might potentially give him away, the scientist continued. “Anywa̛y,҉ ̀w̨h̶a͡t brings yo͟u͟ her̵e͘?͏”

“í ̴t̢ǫok͝ a bi͢t ͠of̵ d͜a̢m͜age҉ ̡wh̷i̵l̴e̴ ͝i ͝w͟a͞s ͟t̕here. t̸hou͠ght m̵a͡ybe y̢ou̷ ͞còul̷d͜ ̷h̸el̢p͝.”

“Oh?” The scientist motioned Sans into the lab, over to the table.”Co͘me̴ ͢o̕n̕,̸ ͡t͟h̴en̛, ͞ĺet͘ ̛me̶ ͡s̡e͠e.̴”

Sans pulled himself up to sit on the edge of the table, shrugged off his jacket, and pulled his shirt off. Then he sat patiently as the scientist looked at his Soul.

“H̡m̧.̡ Th̀is̨ ̷i͟s…͝ Ex̢t̢raơŕdińa͏ry.̴ D̶o yo͝u kn͠ow ͝w̷hat̢ ͞i͢t is͜?” The scientist looked up at Sans from where he was leaning over his chest. 

“i͟t̴‘s p͜ure̴. ̡and ́i̕’͟d ҉r͟eall̕y ap̨pre̢c̴i͞ate i͢t if̷ yo̢u ̨c҉o͜uld ̸do ͟s͜o͡m͝e͡th̢i͡nǵ ͞abo͠u̷t̢ ̷i͡t,̨” Sans lied, ͡”i͞t҉ h͞u͟rt͡s.̶”

The scientist nodded. “Thąt’s un͜ders҉tan͢d́ab͟l͢e.́ ̵I̸’̵d s̴ay̧ ̸l͢et’͏s̵ ̵firs̀t ̶t҉ry ̶i̴ńje̸ct͜i̧ng m̕o̶r͢e̢ C̷o͝rr̴up͏t҉ M͢agi͘c ̢ìn̢t̷o̢ ͜yo͢u҉r͏ ̶Soul.͜”

Sans just nodded, but his confidence was growing. The scientist was acting exactly as he had predicted.

At the scientist’s instruction, Sans lay back on the table and allowed himself to be strapped down. It was a little risky, but it was the only way to get this done.

After strapping him down, the scientist disappeared from his view, then returned moments later, a syringe full of Corrupt Magic in his hand. Without hardly even acknowledging Sans at all, he stabbed the needle into Sans’ Soul, and ejected the contents of the syringe.

And all of Sans’ confidence vanished.

He hadn’t 

remembered



just how much





t̴h̷̸̢i͏̴s͞͏







h̴̥̼̬̙̬̤̜͉̱ͬͤ̂̒̀̑͐̆ͫͮ̊̐͐̃̋̕͞͞ư̱̘̘͈͙̮͈̭̣̅͌́͌́͢͢͡ͅr̴̶͎͎̣͍͈̞͔̖̰̝̣̩̦̣̫̺̊̅̓ͭͪͨ̀͒̒̌̒͢͠ẗ̟̭̱͕͓̼̻̜̬̼̖̖̩͎̝͔̱ͦ̌̔́͘͡ͅ.
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23 ~ Babysitting

Sans woke slowly. For one disorienting minute, he 

thought he was still in Gaster’s lab, strapped down to the operating table. But as he opened his eyes and saw the ceiling above him was most definitely not Gaster’s lab, all the memories came flooding back.

How he had gone to rescue Papyrus. Made his way into the Ruins. Found the lab. Thought he could get more energy by allowing himself to be injected with Corrupt Magic. 

After all, he already had Corrupt Magic. It wasn’t like more would damage him.

But he couldn’t help feeling that something had been lost, something that maybe once had been important to him.

Ah well. It hardly mattered now. 

Gradually, his senses fully returned, and even longer after that, the same scientists who had strapped him down to the table let him up. 

The scientist nodded as Sans sat up. “Ĺoo͘k͟s͞ liḱe҉ th҉at ҉dįd ͠it.̨ ̸”

Sans looked down at his chest, through his ribs to his Soul. Something about it seemed strange. Not wrong, just not the way it normally was. 

As he slipped off the table to retrieve his shirt and jacket, pulling them on, he happened to glance over at the cell. Alphys was still watching with a sort of horrified terror, and Papyrus was still limp and silent.

Papyrus. That’s what it was. The white streak in his Soul was gone. 

And with it, any affection for his brother. 

That was for the best, he decided. He was Corrupt, and it wouldn’t do to have love for the Pure. It just worked better this way. 

The scientist spoke up. “Y̴ou ͏o̵ugh̴ta ̀test̸ ̡yoùr͡ ̨M̀ag̀ić ŗe͝a̴l҉l͟y quick̸l͘y͜ b͞ef̷ore you ̵g̡o.̛ ̕Ju̕st ̷t̷o̧ m̷ake̵ ̶su̸re͡ e͝very̕t͢h͟i͡ng’͠a̸ w͞or͠k͠i̧ng ̶p͘r̢op͢e̵r̵ly̢.҉ “

Sans nodded. After a deep breath, he summoned a couple attacks, holding them momentarily before letting them dissolve. “s͝ęemś ͢t͞o̸ b́e̡ ҉w͟ork͜in͞g ̧f͜in̷e̛.”

The scientist made an expression that Sans could only assume was a smile. “Ì ̛gu̡es̶s͘ ̸Į’͏ll ҉be g҉i̕v͘ing y͟óu a̕ ̨cl̛ea͞n ̵bi̡ll̵ of ̕h͠e̕al̵t̵h,̧ th̨e҉n̢. ͏Yo̡u’͏r̀e ̶f́re̛e̵ ̡to͜ ͞go̕, u͏n̛l͏ess t͜h͠e̢r̴e͟ ͜w̡a̸s ̛s̡ome̸t͏h͞ing ̶el͘s̛e ͠yoų ̵wante҉d?̕”

Sans shook his head, and turned to the door.

As he stepped up to the threshold, something happened. It was a quiet sound, barely audible, that Sans almost thought he didn’t hear it, like a whisper of a whimper or a moan.

Sans turned around. “a̴ct̴u̴al̨ly̧… ̷the̷r͡e ̷is o͡n̕e͏ t̢hi҉ng…”

The scientist had turned to start work on something else. His head lifted to look at Sans. “Oh?̡ Ẁha͏t̀’̷s ̶that̢?́”

The edges of Sans’ grin lifted, and his eyesockets went dark.”.͘.͘.̸ ̴i̢ want͘ t͡h̶e̛ co̕d̵e ̶to ͜t̵hę ce͝l̡l҉ d͠oor̶.”

~o0o~

Alphys just… didn’t understand.

She didn’t understand any of what was going on. 

First, Sans of all people had come into the lab, wearing the Corrupt insignia. But, instead of rescuing her and Papyrus, he had allowed himself to be injected with Corrupt Magic, even talking in the Corrupt language, and summoning Corrupt attacks. For all intents and purposes, the formerly dead commander seemed to be Corrupt. 

But then, as he was walking out the door, Papyrus had shifted ever so slightly in Alphys’s arms, and Sans had turned around and said something. Now, he was beating up the scientist, shouting at him in the Corrupt language.

Sans slammed attack after attack into the Corrupt scientist, who tried to scramble away. Sans didn’t let him go, though. He twitched his hand, and the trademark Corrupt tendrils erupted from the ground, twisting around the scientist’s feet. He stumbled and fell. In an instant, the nearly black vines of Magic had flipped him onto his back, and pinned his arms and legs down.

Sans, meanwhile, slowly walked towards where the scientist was lying. He laughed, and when he spoke, Alphys was surprised to hear it was in the Common language. “a quick question for ya, pal; do you know just how much i can make you suffer?” Sans was standing beside the downed monster now. Slowly, he lifted one foot, and set it on the monster’s chest. “how much i’m going to make you suffer, until you give me what i want?” He leaned forward on his leg, putting pressure on the scientist’s chest. 

The scientist grimaced, and spat something in the Corrupt language. 

Sans’ grin widened, and he pressed down a little harder. “are you sure you don’ wanna talk?” 

The Corrupt scientist snarled. 

“okay. suit yourself.” Sans shrugged. “i’m still gonna get it, though. the only difference in wether or not you tell me is how much you get hurt.” Then he lifted his foot and slammed it down into the scientist’s chest. Alphys thought she heard something crack. The scientist howled in pain.

Sans lifted his foot again and stomped down again. This time, Alphys knew for sure something had broken. Sans lifted his foot a third time, and Alphys thought she was going to be sick. 

“do you want me to do that again?” Alphys could hear the sadistic glee in his voice. “do you want me to break your ribs more? no? i didn’t think so. just tell me, and i’ll stop.”

The Corrupt monster groaned. 

Sans just grinned and slammed his foot down. This time, there was a sickening snap, and his foot sank about half an inch downward. The scientist let out a gurgled, choked sob. Alphys saw a dribble of Magic trailing from his mouth. It looked gritty, like there was dust mixed into it. 

And Sans was still grinning widely. “i’d say i could probably do this three or four more times before you can’t talk anymore. then maybe another four before your soul just gives out and you die. but that doesn’t have to happen. you could just tell me. six numbers, it’s not that hard.”

The scientist whimpered, but he still somehow sounded defiant. 

Alphys looked away, but she still heard the crunch of the impact. 

“again?” Sans sounded amused. If she hadn’t known better, listening to his voice, she almost could have said he was playing peek-a-boo with a small child. “okay.” 

Another crunch. Alphys’s stomach churned.

Finally, the Corrupt monster let out a choked scream.

“y’see?” Sans said, almost gently. “That wasn’t so hard, now, was it?” 

Alphys looked up. Pointedly avoiding looking in too great detail at the monster’s chest, she saw the Corrupt tendrils sliding away from his limbs, sinking back into the floor, leaving no trace they had ever been there. 

Sans walked around to stand next to the Corrupt scientist’s head. “now, see, if you had just said that in the first place, we wouldn’t have had to go through all that.” He sounded like he was scolding a kid for misbehavior. “instead, i coulda just started with this.”

Alphys didn’t have time to look away before Sans summoned a Corrupt attack to his hands and plunged it downward into the scientist’s head. The monster’s broken body gave one more shudder, before dissolving into a pile of black dust. 

And still, Sans was grinning like he was having the time of his life.

Once the monster had fully dissolved, Sans looked up, and met Alphys’s eyes, his cracked eye scaring her all the more. She shivered and flinched. Had there been anywhere to run to, she would have, without looking back.

But there was nowhere. Nowhere to go. Nowhere to escape from this sadistic version of her dead friend, who tortured an ally for information, and enjoyed every second of it. 

Nowhere to run as he walked forward, to the door, and punched the combination into the electric lock. As he pulled open the door, filled the doorframe with his body. 

No escape as he took a step forward, smiling. 

Nearing Alphys, he reached out one hand. She flinched away, trembling, clutching Papyrus tightly. She knew there was literally nothing she could do to stop him if he decided to kill them, but what motherly instinct she’d developed for Papyrus over the past few days forced her back, to get away from this chaotic force that would tear them apart. 

Sans frowned, almost sadly, she realized, and shook his head. “you took care of him all this time? i-… thank you. i’m not going to hurt you. thank you…”

He reached out again, and this time, Alphys saw the protective light in his eyes. Still shaking a little, she surrendered the smaller skeleton to Sans.

The instant Papyrus was in Sans’ arms, he reached out and clung to Sans’ shirt, burying his face against Sans’ chest, whimpering softly. Sans held him tightly, speaking softly to him, too quietly for Alphys to hear. 

Alphys watched Sans, lost in his own little world, or, maybe more accurately, lost in Papyrus’s world. He was solely focused on Papyrus, just on keeping him close. And Papyrus was letting out small relieved sobs, still clinging with all his strength to Sans’ shirt. 

They stayed like that for maybe three or four minutes. 

Finally, Sans looked up at Alphys. “you… were taking care of him…?” He asked again.

Alphys hesitated. “… I- … As b-best I c-c-could.”

Sans closed his eyes for a minute. When he looked again to Alphys, he had a fire in his eyes that reminded her of Undyne. 

Slowly, Sans shifted Papyrus’s weight to his left arm, and held out his right hand to Alphys. “because of that, and only because of that, i’m willing to help you escape with us.”

Alphys wasn’t sure what to say, so she just nodded and took Sans’ hand. 

~o0o~

Sans led Alphys through the Ruins, incredibly grateful that the Magic crystals that lit the Underground were dark. That meant that most of the monsters were asleep. And then the few monsters they did pass in the halls were easily convinced that Sans was escorting the two ‘prisoners’ somewhere, especially due to the way Sans kept a weapon in one hand, pushing Alphys along with it.

All in all, they were making good time, and would soon be in Snowdin. It was true that he wasn’t quite sure how he was going to get by the guards again, but there was still a bit of time until then. He had told Alphys about the dilemma, and she was also considering their options. 

All was going well until Sans heard an irritatingly high pitched voice he had desperately hoped he wouldn’t. Quickly, he grabbed the collar of Alphys’s shirt and hauled her into a shadowy side corridor. He pressed her up against the wall, and stood in front of her, hoping the shadows were dark enough…

Watching down the hall into the main path, he saw a monster walk by. He was more concerned, however, with the quietly talking flower perched on the monster’s shoulder, vines wrapped around it’s arm.

He stiffened as they walked by, desperately hoping they wouldn’t notice him.

Was it just his imagination, or were they slowing down… cocking their heads in the direction of the hall…

They walked on. Sans quietly sighed, letting out a breath. 

“What was that?” Alphys whispered as he stepped away from her. “Why were you scared of that one monster?”

He glanced over his shoulder at her. “did you see the flower? that’s flowey, commander of the corrupt army.”

She seemed to get a little pale. “Oh.” 

“we should keep moving.”

~o0o~

Sans didn’t understand why or how, but he was definitely going to take advantage of it. 

They managed to successfully sneak through Snowdin, and when they got to the Waterfall tunnel, the guards weren’t there. 

It was a little suspicious that they weren’t there just when Sans needed them to not be, but they moved on into Waterfall, whereupon they abandoned most caution, and started running. 

~o0o~

Gaster was just about ready to strangle the life out of Asgore. 

The furry bossmonster had happened to be in Hotland, and saw Gaster striding purposefully in the direction of the ferry. Of course, he had made the logical assumption that Gaster was going to do something rash, and told him so. Gaster responded that he was going to save his son, and Asgore responded with “no. Absolutely not.” Gaster had tried to get by Asgore. 

And now the king was carrying him— carrying him like a child— back into Hotland. 

If it were possible to gently dump someone onto the ground, Asgore did so, setting the indignant Royal Scientist in front of his house.

“There you go,” he said, smiling good naturedly in the face of Gaster’s many gestured insults, “safe and sound. My friend, you know it would be a bad idea for you to go to the battlefield. As much as I respect you and your desires to protect your children, I must say that you are a scientist, not a soldier, and you would get yourself killed or captured. And then where would we be, without our greatest scientist? Just let Commander Undyne handle this.”

Gaster was about to spew out an angry reply, when a monster wearing combat fatigues with the ranking mark of a messenger on the shoulder ran up.

“Y-Your majesty! Oh, Thank Annoying Dog I didn’t have to run all the way to New Home to find you!” Gaster and Asgore both turned to the messenger as he hurried on. “There’re a ton of Corrupters in Waterfall! They’re not attacking, though! Commander Undyne told me to come get you, and you needed to come to Waterfall immediately!”

Asgore nodded, and started to take a step, then stopped. Looking at the messenger, he said, “Thank you for telling me. Would you mind doing me a favor?”

The messenger nodded, eager to please.

“Will you guard Dr. Gaster here, and make sure he does not go get himself hurt somewhere he shouldn’t be?”

Gaster let out a furious splutter, gesturing wildly. “✋  👎🏴  ☠️🏴❄️  ☠️👈👈👎  ✌️️  👌👆👌✡️💧✋✝️✝️👈☀️✏️✏️”

But, the messenger had already agreed, and Asgore had already left. 

So Gaster resigned himself to two things: first, finding a way to sneak away from the guard, and second, coming up with a devilishly wicked prank to get back at Asgore later. 

He did not need a babysitter.
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24 ~ more than you can possibly give me

Every step was agony. Every jolting, pounding footfall sent a blade of pain through Papyrus’s entire body. 

It hurt. So bad.

He was close. Close to being done. To giving up. Giving in.

But. 

But there was a voice. Soft and low and gentle. Familiar. Full of love. 

It told him it was going to be okay. He was going to be fine. They were going home. That I know it hurts, but everything is going to be alright if you hold on, just a little longer. 

Papyrus trusted that voice. He trusted the strong warmth of the Magic wrapped around him. He trusted the rhythmic pulse he could feel against his skull and hands.

He held on.

~o0o~

Asgore arrived at the Pure army camp. Commander Undyne was waiting. 

“Commander Undyne,” he greeted, “it is good to see you again.”

She grinned and nodded. “You too, King Asgore.”

For a moment, they walked in companionable silence. But Asgore noticed they were following a pathway that led deeper into Waterfall, not towards any of the buildings in camp. He glanced to Undyne, searching for an explanation. 

“You heard there were a bunch of Corrupters?”

He nodded. 

“They aren’t fighting. Just sitting there, waiting. One’a ‘em said they had a ‘proposition,’ and they wanted to talk to you directly. I wouldn’t trust them.”

Asgore chuckled dryly. “The only thing you can trust a Corrupter to do is lie.”

“And try to kill you.” Undyne concluded.

They walked towards the warzone.

~o0o~

Sans let out another string of furious curses. 

They were hiding in a small tunnel a ways away from where Gerson used to run his shop, before the whole war tearing apart the Underground thing. 

And there were Corrupters. Lots of them. Swarming the place. Well, not really. More just milling around, but there was still no way they would be able to get by without being seen.

Granted, he knew a few other routes to get back to Pure territory, but they were longer and slower, and he wasn’t sure if Papyrus could make it.

Still. It was better than nothing. And it would give him a little more time to think about why in the world the entire Corrupt army was stationed so close to Pure territory.

It was almost like… they were an audience or something, just waiting for the show to start.

Regardless, he held Papyrus a little tighter, grabbed Alphys’s hand again, and started pulling her along. 

“come on. i know another way.”

They started running again. 

~o0o~

There was a large mass of Pure soldiers, ready to fight and defend the Pure side of the Underground. On the opposite side of the rather spacious cavern, seemingly the entire Corrupt army was just… lounging around. Waiting.

Asgore stepped up to the front of the Pure ranks and scanned the opposition.

“Howdy!” The high pitched voice startled him, and he stumbled back a step, looking around for it’s source.

“Down here, pal!”

He looked down. There was a golden flower, like the ones in his garden, but bigger… and with a face. A face with a wide, friendly smile.

Asgore rubbed the back of his neck, not totally sure what to do. “Why, hello. Who are you?”

“I’m Flowey! Flowey the flower!” Flowey was bobbing slightly back and forth, in a very flower-ish way, Asgore thought.

“…Oh?” Asgore was slightly confused. He thought he knew just about every soldier in the army, but, while he was getting a sense of deja vú, he couldn’t recall ever seeing Flowey before.

“Yeah! … Goll-y, you sure look confused! How about I help you out a little, huh? I’m Flowey, commander of the Corrupt Army!” 

Asgore took another step back, summoning a flame to his hand.

The flower laughed, bobbing on it’s stem. “Oh, relax! I’m not here to kill you! Not yet, anyway, as fun as it would be. No, I’m here to offer you a proposition!”

Undyne had said as much. Asgore didn’t trust the flower. “What’s that?”

“We don’t all have to die, here. I’m proposing a duel: your strongest warrior versus ours. Just they fight.”

“As much as I like the idea, I don’t see you surrendering peacefully if you lose, nor would we.”

If it was possible for a flower to shrug, than Flowey did so. “Then where’s the harm in it?” Flowey paused a second. “Tell you what. Think it over. Talk it out. Come to your conclusion. We’ll wait for you, all you have to do is shout when you’re ready.”

And then the flower was gone, slipping back under the ground.

Asgore turned to see Undyne had heard the entire thing. 

She gestured helplessly. She was just at odds with what to do as he was.

“I suppose we have something we need to discuss, then.”

She nodded.

~o0o~

They were almost there. Almost to Hotland. Alphys was having a hard time keeping up with Sans, but his tight grip on her hand kind of implied that if she tripped, he would just keep running, dragging her along.

She tried not to think about that.

And then Sans skidded to a halt. She almost ran into him. 

“oh. oh. crap.”

“W-what?” She asked, panting.

“i think i know why there were-… crap.”

“What?” She asked again.

Sans shook his head slightly, then turned to her. “take papyrus.”

A little surprised, she accepted the small skeleton, who whimpered a bit at being pulled away from his brother.

Sans continued. “now listen. i’m relying on you to get him safely home. if he dies while in your care, i will personally hunt you down, rip out your soul, and eat it. don’t. let. him. die. …just follow this path, it’ll take you straight to hotland. get him to my dad. go fast.”

Before he could leave, Alphys stuttered, “W-where are y-you going?! W-what’s going on?”

Sans had already started to turn back the way they came. He stopped and looked over his shoulder at her. “if they haven’t already, the corrupt are going to issue a duel. their champion against the pure’s. If they win, they’ll tear apart hotland and new home, and corrupt or kill everyone inside. and if their champion is who i think it is, they’re going to win, unless i do something.”

And he took off running. 

Alphys thought on that a second, before running in the opposite direction, towards Hotland.

~o0o~

Gaster was good at plans. Very good. In just a couple seconds, he would set his plan into motion, and escape the guard Asgore had asked to babysit him.

Five…

Four…

Three…

Two…

“D-Doctor!! Doctor G-Gaster!” He paused. He knew that voice. 

But Alphys was supposed to be in the Corrupt base. 

He looked down the street. Sure enough, the yellow saurian was running down the street, fast as her short legs would allow. She was carrying something, too. Something small, and-…

Gaster didn’t hesitate. He stood, ran to Alphys, then scooped Papyrus out of her arms. Then he turned, already running in the direction of the lab. 

Alphys followed, telling him how Sans had saved them, then said something about the Corrupters issuing a challenge. He only half-listened, though, filing the information away for later use. Right now, Papyrus was priority.

~o0o~

Sans was almost there.

He was running along the cave tunnel leading to the large, spacious cavern the Corrupt had no doubt chosen for this occasion.

Truth be told, he couldn’t care less if New Home and Hotland were destroyed. But Papyrus was in Hotland, so he couldn’t let it be destroyed.

As he ran, he could hear voices echoing down the tunnel. Flowey, proclaiming their champion. The murmur of shocked horror, that only confirmed his suspicions.

And then he reached the mouth of the tunnel, and could see the entire battlefield. Corrupt army to one side, Pure to the other. Flowey, standing on the Corrupt side, his clone standing next to his commander. Asgore and Undyne looking on, shocked and horrified.

“Well, then?” Flowey sneered across the battlefield. “Do you just want to give up?”

That seemed to stir some life in the Pure commander. “NEVER!” She screamed.

“Then who’s fighting for you?”

Before Undyne could say another word, Sans stepped out of the tunnel. “I  A M .”

Another murmur of shock tore through the Pure crowd.

As Sans moved to stand between the two armies, in front of Flowey and the clone, Flowey glowered. “Sans. I knew you were a traitor.”

Sans gave him a seriously? look. “okay, first of all, no. secondly, who says i was loyal to you in the first place? since, y’know, you forced me into working for you.”

Before Flowey could respond, the clone waved him off. “it doesn’t matter at this point. he’s still fighting for them, and i’m fighting for us. what really matters, i think,” he took a step forward, towards Sans, “is the slight adjustment i’m about to suggest in the agreement.”

“oh?” Sans cocked his head slightly. “what’s that?”

“well, we’re both corrupt. we both have… standards. so, what i’m suggesting is this: the loser loses, same as it was, but the winner…” He grinned meaningfully. “the winner gets to go home and have a nice dinner.”

Sans looked at the copy. That did sound nice, and it had been a long time since he had eaten. 

He held out his hand. “okay. deal.” 

The copy reached out to shake his hand. But Sans reached out and grabbed his arm, and twisted. The clone let out a yelp as he was tossed sideways.

“what the heck was that?! we haven’t even started yet!”

Sans grinned as he summoned a weapon, ready to fight. “we’re corrupt. we both have standards. and most importantly, you need to remember, is that we don’t play to see who plays hardest. we play to see who plays dirty hardest.” 

The clone growled, lunged to his feet, and summoned a couple attacks.

And then, then it began in earnest.

~o0o~

Papyrus groaned and blinked. 

Everything ached. Even the IV in his Soul felt like it was more harmful than helpful.

He was lying on a hard, flat surface, with a large… something or other overhead. It looked vaguely familiar, but Papyrus couldn’t figure out where he was.

Sharply aware of the pounding ache in his skull, he flopped his head sideways to look at his surroundings. 

…

…That was the containment cell. The one Sans was supposed to be in. But Sans wasn’t there, and it looked like the glass wall had been broken. 

Papyrus struggled to sit up, whimpering in pain as he did so. 

“Hey. Hey, calm down.” Papyrus recognized the voice of one of his dad’s assistants somewhere behind him. Then the monster came into view, and gently pushed Papyrus to lay back down. 

“Whhhngh-…” Papyrus tried, but failed to speak. After a moment, he tried again. “Whhher— D-aa-d-…”

“He came rushing in here, carrying you. As soon as he made sure you were going to be alright, he left again, saying he had to go save his ‘idiot of an eldest son who doesn’t know how to stay out of trouble.’ Told me to keep an eye on you, and, when you felt well enough, to carry you home.”

Papyrus nodded slightly, then closed his eyes. He was tired. Gaster had gone to go get Sans. Everything was going to be okay. 

He looked up at the assistant. “C-an I go h-ome no-w?” He had to speak slowly around the pain in his jaw.

“Are you feeling well enough?”

Papyrus nodded. He really just wanted to go home, and go to bed. 

“Okay, then. I guess so.” The monster carefully pulled the IV out of Papyrus’s Soul, and scooped him up. Papyrus let his head rest on his shoulder, closing his eyes. 

Dad had everything under control. Everything was going to be fine.

~o0o~

Everything was going horribly.

Contrary to their last encounter, the clone was a lot stronger than Sans had realized, and he was taking a lot more damage than was okay.

Cringing at the horrible pain that was his body, he lifted a hand to send a few attacks out to meet the clone’s. Then something slammed into his back, sending him sprawling. He struggled to his feet, summoning a weapon to his right hand, as the clone advanced confidently, a bone in his grip. 

He just managed to lift his weapon to block as the clone slashed downwards. As it was, the blow still sent him stumbling backward.

The clone lashed out again, and again Sans only just managed to block, stumbling back a few more steps. And again. And again and again and again.

This wasn’t good. He was only on the defensive. He would get worn out, and his defense would slip, and he would die. 

He had to strike now, while he still could. 

As quickly as he could, he lunged forward, attempting to run the clone through. 

But before his weapon even touched the clone, an explosion of pain made his vision go dark for a minute, and he dropped to his knees as his legs stopped working. 

Looking down, he saw the clone’s bone weapon sticking straight out of his chest. 

But that didn’t make sense. He couldn’t die now. This couldn’t be over!

The clone knelt down in front of him, grinning. “you owe me a dinner.”

And then Sans was falling, the clone’s voice echoing distantly as he told the Pure army they had one chance to surrender, before he ripped them apart.

He was on the ground now. Completely unable to move.

He had failed. 

Pain, crushing pain, obliterating all else.

He had failed.

It seared through his bones, piercing his Soul.

Sorry. So sorry.

Everything hurt.

Failed. Sorry, Pap. Failed. Failed you. Tried. Tried so hard. Wasn’t enough. Sorry. Failed. Can’t go any more. Sorry. 

… Papyrus.

So sorry.

Papyrus. 

So tired.

Papyrus.

They’ll destroy the city. 

Ṕ͏̀apy̧͝r͘ư͞s̶

You’ll die.

You’ll D҉̧i҉̶̢e͘.͘҉̀ ̴̨

C̡͜à̵͢n͏͞‘t̸̕ ҉l̴e͢t̸ ͡t̢͠h͡at̸̀ h҉ą̷p͘͝͡p̡en͟͡.̸҉

Can’t let Papyrus die. 

G͉͙e̡͎̟̮̕͠ͅt̶̼͉̺̣̦ͅ ̞́u̶͈̦̫̤̞̙p̛̺̟̳.͚̩̘̩͎̣͖ ̫͍̖̙͚͉̖̙̼͡

Will not let Papyrus die. 

G̣͍̩̭̩̤̱̕e͉̰̠ͅt҉̵̤̰̦̝̦͓ ̸̛̥̻̰̼͞ͅu̲̞͈̭̥̹͎̫͠p̷̛͙͎̪̺͎ͅ.͕̹̱̯̕ ̴͚̰̣̹̝̩̠͚F̴̸̴̻̹͚͖͖ó̗͉͎̗̼̭r͉̘̼̹ ̴͓̭͈̭͓̤̠̗͝P̪̖̜̗̟͍͓̰a̷̮p̴̶̴͓͕͖̭̜̞̠ͅý̙̘r̶̢̰̰̟̦̰̹͈u̴̢̥̪̘̥̠͢s̞̰̱͓̝̰̝̺̥̀.̣̻̹͇̳ ̨̱̻͍

Papyrus 

Will 

Not

Die. 

I

Will

N̛̼̫o̘̫t̴̘̦͘ ̦ͅ

A͏̣̟̳̞̠̻̞̭l̤̘̯̥͎l̵̼̻̳̤̭o̻̖̱̜̪̪̳͝w҉͙͚͎̭̟̰̖̗͘ ̢̼̲̳̰̰̀

I̧͎ͅt̮̘̣͚̜̲̤͝͠.̷̖̹̤̦ ̡͎̘̻̣͎̹͔͎̟

… G͉͙e̡͎̟̮̕͠ͅt̶̼͉̺̣̦ͅ ̞́u̶͈̦̫̤̞̙p̛̺̟̳.͚̩̘̩͎̣͖

N̵͟o͝͝͝w͏͢ t̷͡͝a̵k҉̷e͡ ͢a͠ ̵́͠s̷͢t͡ep.̛͘ ̸̀R̛̀i̕̕g͏h̷̀t͜͞ ͠fo̷̢ot.͠ ͢Lé̕ft̢͡ ̡͏f̀͟͏o͜o̡ţ͟͠.̴̷́ ͘͜R͏҉͘i͟g̶h̀t҉̀ ̶̶a͜g̀a̸iǹ.̵͏ ̶́͢I͜g͢n̷o҉̵r̷̨e ̀t҉h̀̕e̴͡ ̨̨c̢͢h̵̢̀a͜͡o͘s. ̛́͝

O̡̕͝ņe͜ ̷̨͘g̕͜͡ơa̛l.̀ ̶̛

S̨t̴̛ǫ҉̢p̸ ̛͘t͜҉h̕ę͟m.̢ ̶̨

F̸͟o̢͢ŗ ̴Ṕ̡͏a͟p̧̀y̵r̴u̸̶s̀.͞ ̷͜

You’re still standing? Well. No matter. … Kill him.

A͜t̨t̨ac̴k̢͘.͏ ̢̕͞F̡͡r͡o͟m͏ ͏͢t̡h̴͘e͜͠͝ ĺ̸͘e̵f͟͡t̀͢.̛̛͏ 

D̀͜҉o̴͟͠e̶ś̴͏n͏͝’̴t̵ ͞m̛͘̕a̶t̨te̸͘͜r͘͜͢.́̕ ̴͠͡E҉̴͢a̸͢s̢̢͜ì̷l̕ỳ̢͟ d̡ǫ̛d̸͜g̵̢͘e̴̕͞d.͟ ̛͘

Mo̡͜r҉e.͟ F͏̡ro̸m͏ ̷͞͏be͟͞h͞͝í̸nd̵.̨ ̨B͟͠͡l̷̢͢o̢҉c̨̢̀k͢͢e̸̡̛d̸̀͜.̸̕ ͠

K̴e̡e̴͘p̧ ̕͏̢g̛oi̶͡n̶҉͘g.̴͜͡ 

F̨r̢͝͏o̢̡ḿ̶̴ a̴͠ll̨͟ ̴d̀͞i̴̸͝ŕé̴c̷̵͡t́i͡ơn̷̵͠s.́̕ D͠͡ơ̶͝e͢҉̷s̴n͡’͡͡t͜ ma̢͘tte͏r͠. ̧Dò̶͢d̀͏͏g̢͜e͞, ͝f̵͝͠i̶̛gh́t̶̵, ͞g͢et ̢h͞͝i̧̕t͘.̀ ҉̸

D̸̴̵ǫ̷͞e̸s͏n̡‘t́͘͞ ҉̕̕m̡̛at̡t҉e̸r͝.̸͞ Ḱe̶̷ép̛҉ ͞g͟͞o̷i̕͏ng͜.̧̢̛ ͏́͞

Ǫn̵͏̀ȩ g̢͢oal͘͢.҉̶͟ ̢̡͡

T̴̀h̴͡e͏ ҉͝cl̨onè.̵̨͟ ͏W̕a̡͢ş̕ ͟f̡͟͜i̷͟ģh͘t̛͡i͏̛n̶g̨͞ ̡U͜n̷͡dy̵̨n̴̨ȩ.̸̡͟ ͢Tur̸̡͟n̷ȩ̷̨ḑ͞ ̢͜͝a҉̨ŕ͝͝o͜ú͘͟ń͘d̸̸͞. ͞

R̸͡éa͝c̵̸͟h͘͞i̶͢n̛͏g̴ o͡u̸t͟.̷̛͡

What is it going to take to keep you down?!

 ̡S͜u̡͡mmo҉͟n̴̨̨ ͘a҉ ̢͡B̢͏ļ̡̀a͘s͏te̸r̀͏.

More than you can possibly give me. 

 ̀͠҉F̨҉i̵̛͢r҉e͜͞͏.̧ ͠L͝ań̨d̡ a̸ ͜h̢͡it͢. ̨

F͘o҉̡r ̷͟P̵̕a͢͞p̢͘y̷r̀͟҉u̧͞s̶͡.̵̀͜ ̕͜

T̶r̢̢͘y̴̧̕i̵n̵͞ǵ҉̕ ̸̨̛t̨̛́o̸ ͜͡r̡ún̶,̷̵̕ ̵̢͠w̴̧͟o̵n̢’͢t̀ ļ̷͝e̛t͘͜ h̸͢i͏͡m̨.̛ ̷̛͜

S͝h̢or̡̧t̛͜c̡̛uţ͘͠.̴ ͞Ŗ̢͠i͝͞g̢̀h́͝t͜҉ ̛́in̡ f̷ŗ́o͝n̷͞t͝ ̢o̵͜͝f͜ ҉͢h̨̡̛im̛.͡ ͢

L̷̨̢o̡̡o̡͘k̴̛͢s̷̢͡ ̴s̵u̷͝r̷̸̡p̴̀r̶͘͜íş̸e̵̶͜d͏̕.͏ ̧

Y-you— no! You can’t do that! Not anymore! They said you couldn’t do that!

Like hell I can’t. 

T̛ú͟r̴n̸͟ h͟͝i͘m͏ B͝l̴u͘͢e.͝͠ ̀͢͞T̵̶̨h͏ŕ͢͜o̕w̶͝ ͏h̢i̢m̶.̡͝͡ ̸͞

T̴á̸k̶e̡ ̧͡a҉ ̀h͏̢i͏ţ̴,́ but ̵͜͠į́t͘̕ ͏d̵oę̶͘s͢͟n͡҉’̛̀t́͡ ̢m̀̕͟at̸͠t̸̕e͡r̶. 

F̷̡́o͜r͜ P̴̛͟ap̸y̷͠҉r̨u͏́s.̡͟ ̷͡͝

S҉h͞o҉͡r̵t͏̡̀c͏̧u̢̨t.͡ ̕͠J̡ust ͏̴ba̵̛rè̴l͜y ̴̡m͏͞i͏͝ş̴͞s͢͟͠e̢d́͡.̴͜ ̵̢͠

Bla̷̵͡s̴̡̀t̛͜e̢̕r̛s̶͘͜,̸̶ ̸͘͜ţh҉ę̛͜n̢̛.̛͘ ̴͟͜S͜͠u̕r͞r҉͏ouņd͜ ͡͞h͘͟i̡͘ḿ́.̢̢͏ ̡̡Fįr҉mi͘͟n̨͘͘g̢ ̵҉̀l̀i̵̛k̀e ̷d́o͏m̡i҉n̡͘o̢es̷͢.́͢ ̡͜A̸ ̴̨͘n͞͡ew̴ ̧͢on͟e ̶͟t̕ó̧ ̡͜t́͠ak̸̛͘e͜͏ ̨̧͜t͠͏h̡͘͠ę̵ ̵͟͡ol͢͢d̷‘s ̀p̨҉͞ļ̀͝à̢c̸e̡.҉̡̡ ̨

M̧a̶̶͞k͢e ḩ͝͞i̶m̨̛͘ ̡͏r͞u̵̡͟n͝ ̧͡͝i̛n͜҉͟ ́͘c̷͢ir̷̨c҉͡l̸e̢̛s̀.̶ ͞Ḩ͝e̸̢’̧s̀͝ ̸͘͜g͢é̸͡t҉̸̨ti҉n̢g ̶҉t͏̶i͝҉̡ŗe̡̕d̴͞. ́

F̴̶ò̸r̶͞ ͘Pa͜͜p̨͝ý̵͟ru̧͡s̡.̛̕ ̢

B́͞ó̡̕ńę̴s̷̶. ̵̛͝Blu̶e̶͜.̧͘ ҉͡W̡͠e͘͞a̸̧͝p̢̀ón͞s̶.̸̨ ͝T̢en͞d̴r̀͡i̕͢l͠s̛ ̢ơ̸͡f̧̀ ̡M̧͠͡agi͘c͜҉̴. 

H͜͠e̷‘ą̶̛ ̴n̷ot͢͠͝ ̕̕ģ̷o̕͘i̶̸ng̸̛ t͞o͏ w͝in̸.̀ 

F̴͏òr̨̛͢ ̨̀P̸̀͝a҉̸͝ṕ̛y͏̸r͜u̸̵̢s.

Sans. 

F́o҉r̕ ͜͠P҉̸a͜ṕ̷͠y̸͟r͢͡u͠s̛͝.͏ ͠

Sans. You can stop now. 

F҉͜͞o̸̡͏r̴̢ ́͏P̵͏á͘p̶͢͝y͘҉̷r͝u̡͘s̛͏.̴̷ ̸̶

Sans, he’s dead. 

F̀̕͞o̵r̡̛ ̷̡P̴̀͜a̴͞p̢̧͡y̵͝r̴̡͞u̡͘͝s̛. 

… You did it, Sans. You won. Papyrus is safe. 

Just like that, reality came crashing back into Sans. Barely able to think, mind overridden with pain, he dropped to his hands and knees and started retching.  He was sick, so, so sick. Everything hurt more than he even knew was possible. His Magic twisted in his chest, forcing it’s way out of his body, mainly through his mouth. 

Everything

Hurt. 

Everything

Hurt. 

So much. 

He fell over sideways. 

Finished? Come on. Let’s get you home.

Home. Yes, that sounded good. Okay. Home.

Movement. Lifting him up. Cradled in Gaster’s arms. 

It’s okay, Sans. You can calm down.

Shouting. Noise. People. Astonished people. 

Just close your eyes. It’s okay. Just relax. Rest. 

He let his head fall against Gaster’s shoulder. 

Don’t worry. Papyrus is safe. You’re going to be okay. 

Try to block out the pain, but too tired. Just too tired. 

Everything’s going to be okay.

§

A/N

If anyone wants to know, I was listening to this while writing this last scene. It fits pretty well, I think.

[Aquí debería haber un GIF o video. Actualiza la aplicación ahora para visualizarlo.]

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


25 ~ Home

Gaster had gotten there only minutes before Sans had lost it. 

After ensuring that Papyrus was in a stable condition, he assigned an assistant to watch over Papyrus, and took off running for the ferry. This time, no one had stopped him. 

He had made it to the battlefield, and was more than a little confused to see everyone watching Sans beat up the Corrupt Sans. He had made his way to where Asgore and Undyne were watching. Asgore had started to reprimand him for coming to the battlefield, but Gaster had cut him off, using every combined ounce of his Royal Scientist authority and intimidating fatheriness to demand an answer. 

When it had been supplied, he felt no better. Because the “Pure” Sans was apparently fighting for the Corrupt, and the “Corrupt” Sans was fighting for the Pure.

Why was everything so blasted confusing?

And then the “Corrupt” Sans had been stabbed through the chest, and the “Pure” Sans had threatened to destroy the Pure Army.

It had dissolved into chaos, then. A full out war between the two sides.

Before it escalated too far, though, the “Corrupt” Sans was on his feet again. The “Pure” Sans gave an order to his army to kill the “Corrupt” Sans, and every spare Corrupter in the cavern had lunged at him.

That was when things got really bad. 

Because Sans started attacking with a mix of Corrupt attacks and Pure attacks. Well, attacks like his Pure attacks. 

Every bone that he summoned was cracked, Corrupt Magic leaking out of the cracks. His shortcuts left a dark shadow where he had been for a few minutes. Blue Magic slowly strangled anyone it was effecting. The Blasters, though, those were the worst. The beams they fired were the purple-black of Corruption, and Corrupt Magic bled from their eyesockets and nasal cavities, running down the sides of the skull, dripping off the teeth, sliding down the jaw… 

It was horrifying, and nothing lived long. A few Corrupters managed to hit Sans, but all were obliterated sooner or later, either by a Corrupt attack, or one of the Corruptly-fueled Pure attacks. 

By the time Sans walked up to the imposter, nearly half the Corrupt Army had been destroyed, and Sans should have been more than dead with the number of hits he had taken.

And the imposter tried to fight. Tried. But Sans was untouchable, unavoidable, unstoppable. 

And then Gaster changed his mind about the worst part of it. The worst, most horrifying, sickening part of it was not the horrifying Corrupt Blasters. It was the attack that killed the imposter. Sans had lifted his hand, summoning Corrupt tendrils to hold the imposter in place. Then he had turned the imposter’s Soul Blue, and pulled. But the imposter couldn’t move, he was held still by the vines. 

Sans ripped out his Soul with his Corrupt Blue Magic. 

The resulting scream of pure, raw agony was enough to make everyone, who hadn’t already, stop what they were doing and watch.

A Blaster fired, and the imposter’s Soul was destroyed. And then Sans turned to the rest of the Corrupters and started destroying them with a single-mindedness that scared Gaster. 

And when all the Corrupters had either been killed or fled, Sans still stood at the ready, two Blasters in the air above him. That was when Gaster had first gotten a good look at him.

He was bleeding Determination and Magic, both Pure and Corrupt, and nearly every bone had at least one fracture in it. But that wasn’t the worst of it. The worst part was his eye.

Both his right and left eye were lit up with Magic, and his left eye did glow blue and yellow. But Corrupt Magic leaked out of the cracks in his left eye, dripping from his eye socket and running down his face, similar to the Blasters. 

Gaster couldn’t imagine how much it must have hurt. 

But Sans had refused to move. He had completely ignored Gaster when he had tried to get him to let go of the Blasters. So Gaster told him Papyrus was safe.

Then he had just collapsed, vomiting up what Gaster could only assume was a mixture of Pure and Corrupt Magic, going off the ash-gray color mixed with purplish and bluish splotches.

He had waited until Sans had finished, then carefully lifted him up. Now he was carrying Sans back to the lab, followed by a crowd of clamoring monsters. He ignored them all, swiftly walking away from all their questions. Sans was in need of help, and Gaster was going to ensure he got it. 

Still, when the lab’s elevator doors closed, he let it a sigh of relief. People could be so annoying!

Sans moaned and shifted in Gaster’s arms. He had started trembling at some point, and he was still bleeding Magic. 

When Gaster stepped into his lab, he was glad to see that Papyrus and his assistant were gone, presumably home. Much as he loved and wanted to see Papyrus, it would have been hard to work if Papyrus were still lying on the table. 

As it was, the table was empty, so he carefully laid Sans out on it, and went about efficiently gathering up what he would need to take care of Sans. 

First thing first, he needed to clean up Sans’ eye. If the leaked Magic dried in his eye socket, it could cause enormous issues later.

Luckily enough, all that required was a few washcloths and a bowl of warm water, as his eye only leaked Magic when he was using it, and he wasn’t using it now. Unluckily, it was going to be very painful for Sans, and quite possibly very difficult for Gaster because of that. 

So Gaster sat on the edge of the table and pulled Sans into his lap, cradling his skull in the crook of his arm, in a position that would allow him to hold his skull still and, if necessary, his eyesocket open. 

After getting himself and Sans situated, Gaster looked his exhausted son in the eyes. “Sans. Listen. What I’m going to do is probably going to hurt, possibly a lot. But I need you to trust me, and stay as still as you can. Okay?”

Sans let out a whimper. Gaster couldn’t tell if he had heard, and even then if he had understood, or if he was just whimpering. But he decided to take it as an affirmation. 

So Gaster picked up a washcloth and started wiping away the leaked Corrupt Magic. It stung a little whenever it came in contact with his bones, but he couldn’t imagine the agony Sans must have been in. All in all, though, it went fairly quickly, and Sans was motionless, except for a few occasions where he flinched away, crying. 

But still, Gaster sighed as he leaned back a little. The worst was over. Now he only had to deal with broken bones, which, while never in this size or quantity, he had dealt with on a regular basis with Sans. 

Gaster started to lift Sans out of his lap to go get the supplies he would need, but found that while he had been cleaning out Sans’ eye socket, Sans had grabbed onto Gaster’s lab coat, and didn’t appear to be letting go any time soon. 

Gaster pulled gently at Sans’ hands, whereupon Sans let out a plaintively pitiful whimper and clung on all the tighter. 

“Okay.” Gaster sighed. “Okay, you can stay there. But I need to get up, so then you need to come with me.”

Sans didn’t respond as Gaster stood, carrying Sans with him.

A couple minutes later, Gaster was again seated on the edge of the table, struggling to cut away the scraps of Sans’ clothes, as Sans utterly refused to let go of Gaster’s lab coat. When he finally did succeed in pulling away the torn fabric, he paused. Sure, the shattered sternum and broken ribs were bad, even for Sans, but overall, it looked like he would recover. That was the thing about being a skeleton; it was a lot easier to set broken bones when there was no fleshy stuff you had to work around.

 No, the thing that concerned Gaster was his Soul. 

The white streak was still there, but it’s borders were fuzzed and faded, and there were splotches of paler purple in and around the white. Sans had mixed his Corrupt and Pure Magic to fight, and this was the result. 

At the very least, it did explain why Sans had been sick. Corrupt and Pure Magic mixed about as well as oil and water, yet Sans had done it, presumably through sheer determination to protect Papyrus. Now that he knew Papyrus was safe, however, his Magic was in turmoil, the same war as had been fought all across the Underground now being fought in Sans’ Soul. And ejecting what it could of the catastrophic mix was most likely one of the easiest ways his body could speed up the process of separating his Soul back out into it’s distinct territories. 

Well. If that was the case, Gaster doubted there was very much he could do about it. He was loath even to try to restore Sans’ energy with an IV, as that might make things worse. Sans’ physical form, on the other hand, was in dire need of attention, and he could provide that.

As he worked to wipe away the dust and Magic and Determination, and push and pull Sans’ bones back into their proper alignment, and wrap said bones in bandages and splint them, Sans’ grip on his coat gradually weakened, until he finally let go entirely, too exhausted to hold on anymore. As bad as he felt for Sans, this came as a bit of a relief for Gaster, as it allowed him to move Sans off his lap and actually stand up, which, in turn, made his job that much easier.

From there, things proceeded quickly. Sans occasionally moaned when Gaster pushed a particularly nasty break back into place, but other than that, he was silent and still. Or, he was until Gaster stepped away a moment.

He had underestimated the amount of bandages he would need, and was less than five feet away, digging more out of a cabinet when Sans let out a weak sob. Gaster pulled away from the cabinet and looked at Sans. He was trembling and shaking, tears dripping from his closed eyesockets, his bandaged ribcage heaving with his quiet, strained sobs.

Gaster just about ran to Sans, his paternal instinct just about overwhelming any other thought in his mind. As gently as he could, he scooped Sans up in his arms, hugging him tightly.

~o0o~

There was some small, still fully conscious part of Sans that told him this was ridiculous. 

Told him that Papyrus was safe, his wounds were being taken care of, and Gaster was ready to attend to any need of his that might arise. So why, why in the world, was he crying?

The rest of him answered. He was hurt, everything ached. He felt queasy, and every pulse of his Soul sent another wave of nausea through him. The last few days had been too stressful, pushing him to, and then beyond, his limit. And now he was tired, so, so tired, but every time he started to doze off, some horrifying nightmare of either a Corrupter killing Papyrus or Papyrus becoming Corrupt shattered what little peace he had gained. 

So he cried. He sobbed and choked on his own tears. 

Everything hurt. 

Then Gaster was there, lifting him up and holding him close, drying his tears on the hem of his sleeve. For a little while, he just let Sans cry. Then he started rocking slightly, hugging Sans to his chest. He told Sans everything was going to be okay. Told Sans to just calm down, relax, and he was going to be fine. Told Sans that he had done it, he had saved everyone, saved Papyrus. Told Sans it was going to be okay.

Sans weakly gripped Gaster’s clothes, and sobbed into his chest. 

He was so tired.

It’s okay, Sans. It’s okay, go to sleep.

But every time Sans tried to sleep…

It’s okay.

It scared him.

It’s okay. I’ll keep you safe.

It hurt him. 

I’ll take care of you.

Eventually, he did sleep, deep and peacefully, head resting on Gaster’s chest, listening to the beat of his father’s Soul.

~o0o~

Gaster looked at Sans, who had finally fallen asleep in his arms. He had been sitting there, just holding Sans for an hour at least. Probably more. 

That didn’t matter, though. Not really. All that really mattered was that Sans was calm and comfortable, and finally resting. 

After a bit of maneuvering, Gaster did manage to finish getting Sans cleaned up, and bandaged his last wound, without moving him from his lap. 

Holding Sans, he stood.

For a moment, he looked at the cell, one wall still missing.

Oh well, he reasoned, it’s not like it would keep him in anyway, not with the wall gone.

Then, tucking Sans halfway under his lab coat, he turned and left the lab.

Not much later, he was somewhat irritated to find that most of the crowd of monsters who had followed him to the lab were still waiting outside, despite it having been over sixteen hours. 

He waded through the crowd, trying not to step on anyone’s feet but not really caring if he did. He just wanted to get home.

The crowd, eventually realizing they weren’t going to be getting any answers from him, or responses at all for that matter, began to dissipate. 

As it was, the normally eight-minute walk from lab to house took nearly twenty minutes, and when he finally shut the door to the house, he almost sat down right then and there, in front of the door. 

But, he walked on, down the hall. His arms were full with Sans, so he kicked the door to Papyrus’s room open as quietly as he could. He was quite happy to see Papyrus in his bed, nestled under the blankets, sleeping peacefully. 

Gaster neared the bed, then tucked Sans in next to his brother. Even asleep, the pair instantly cuddled together, hugging each other tightly. They both made quiet, contented sounds.

Gaster started to pull away to go flop down on his own bed, but something tugged on his sleeve. Looking down, he saw that Sans had caught hold of the sleeve of his coat, and was still holding on.

He pulled gently at Sans’ hand, but Sans still didn’t let go. 

He blew out a breathy sigh. “Fine. Fine, you win.” Then he flopped down onto Papyrus’s bed, and pulled his sons close.

It was only a matter of time before all three were snuggled together, sound asleep.
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OKAY LONG AUTHORS NOT BECAUSE I HAVE TOO MUCH TO SAY! 

First, if any of you were interested in what the Corrupt Gaster Blasters looked like, they look something like this \/



I feel like now would also be a good time to tell you that in Latin, “simulo” means to copy, imitate, or look like, and “admoenio” typically meant to bring a siege engine or similar device into motion, or to besiege.

…Also, this ends the Simulum Admoenium story arc, the first complete arc in the UnderCorrupt series. I’d like to thank you all, for encouraging me and my silly little idea. Because suddenly, this story has over 130 votes, and every single one of them is important to me. Because I wouldn’t have been able to write this story without the motivation you guys give me. Seriously. Like, at the very least, 60% of this only exists because you people said it was goodand wanted me to write more, to which I happily oblige.

… 

Anyway, assuming you guys don’t want to stick with the happy fluff ending I’ve left off with here, I do have a few more story arcs planned.

..,We haven’t even yet gotten to the b͝͝͡é̶̡̢̛s͏̴̷̨̀t̴̡҉͠҉ ̴̨̛̕p͏́á͟͏r̴̷̸ţ̶…

Anyway, thank you again so much for reading this story, and voting and commenting! You have no idea how much it means to me.


26 ~ Recovered

Sans woke up suddenly, with a clarity in his mind that kind of surprised him. 

Still, something was horribly wrong, and he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. 

He crawled out of bed, Papyrus’s bed, he realized, and staggered to the door. He could distantly hear voices, Papyrus’s and Gaster’s it sounded like, coming from the kitchen. Distinctly aware of the fact that the only thing he was wearing was, quite literally, bandages (and there were a lot of them,) he stumbled down the hallway, wincing with every step. 

He made it to the kitchen, still with a feeling of dark foreshadowing. Gaster and Papyrus had their backs to him, at the stove, presumably cooking something. 

Sans stumbled and almost fell entering the kitchen, but just caught himself on the doorframe. He did, however, make enough noise to alert his family to his presence. 

They both rushed over to him. He was pretty certain they were speaking to him, but, even though he heard them, they weren’t making sense. Just gibberish. He started to tell them so, and that he would really appreciate it if they would speak a language he knew, when…

He paused, one hand raised slightly, blinking. 

Ah. So that was what was wrong.

Then, he hugged his arms around his ribcage, leaned over, and heaved. 

For a moment, his entire world consisted of only the rippling nausea that spread quickly through him, and the burning pain in about where his throat would be if he had a throat. Wether he was actually puking or just dry heaving, he couldn’t have said, but it still hurt. 

But then he was done, and the sense of impending doom was gone. That was all it had been.

That wasn’t so bad. He mused, as his clarity of mind began to slip, too. 

Gaster grabbed Sans under the arms and lifted him up. Sans obediently wrapped his arms around Gaster’s neck and snuggled his head down on Gaster’s shoulder. Distantly, he heard Gaster say something about bed and supposed to still be asleep, but that didn’t make sense, because he already was asleep…

~o0o~

And then it hurt. 

Sans howled. Or, he tried to. All that came out of his mouth was a moan, and a quiet one at that. Still, he could writhe in pain, and he did. He clawed at his ribs, not totally aware that that was only making it hurt more, instead somehow half-consciously believing that pain could just be pulled away. 

He still didn’t understand why it was only hurting more. 

But it did hurt more. He cried and moaned, wordlessly begging someone, anyone for help. 

Lucky for him, help came. Papyrus was at his side, pulling his hands away from his chest. He was speaking, too, but his voice was muffled and distant, just a dull, comforting hum. 

But still, it hurt. Sans moaned, and tried to pull his hands out of Papyrus’s grip. It hurt! 

Help, Papyrus. It hurts.

Then there was another voice, a deeper one. Gaster’s voice. For a moment, Gaster and Papyrus spoke, thought about what, Sans couldn’t tell. 

And then Gaster was carefully lifting Sans’s skull, and pouring a thick, warm liquid into his mouth. 

Sans gagged and choked, and again tried to pull his hands free from Papyrus’s grasp. 

But he still swallowed a bit the liquid, and found it to be soothing. The pain in his chest was dulled just a little, and a strange, comforting warmth spread through him. 

He let out a sort of hopeful whine, trying to ask for more. Gaster seemed to understand, and slowly, carefully complied. This time, Sans managed to not choke or gag. With every gulp of the warm concoction, Sans felt just a little warmer, a little less in pain. 

And Sans drifted back off to sleep.

~o0o~

The next time Sans woke up wasn’t nearly so horrible. Sure, everything ached, but it wasn’t so bad that he couldn’t just let it be. 

Gradually, he became aware that he was sitting up. Or, rather, that he was being held up, by a pair of hands on his shoulders. As he slowly woke a bit more, he realized that the strange feeling around his ribs was a bandage being wound around his chest.

Eventually, he opened his eyes, just as Gaster was finishing with the bandage.

Not yet realizing Sans was kind of awake, Gaster dismissed the extra pair of hands he had summoned, and carefully settled Sans back down on the mattress. Then he gently lifted Sans’ left arm, and began unwinding the bandages wrapped around the bones of his arm. Once he had the bandage off, he picked up a damp washcloth from somewhere Sans couldn’t see, probably the nightstand beside the bed, and started wiping away the dried Magic that had seeped out of the cracks still in Sans’ bones.

Sans let out a small happy murmur. That felt good. He hadn’t even realized that the dried flakes of Magic had been itchy, but now that it had been brought to his attention, it itched pretty badly. But Gaster was methodically working his way down Sans’ arm, cleaning out every small crack and crevice there might be any of the offending materiel.

Eventually, once he reached, Sans’ shoulder, Gaster happened to glance at Sans’ face and see him awake, eyes half open, watching Gaster. 

“Well. Good morning.” Gaster smiled at Sans. 

Sans tried to respond, and ended up with a relatively happy, optimistic sounding noise. 

Gaster’s smile widened. “Comfortable?”

Sans bobbed his head slightly.

“Good.” Gaster picked up a clean bandage and started wrapping it around Sans’ arm. “Just let me finish up here, and get your other arm, and I can go get Papyrus, if you’d like.”

Sans nodded and grinned. 

“Alright.” Gaster reached for Sans’ right arm. “Can you move much, without hurting yourself?”

Sans struggled a bit to lift his hand, then gave up. 

“Ah well. That’s okay. You used up a ton of Magic, and then you’ve pretty steadily been throwing up the rest of it over the last two weeks.” Gaster started unwinding the bandage around Sans’ right arm. “Do you remember what happened?”

Sans closed his eyes and thought about it. 

He could remember fighting the clone. He could remember being stabbed through the chest. He could remember falling…

And then after that, all he got was a vague sense of a reckless power, a wild, fierce Magic at his fingertips, and the fiery drive to accomplish… something big.

He looked at Gaster, who was just finishing pulling the old bandage off Sans’ arm, and shook his head.

Gaster started to speak, thought better of it, stopped, then started again. “It was… Do you remember when you got stabbed?”

Sans nodded.

“Well. After that, you stood up. And you fought. Using your Corrupt Magic with Pure attacks.”

Sans frowned. That didn’t seem quite right; he thought that was supposed to be impossible. 

Gaster saw his frown and chuckled as he began to clean off Sans’ arm. “Yeah. Somehow, you managed to mix the Pure and Corrupt sections of your Soul, forcing it to allow for the… Corrupt Pure attacks. But, the Magic in your Soul didn’t just separate back out quickly, so even after you finished fighting, so your Soul kept on producing the mixed Magic, but the mixed Magic doesn’t want to be mixed, and… Well, it’s been wreaking havoc on your system, that’s for sure. There was a little while in the beginning where I weren’t even sure if your body would be able to stand it; you were turning to dust just as fast as you were healing.”

Sans just blinked. He was tired, and didn’t understand. This was more information than he was able to absorb in his current state. 

Almost finished with Sans’ arm, Gaster noticed Sans’ confusion. “It’s alright. Just rest for now. It’ll make more sense when you’re better.”

Sans just nodded and closed his eyes.

After a couple minutes, Gaster finished bandaging Sans’ arm back up. “Alright, do you still want me to go get Papyrus? You look pretty tired.”

At the thought of missing seeing his younger brother, Sans’ eyes snapped open, and he struggled to sit up, hissing with every stab of pain that tore through his body.

Almost in a worried panic, Gaster quickly grabbed Sans’ shoulders and forced him to lie down. “I was only kidding, Sans! Calm down, I was just kidding!”

Sans settled back down, shaking a little from the pain.

Once he was sure Sans wasn’t trying to get up anymore, Gaster let go of Sans’ shoulders. “Okay. Just stay calm. I was only kidding. I’ll go get Papyrus, just don’t move. Okay? Don’t try to get up. Stay still, I’m going to get Papyrus.”

Sans just nodded slightly, and took a few deep breaths to steady his shaking. 

Gaster left the room.

Sans didn’t move. 

Gaster came back, Papyrus following behind him.

When Papyrus saw Sans was awake, he let out a happy “NYEH HEH HEH!!” that would have made Sans cringe if it hadn’t been Papyrus. 

In an instant, Papyrus was sitting on the bed beside Sans, carefully helping him to sit up a little so Sans could lean against him. He was also talking, a lot, but Sans could only catch a word or two here and there, since Papyrus was talking so excitedly fast.

Sans didn’t mind, though. He was just content to lean against Papyrus, head on his shoulder, and hear his voice, however little sense it made. Content to hear him happy and safe.

He must have dozed off at some point, because he suddenly became aware that he was lying down again, his head resting on Papyrus’s chest, and  Papyrus’s arms around his shoulders. He could hear Papyrus’s pulse, slow and steady, and that, combined with the gentle rise and fall of his chest, told him Papyrus was asleep. Somewhere nearby, he could hear Gaster humming softly, as he occasionally did when working on something that didn’t require his utmost attention. 

Sans was warm, comfortable, and safe. He saw no reason as to why he shouldn’t close his eyes again, and let the beat of Papyrus’s Soul and Gaster’s humming lull him to sleep.

So he did.

~o0o~

A few days later, Sans found that he could speak easily and clearly again, as well as move around comfortably. Gaster still had him confined to bed, as he still had a multitude of wounds that weren’t quite healed, but Sans really didn’t mind. He was Sans, after all; he took pride in doing nothing.

Gaster, for his part, was rather contented. Sure, his son was horribly wounded, but not only was Sans quickly recovering, but he was letting Gaster take care of him. That not only gave him an excuse to skip work that not even Papyrus could dispute, but it also was the one thing he really wanted to be able to do as a father, and Sans was letting him do it.

And Papyrus was happy because everyone was going to be just fine, and getting along together.

~o0o~

It was Thursday afternoon. This was Papyrus’s first day back at school, as Gaster had finally deemed him fully recovered from his stay in the Corrupt base. Without him around, the house seemed strangely quiet.

Gaster and Sans were sitting together on the bed, Sans with his back to Gaster, as Gaster rubbed at some of the few remaining cracks in Sans’ left shoulder blade from “the clone war” as they had dubbed it. Sans had, at one point, made a remark that subtly implied that whatever Gaster was doing to clean out his wounds felt really good, so Gaster had no qualms about taking much longer than necessary to complete this task. 

Sans was in complete bliss. As far as he was concerned, this was just about as close as he was ever going to get to a back massage, as skeletons have no muscles to massage.

They were both quite happy.

And then Sans shuddered. Over the past few weeks, both of the skeletons had gotten fairly accurate as to interpreting the meaning of this.

“dad.” Sans moaned slightly. “help.”

But he needn’t have worried. Gaster was already reaching for the bucket on the nightstand that was there specifically for use in these such events. Gaster shoved the bucket in front of Sans just as his body spasmed out of his control and he started retching.

These incidents had become much less frequent over the past few weeks as Sans’ Soul had finally begun to sort itself out, but it still payed to be prepared. Luckily, as Sans got stronger, not only did they get farther apart, but also didn’t last as long either. So it was only a few seconds before Sans groaned and flopped backwards against Gaster. 

As Gaster pulled the bucket away and set it on the floor to be dealt with later, something occurred to him. 

“Sans.” He looked down at Sans, who was currently sprawled across Gaster’s lap.

“nnngh?” Sans groaned without moving, or even opening his eyes.

“Sans, you-… You called me Dad.” 

Sans had not done that since becoming Corrupt, more than a year and a half ago by now. 

Sans opened his eyes and looked up at Gaster. He smiled. “… yeah. i guess i did.”

Lost for words, Gaster just swept Sans up in a hug. Sans grunted slightly as he was wrapped tightly in Gaster’s arms, as he was still pretty sore, but didn’t really mind much.

After a moment, when Gaster just about started sobbing with joy, Sans elbowed him. “hey. stop it. you’re gonna make me cry, and as a corrupter, i’m not allowed to do that.” There was a note of humor in his voice though.

“But you’re not Corrupt.” Gaster laughed and cried at the same time. “Not fully.”

Sans just sighed happily, and relented to the argument. 

When Papyrus got home a couple minutes later, he found them sitting in a sort of odd position. Sans was sitting in Gaster’s lap, and it looked like Gaster was hugging Sans from behind. Sans, meanwhile had let his skull fall backwards to rest on Gaster’s shoulder. 

They both looked happy, and Gaster was on the verge of tears, the only other time in Papyrus’s life having seen his father so emotional being when they had first thought Sans dead. 

He didn’t know what was going on, but they both looked happy, so he climbed up onto the bed, and joined in on the hug.

§

A/N

… So who’s ready for the next story arc⁉ :D

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


A Brief Intermission ~ A Little Bit of Weeding

It was said that one who was Soulless felt nothing. 

That was not true. 

Right now, Flowey definitely felt fear. He felt a paralyzing, crushing, killing fear, that made him tremble in place, unable to do any more than watch, fearing for his life. 

Before him stood the Dark Lord of the Corrupt Army.

They were not pleased. 

“You said it was infallible.” They hissed at him. “You said the clone would win, that even on the nonexistent chance that Sans was alive— which he was— that the clone was stronger!”

“M-my lord,” Flowey stuttered, “a-all my sources-”

“This is your fault, Asriel. Do not try to pin the blame on others.”

“Y-yes, my l-lord-”

They had been standing with their back to him, but now they whipped around and knelt down, eye level with him. “Are you- … scared, Flowey?”

“N-no-”

“Don’t lie to me.”

“Y-yes, my lord. I- I’m terrified.”

“Why?”

“I d-don’t want to d-die.”

For a moment, they just stared at him, their cold, dark eyes boring into his. Then they laughed. Flowey flinched. 

“Don’t worry, commander! I’m not going to kill you. You’re still far too valuable.”

Flowey sagged with relief.

“But, I still can’t let your failure go… unpunished.”

“Y-… Yes, my l- AAAGH!” Flowey screeched in pain as the Dark Lord ripped off one of his petals with a motion so fast he hardly saw it. 

Fiddling with the golden petal between their forefinger and thumb, the Dark Lord laughed. “You should be thanking me, Asriel. A petal, that will grow back, but, say, an eye…” They let the threat hang unfinished in the air. 

Flowey resisted the urge to rub the bare spot at approximately where his cheek would have been, if flowers had cheeks. “T-thank y-you, my l-lord.”

Satisfied, the Dark Lord stood, nodding. “You can go now.”

Flowey didn’t hesitate to slip under the ground and flee.

§

The Retrospect Arc has begun.


27 ~ Not Food

Papyrus was just the smallest bit annoyed with his brother. 

Because finally, finally, after weeks of waiting, Gaster had told Sans he was allowed out of bed. And, despite being more than strong enough to go considerably farther, Sans had dragged a blanket down the hall and collapsed on the couch, being just as lazy there as he had been in bed.

“At least, Sans,” Papyrus groaned, looking at his blanket-wrapped brother, “put on some clothes!”

Because Sans hadn’t put on any clothes. For ease and convenience in changing his bandages when he was unconscious, Gaster had never bothered to put Sans in clothes. And when he had finally, fully woken up, it was still easier for him to not be clothed, and he was almost always tucked under the blankets in bed, anyway.

But now that he was strong enough to be up and about, he had no excuse to not wear clothes, even if some of his worse wounds were still bandaged up. 

And yet, here he was, curled up on the couch wearing nothing but bandages and a blanket.

Sans laughed slightly. “nah, bro. i’m good.”

…At the very least, he was effectively wrapped in the blanket, Papyrus supposed. 

Still. “Do you plan to never wear clothes again?”

Sans stuck a hand out of his cocoon and waved it dismissively. “eh. later.”

“Sans!”

Gaster had been somewhere else, doing something, but now he came into the living room. “Cut him some slack, Papyrus.” He flopped onto the couch, opposite Sans. “He’s recovering from multiple fatal wounds. I think he can go a day or two without clothes if he wants to.”

“Dad!” Papyrus admonished. “He’s been going without clothes for weeks now!”

Gaster just shrugged noncommittally.

Papyrus groaned. “You two are so lazy!”

“and proud of it!” Sans laughed.

Before Papyrus could continue reprimanding his brother, there was a knock at the door. Seeing that both Gaster and Sans weren’t moving from the couch, but were looking pleadingly at him, Papyrus sighed and went to answer the door.  

Moments later, he was leading Commander Undyne into the living room. She had come to see Sans. 

Sans looked at her with a mildly curious frown as she walked in. 

“Sans,” Papyrus said pointedly, “you have a visitor; you need to be wearing something.”

Undyne looked a bit confused.

“i am wearing something: this blanket.”

“Blankets don’t count as clothes, Sans.”

Beginning to understand what was going on, Undyne started to look a little embarrassed. 

“Sans, go get dressed.” Gaster said, noticing Undyne’s embarrassment.

“wha— but dad! you were on my side, like, less than a minute ago!”

“Sans.”

“no!”

“Sans. Go get dressed, or I will dress you myself.”

Sans stared at his father for a moment, pretend shock and horror across his face. But he got up, clutching the blanket around his shoulders, and trudged off to find some clothes.

Undyne stared after him, then hesitantly asked, “Uh, is he… really not…”

Chuckling slightly at Undyne’s discomfort, Gaster shook his head. “Nope.” After a second, Gaster rose, sighing. “I should probably go help him anyway. If I know my son, which I do, he probably just flopped onto his bed and isn’t planning on moving.” He gestured to the couch. “Feel free to make yourself comfortable, Commander. I’ll only be a minute or two.”

By the time Gaster returned, trailing a somewhat disgruntled but fully-clothed Sans behind him, Asgore had joined Undyne on the couch. 

Sans walked into the living room, saw them both, turned around, and started walking away. “aaaaaand i’m going back to bed now.”

Gaster only just managed to grab the hood of his jacket before he slipped away. Gaster pulled Sans back into the room. “You aren’t going anywhere.”

“ow! hey!” Sans complained. “you can’t do that, i’m injured!”

Gaster just rolled his eyes. “Not that injured. You’re mostly healed by now. Stop trying to get out of talking to people.”

“but i don’t wanna talk to people!”

“Sans.”

Sans huffed, then sat down in the middle of the floor, as the couch was occupied by Asgore and Undyne, and gave the occupants of the couch a glare. “okay, fine. whaddya want?”

Unsettled by Sans’ harshness, his broken eye, and his cold stare, both monsters blanked on everything they had been planning to say. 

Eventually, Undyne blurred out, “Are you actually Sans?”

Sans gave her a seriously? look. “no. i’m jerry.” He deadpanned. 

“But I thought you were dead!”

“did you not hear me? i’m jerry now. jerry didn’t die.”

“What happened to you?”

“you’re gonna hafta be more specific than that. lots of things’ve happened to me.”

“How are you still alive?”

“i didn’t die. obviously.”

“But- but how?”

Sans gestured vaguely.

Gaster, realizing that Sans was starting to tense up with the topic of his post-“death”-pre-Corrupt life, spoke up. “Can I assume you two will be staying for dinner?”

Sans shot Gaster an appreciative glance.

Asgore smiled at Gaster. “If it is not too much trouble, my friend. We do not want to overstay our welcome.”

Undyne just nodded, still staring at Sans, who glared back.

Gaster motioned to Papyrus. “Can you go get me my phone? We might as well get delivery, with this many people here.”

Papyrus nodded, and ran off to find Gaster’s cellphone. 

Asgore, meanwhile, spoke up with his first question to Sans. “Are you alright?”

For a moment, Sans just gave him a funny look. “… no. i’m injured.”

“Oh. I hope you are recovering, then?”

Before Sans could speak, Gaster interjected as he accepted his phone from Papyrus, who had just run back. “He’s fine.” 

Undyne spoke again. “You can use Corrupt attacks?”

“yeah.”

“How?”

“wow, undyne. i thought you could at least sort of see with one eye, but i guess i was wrong if ya missed this.” Sans tapped the Corrupt insignia on the shoulder of his jacket. 

“Are you saying you really are Corrupt?”

“yep.”

“No.” Gaster hung up the phone as he finished ordering takeout Chinese. “He’s mostly Corrupt.”

“Mostly Corrupt?”

Gaster nodded. “Through a series of events I won’t go into, there’s a Pure streak in his Soul that allows for him to be okay with Papyrus, me, and the human-”

“but the rest of you can all go die in a ditch, for all i care.” Sans interjected.

Gaster continued as if Sans hadn’t interrupted. “- and it’s also, I think, what allowed him to use his Pure attacks as much as he did.”

“If you’re… mostly Corrupt, then why were you fighting against the Corrupters?”

“because if i didn’t, they would kill papyrus. so i had to stop them.”

Undyne, always excited at the prospect of seeing epic attacks, then asked, “Can you show us your attacks?”

“no.”

“Why not?”

“because i’m injured!”

“But-”

“Actually,” Gaster interrupted, “I’m going to have to agree with Sans on this one. Using the mixed attacks really screwed up his Soul, and it’s still not quite fully recovered. Even doing so much as a few Corrupt attacks could be pretty damaging to it right now.”

There was a knock on the door. Papyrus went to answer it, then came back moments later, carrying the bags with their food in them. After a little while, everyone was situated more or less comfortably at the kitchen table, each eating from their own carton. Asgore and Undyne pointedly avoided looking at Sans, as he did his weird and slightly horrifying thing of getting food into his mouth without actually opening it. Papyrus and Gaster were quite used to this, though, and paid no attention.

Abruptly, Sans stopped eating, setting his fork on the table and frowning.

“Sans?” Gaster asked, slightly concerned.

“i never got my nice dinner.”

Everyone looked confused.

“Um.” Gaster gestured to what they were eating. 

“no, not like that. with corrupters, ‘a nice dinner’ doesn’t… doesn’t mean ‘food,’ at least, not something that any of you could eat.”

“Oh? What is it then?”

Sans hesitated just a barest moment. “… well, in a duel like that, where the winner gets to ‘go home and have a nice dinner,’ it means they get to take the loser’s soul, and eat it.”

Silence reigned. 

Sans grinned a moment, and sensing the discomfort of his two guests, he continued. “i was really lookin’ forward to eating the clone’s soul. i mean, pure souls are better, but any soul is better than no soul. it’s been a long time since i’ve gotten to eat a soul, too. they’re… well, i have no idea how to describe how they taste. but the texture- that’s something amazing. any of you ever do that project in school, where you dissolve an egg’s shell with vinegar, an’ then you just have the membrane filled with the white and the yolk? souls feel a lot like that when ya eat ‘em. except maybe jello inside, instead of egg. the stuff inside is thicker than egg. they take a little while to digest, too, but it’s worth it. after all, you’re consuming a full life’s worth of energy. well, no. none of you. you couldn’t do it, only corrupters. but great annoying dog, you sure are missing out.”

By now, everyone was staring at Sans. Asgore and Undyne looked thoroughly horrified, and both had lost their appetites entirely. 

Papyrus was staring at Sans with an expression that said Stop talking. Now.

And Gaster looked like he wanted to be taking notes. He had not known Corrupters were capable of eating Souls, and, being a scientist, he had long since learned how to overcome any squeamishness he might encounter. 

Sans started to continue, but Undyne interjected, more than a little green around her gills. “Oh, well, would you look at the time! I promised Alphys I’d come see her today, I’d better get going!” And without so much as a goodbye, she scrambled away to find the nearest spot she could privately relieve herself of the rapidly growing discomfort in her stomach.

Asgore stood as well. “Perhaps I should be leaving as well. Doctor, as it is getting late, we have little time to discuss it now, but I believe a public address is necessary. The people have many questions about your son. Perhaps, though, do not mention all his new abilities.”

Then, after a quick goodbye, Asgore was gone, too.

Papyrus and Gaster looked at Sans.

“That was mean, Sans.” Papyrus said. 

Sans shrugged. “eh. they were asking too many questions. it was getting annoying.”

Gaster just looked faintly amused at his elder son’s new method of disposing of unwanted guests. 

The family returned to their dinner, and discussed a number of not-Soul-related topics.
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So here’s an interesting thing I realized. When I’m writing Asgore’s dialogue, I type more slowly. And I always headcanon him as talking kinda slow.

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


A/N - This is what happens…

… When you give me a drawing tablet. 





Y’know, just in case anyone was especially curious as to what Sans looks like when you really annoy him.


28 ~ Three’s a Crowd

As people now knew of Sans’ existance, and Sans had promised not to kill anyone since then Gaster would have to lock him back in the lab and not let Papyrus into the lab, Sans was allowed to walk to school with Papyrus. 

Unfortunately, not only being not dead, but also wearing the Corrupt insignia on his jacket attracted quite a bit of attention to Sans. And he couldn’t even  clear the way with a couple well-placed attacks, due to his “no-killing” promise. 

He was kind of regretting making that promise, now. 

The pair made it to the small schoolhouse trailed by at least twenty monsters, all of whom were curiously watching Sans.

For lack of something better to do, he settled for giving them nasty glares whenever he caught sight of any of them. That seemed to, at the very least, unsettle them enough to keep them at bay. 

To be quite honest, though, Sans didn’t understand why they were following him. Did they not have anything better to do?

… Evidently not.

As the pair walked to the schoolhouse door, Toriel looked up from unlocking the door. She smiled when she saw Papyrus, and then gave him a slightly confused, concerned look when she saw Sans. Frisk, on the other hand, ran forward and hugged Papyrus, then Sans. 

The three of them turned back to Toriel. “Papyrus, Sans, good morning. Sans, I had heard that you helped in the recapture of Waterfall, but I would have thought Dr. Gaster would have dragged you back to his lab…?”

Sans shrugged, frowning. “eh. he made me promise not to kill anyone. which is kinda unfortunate, because i have no idea how i’m gonna make it home without being swamped by those idiots.”

Despite the fact that he was being completely serious, Toriel let out a little laugh. “Well, if you would like, I can call your father here to come get you.”

Sans looked at her, the ridge of one brow rising. “really?” Then he shrugged. “…sure, why not.”

Together, the group retreated from the crowd into the schoolhouse. Frisk and Papyrus sat in their spots, and, for lack of a better place to sit, Sans sat next to them, waiting for Gaster to arrive.

Gradually, the other students began to arrive. Almost all of them were talking about the small crowd of monsters still loitering outside, and each quickly changed to the topic of what Sans was doing here, as well as why he was still wearing the jacket with the Corrupt insignia, when he had so obviously been fighting for the Pure.

Sans blatantly ignored all questions, and Papyrus and Frisk weren’t sure if they were allowed to answer those questions yet, so the students were left in the dark.

Eventually, the room fell into a complete hush as the Royal Scientist entered the room. He was definitely the most intimidating Pure monster in the Underground, and that was only multiplied by the fact that he quite literally towered over the monster children in the schoolhouse. There were also a plethora of rumors amongst the schoolchildren that the tall scientist was completely mad, and that there were a variety of dead things in the lowest floor of the lab, which was why no one was allowed there. 

Gaster, for his part, didn’t mind the notoriety. For one thing, it meant that none of the students did anything more than stare in slight fear as he made his way through the classroom to where Sans was sitting. 

Sans was leaning back in his seat, hands folded behind his hooded skull. His eyes were closed. 

Gaster cleared his throat when he reached his son, and began gesturing when Sans opened his eyes. “Sans. The queen called and said you needed help with the crowds?”

Sans frowned a little at the use of Hands, then shrugged and responded in kind. “yeah. people are stupid. why’re we speaking in hands?”

Gaster smiled slightly. “Because I have a reputation to uphold- these kids all expect something dark and mad-scientist-y. And, I mean, if they can’t understand what we’re saying…”

“I can understand!” Papyrus grinned at Gaster. 

Gaster nodded. “Indeed. And I’m trusting that you won’t go translating for anyone, for the sake of your dear old dad’s reputation.”

Papyrus grinned wider and shook his head. Sans gave Gaster a Look. “you are such an idiot, dad.”



“I prefer to think that I make use of what I’m given. For example, Sans, the only reason I agreed to come help you out here is because your presence will be useful at the press release I was just heading to for the purpose of explaining you.”

Sans blinked. “wait, what?”

“A large group of people are going to ask you questions, which you will answer, and they will publish in newspapers.”

“what?!” Sans’ eyesockets widened and his pupils shrank at the thought of being forced to answer idiotic questions, as he slipped back into the Common language. “no! no, you can’t do that! you can’t make me!”

Gaster grinned at the shocked, scared students around him. “Yes, yes I can.”

Sans was determined, though. He grabbed ahold of the desk in front of him, bracing his feet firmly against the floor. “uh, mrs. toriel? i changed my mind! i’m staying here for the rest of the day!”

Before Toriel could respond, Gaster pried Sans out of his seat, and slung him over his shoulder, despite Sans’ shouted protests. “No, you’re coming with me.”

In a last, futile attempt as Gaster walked towards the door, Sans flung out a hand towards Papyrus. “pap! help me! don’t let him take me!” 

Papyrus, who was the only student who understood what was going on, just shook his head at his brother’s overdramatic antics. “Sorry, Sans.” He felt bad for Sans at being forced into something he didn’t want to do, but he wasn’t going to go against his father. 

Sans groaned in defeat and flopped limply in Gaster’s grip. 

And the students were all the more terrified of the tall Royal Scientist.

~o0o~

A short while later, as monsters moved aside for Gaster in a way they did not for Sans, the pair arrived in the press conference room where said press release was to take place.

A variety of monsters were already assembled there. Gaster walked up to the lectern and unceremoniously dumped Sans in front of it. A few surprised murmurs rippled out as Sans stood, dusted himself off, and gave the crowd his long-since-perfected “annoy me and I will rip out your Soul with my bare hands” glare. 

Gaster leaned slightly over Sans and spoke to the crowd. “I apologize for my slight lateness, but I realized that any questions you might have will be so much more effectively answered by Sans himself instead of me.”

And then, after Gaster gave a quick explanation of what had happened, he turned the spotlight to Sans.

“okay,” Sans said before any questions could be asked, “let’s just make one thing absolutely clear: i do not want to be here. so, all you morons can help me out immensely by not asking any questions, therefore allowing me to go home.” Sans glared at them.

For a moment, an awkward, tense silence filled the room. Then Gaster spoke up.

“Nonsense. You can ask him whatever you like, and he will answer.”

Sans let his skull fall against the top of the lectern, moaning. With one hand, he Spoke to Gaster. “you are so, so lucky i’m okay with you. otherwise, i would kill you.”

Gaster just nodded and gestured for a monster to give his question.

“Are you really Sans?”

For a moment, Sans just glared. “… no. i’m actually jerry.”

A shocked murmur went through the crowd. Sans threw his hands up in frustration.

“you idiots! of course i’m sans! who else would i be?!”

Gaster dragged a hand across his face. Sans was determined, it appeared, to make this as painful as possible.

Next question: “Are you really Corrupt?”

In response, Sans summoned a Corrupt attack, and Gaster only just managed to keep him from chucking it into the crowd. By now, the crowd was afraid, and Sans was scowling. 

Next question: “If you’re Corrupt, why did you fight the Corrupters?”

Then Sans grinned maliciously. “i guess you could think of it as an example of what happens when people annoy me. oh, and a suggestion: don’t annoy me, or i will, without a second thought, eat your soul.”

The conference only went downhill from there, although, admittedly, there were a few moments that had Gaster doubled over, snickering at some other poor monster’s expense after a particularly snarky witticism of Sans’.

Eventually, though, when a question resulted in Sans shouting what Gaster could only assume was a colorful variety of insults in the Corrupt language, Gaster decided that was enough. He told ushered Sans away, leading him home. 

All in all, things had gone better than he had expected. 

~o0o~

It had only been a month since Sans had rescued Papyrus and saved the Pure army. And while things had mostly calmed down on the surface, the event was still fresh in Sans’ mind.

Particularly when it was late at night, and everyone else was asleep.

With his promise not to kill anyone, along with the fact that the cell in the lab was still broken, Sans was allowed to again take up residence in his room in the house. And while his bed was infinitely more comfortable than the cot had been, that didn’t matter when he couldn’t sleep, either because of the questions or the nightmares.

Between the two he couldn’t decide which was worse; it was almost like they went hand in hand.

He would ask himself, what would have happened if I hadn’t been able to save Papyrus? And then, when he finally did fall asleep, he would have nightmares of a Corrupt Papyrus attacking him, and being unable to fight back, because Papyrus.

Or, what if I had died when I fought the clone? And nightmares of Hotland being overridden by Corruption, and Papyrus and Gaster being tortured…

It only got worse from there.

So most nights, he either laid awake and imagined painful things, or slept and imagined painful things. 

This night was one of the former. 

He lay motionless in bed, one hand resting next to his skull on his pillow. 

What if Papyrus had died on the way back to Hotland?

No. stop. Don’t think about that.

What if I had died after killing the clone, and no one was left to protect Papyrus?

It doesn’t matter. That didn’t happen. And it never will. 

What if-

The door to Sans’ bedroom crashed open, and suddenly, Papyrus was scrambling onto Sans’ bed, whimpering.

Sans frantically pulled his younger brother close, summoning an attack to one hand, staring into the darkness, waiting for whatever had threatened his brother to just try to hurt them. 

It wasn’t some Corrupt beast that showed up, but Gaster, who came into the room and flicked on the light switch. Sans noticed Gaster looked just as awake and aware as he did. 

“What happened?” He asked. 

Sans looked down at Papyrus, who was pressed tightly to his chest, trembling. 

Sans let his attack dissolve, and gently pulled Papyrus away. “… pap. you alright?”

Papyrus shook his head as Gaster came to sit next to them on the bed. 

“What’s wrong?”

“…‘M scared.” Papyrus whimpered. 

“did… did you have a nightmare?”

Papyrus just nodded. 

Sans let Papyrus snuggle back against him, and looked at Gaster. 

He could see it in Gaster’s scarred face; he was scared, too. Sans had no doubt that Gaster had been awake similarly as he had been. 

After a moment, still holding Papyrus, Sans scooted over to lean against Gaster. Gaster responded in kind by wrapping his arms around his sons.

They were all tired. It looked like it was going to be a miserable night. 

Misery loves company, but if two is company, and three’s a crowd…

Together, they slept soundly, each’s nightmares fended off by the crowd of their family.
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29 ~ Looking Back

Gaster decided that if the best part of Sans’ Soul being partially Pure was that he could love again, then the second best part was his willingness to cooperate. 

Because now that he had a friendly disposition towards Gaster, he was actually optimistic and eager to answer any questions Gaster might have, or participate in whatever experiment Gaster had cooked up to learn more about the Corruption.

Granted, he still complained. He complained a lot, but he didn’t really mean it. Well, actually, he probably did, but it was all more or less in good nature. 

And, of course, this came especially in handy since learning of Sans’ ability to mix Pure and Corrupt Magic. They spent a good week or two trying to figure out a safe way to do that, until Sans eventually passed out one day and couldn’t move without puking for the next two days.

But he had still participated in that eagerly. Never once did he resist doing something because it would help Gaster. 

He also continued to call Gaster “Dad”. That was, shamelessly, Gaster’s favorite part of it all.

Today, Gaster didn’t have an experiment, so much as a question. And, admittedly, Sans might very well decline to answer, as he had before, but Gaster was still curious.

So, instead of going to the lab with Sans, he led his son into the living room, and sat down on the couch. 

Sans sat next to him, looking slightly concerned. “is… is everything alright?”

Gaster blew out a breath and nodded. “Yeah, just… Sans, I have a question for you. And, I realize that… it maybe is… a little difficult, and you don’t have to answer, if… if you don’t want to.”

Sans just looked at Gaster. “… okay…?”

Gaster hesitated a moment. “What… What happened?”

For a moment, Sans just looked at Gaster, confused. But, as realization dawned across his face, he shrank back. His arms pinned to his sides and his shoulders hunching, he pulled back in a subconscious effort to hide away from the world.

Gaster reached out, grabbing ahold of one of Sans’ hand. “It’s alright, Sans. You don’t have to talk about it. I shouldn’t have asked.”

Sans closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “n- no. i… i’ll… i’ll tell you. i- … i just need a couple of minutes. and-…”

“… Yeah?”

When Sans looked up at Gaster, there was a sort of desperation in his eyes. “…and promise me you won’t tell papyrus about this. ever. i- … i think… it would hurt him, and…”

“I understand. I won’t tell him.”

Sans nodded slowly, took a few deep breaths, and began.

⎰Prior to This…⎱

Sans became aware slowly.

It couldn’t be said that he woke up slowly, because he wasn’t sure if he was awake. For one thing, he was completely blind, in darkness. He couldn’t even tell in his eyes were open or not. For another, he seemed to recall taking copious amounts of damage and receiving a massive number of wounds, which said that his body should be screaming in pain, but he could feel nothing. That wasn’t just saying he wasn’t in pain, he literally could not feel anything. When he tried to move, he couldn’t tell if he had succeeded. On top of that, he couldn’t hear nor smell nor taste anything.

So, essentially, he was aware of his own consciousness, and that was about it. 

He couldn’t exactly remember how he had come to be this way, either. He could remember fighting in Waterfall, telling Undyne to get out…

Knowing he wasn’t going to come out of that alive, and deciding that he might as well use as much Magic as he could, kill as many Corrupters as he could, before he went down. 

And then…

And then he had Fallen Down. 

And now he was here. Wherever “here” was. 

How long he had been there, he couldn’t say. The same went for how much longer it was before anything happened. 

It was so subtle, so gradual, that at first he didn’t notice. 

A distant hum, the rise and fall of a voice, speaking. 

Eventually, he recognized it for what it was, and it seemed as if the more he focused on it, the louder it became. After a little while, he could even recognize a few syllables here and there.

With the sound, a dim light finally reached his eyes, and he was suddenly aware of how much everything hurt. 

He groaned. The voice stopped. After a moment, it started again. It sounded like it was asking him a question, but he still couldn’t quite hear clearly. 

For a moment, he struggled to sit up and rub his eyes, but found quickly this was futile. He still couldn’t move; his limbs felt like they were weighted down.

And gradually, his senses sorted themselves out. He was lying on his back on a flat surface. Above him, the ceiling seemed to be made of a pale, purple-pink plaster type material. The room smelled of disinfectant, that kind of hospital-y smell, but there was something a little unsettling about it. It was also relatively cold. 

He tried to move again, and failed again. He realized he was strapped down. 

The voice started again. It was high pitched, friendly. “Well? Are you awake yet?”

That voice scared Sans. 

He stuffed that fear down, though. “… who…?”

“Oh! How silly of me. I haven’t introduced myself, and you can’t even see me, can you? Hold on, just a second.”

And then, there was a flower.

A smiling flower. 

Sans was now thoroughly terrified.

“Howdy! I’m Flowey, Flowey the flower!”

“heya, flowey the flower. i’m sans.”

“Oh yes! I know that! I know that just like I know you’re my opposite, Commander of the Pure army!”

Sans felt another stab of fear. This flower was commander of the Corrupt army. 

“ooooo-kay, so, what’m i doin’ here?”

The flower’s grin widened. “You’re here to help!”

“if by ‘help’ you mean ‘kill you all and win the war,’ i agree.”

Flowey laughed. “Ha! No, you silly goose! You’re here to be the best Corrupt weapon there ever was!”

Sans frowned. “sorry, but i’m afraid i have to decline. y’see, i’m a pure monster, and i rather like it that way. and pure monsters don’t fight for the corrupt, so you see, we have a little bit of a dilemma.”

Flowey didn’t just laugh, he cackled. “Oh, Sans! You didn’t think you had a choice, did you?”

Out of the corner of his eye, Sans saw what appeared to be a vine, presumably under Flowey’s control, twisted around a syringe filled with something dark. 

Sans sighed. “well, it was worth a shot.”

Flowey snickered. “Puns won’t save you now, you smiley trashbag.”

And then the vine whipped the syringe forward, plunging it between Sans’ ribs. In a matter of seconds, Sans went from feeling slightly cold to burning hot to subzero freezing.

That was nothing, though, compared to the pain. 

He had already been wounded, that much he knew. But now it felt like the Corruption seeped out of his Soul and wormed its way into his injuries. It burned worse than pure alcohol in a cut, and felt like it was slowly pulling him apart.

He couldn’t even scream.

He could do nothing.

Nothing, as his body contorted against the restraints of it’s own accord. Nothing as his Magic was slowly strangled out of him. Nothing as the Corruption spread through his body.

Nothing, nothing, nothing. 

As Flowey bobbed in and out of his fading vision, laughing in a voice that just pierced the fog gathering in his skull.

Nothing at all.

~o0o~

“Golly, you really are strong, aren’t you?”

That was the first thing he heard when he woke up.

Sans opened his eyes. He was still in the Ruins, still strapped down to the table. Everything ached, but he found that he could think rather clearly, and he still was quite adamant about fighting for Corrupters.

He also found that some of the restraints had been undone. He couldn’t really do anything, but he found he could lift his head a little. He did so, and looked at his chest.

His ribs were covered in half-healed wounds, hairline fractures spanning across nearly his entire chest. In his ribcage, his Soul still beat strongly, still Pure white.

“oh,” he said, half for himself and half in hopes it would annoy the flower. “well, i’ll say i’m pretty releafed that didn’t work.”

Flowey slipped into his view, giving him a sidelong look. “That wasn’t funny.”

So, then, he didn’t like puns. “i dunno. i thought it was budiful.”

“Stop.”

“no? well, okay. maybe thistle make you laugh-”

“Enough.”

“what does the letter a-”

“Stop.”

“-have in common with flowers? they’re both followed-”

“DO NOT FINISH-”

“by bees!”

Flowey’s face turned into something horrifying. “If the next words out of your mouth is a pun, you will regret it.”

He knew he should stop. He knew he was just asking for more trouble. 

But, then, he was probably going to die anyway, right? Might as well.

“i’m callin’ your bluff. your bite isn’t as bad as your bark.”

Before Sans could really register what was happening, there was a flash of green, a loud crack!, a sharp stab of pain in his skull, and then darkness.

⎰Present day⎱

Sans paused in his story, taking a slow breath. It seemed like every word brought back the ache in his bones. He could feel the Corruption spreading through him again, feel Flowey’s thorny vine whiplashing into his skull…

Gaster reached out and set a hand on Sans’ shoulder, face full of sympathy. “Sans, I-…”

Sans waved him off. “‘s fine. not like it was your fault.”

“Yeah, but-”

“nah.”

“If-”

“nope.”

“Sans-”

“i’m not gonna accept your apology and i still have a story to tell, so shut up and listen, dangit!”

Gaster looked a little surprised with Sans’ outburst, but recovered quickly, chuckling a little. “Alright, then. If you insist.”

“i do insist, thank you very-”

They heard the sound of the door opening. “Dad? Sans? Are you here?”

Sans gave Gaster a look. Later.

“yeah, pap, we’re in here.”

Papyrus walked into the living room, looking worried. “After school, I went to the lab, but you weren’t there, and then you weren’t answering your phones…”

“aw, jeez. sorry, pap. guess we got pretty distracted.”

Papyrus’s expression changed to admonishment. “Did you even go to the lab today?”

Gaster laughed. “No.”

Papyrus let out a frustrated sound, stomping one foot. “NNNYYYEHH!! YOU TWO ARE SO LAZY!”

Sans just laughed.
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30 ~ Blinded

It wasn’t until the next morning, once Papyrus had gone again to school, that Sans was able to continue his story. 

Personally, he was glad for the delay. He didn’t like telling this story. It hurt, physically and mentally.

But, evidently, some part of him had decided that Gaster should know what had happened. So, after breakfast, they returned to their spots on the couch, and Sans continued.

⎰Priorly… Again.⎱

When he woke up, Sans couldn’t tell if his wounds from fighting in Waterfall had healed enough to no longer be incredibly painful, or if they just paled in comparison to the pounding ache in his skull.

And he was still strapped down to the table in the lab in the Ruins. 

There was also a cacophony of noise all around him. Things were happening in the lab, although he couldn’t see what. He could, however, feel the… stuff. All the wires and tubes, all the IVs and sensors. All across his body.

Flowey popped into his view. “Howdy!”

Not trusting his voice to not waver, Sans just glared. 

Flowey continued. “So, then, friend, you have two options.”

Sans continued glaring. 

“You can either stop fighting us, stop fighting the Corruption we’re injecting into you. It’ll be quick, easy, and mostly painless.”

Sans wasn’t even consciously aware that he was fighting it. But, he wasn’t just going to give up. 

“Or you can keep fighting, and we can invest in more into ulterior methods of Corrupting you. Which, believe me, that will hurt. A lot.”

Sans couldn’t stop himself. “i’d say i’m willing to go with the easy way, but then i grass i’d be dandylyin‘.”

For a moment, Flowey just gave him a you have got to be kidding me look. “You know, I really don’t like your puns. And, at the moment, I have the ability to make your life a million times more miserable than it needs to be.”

So that was it, then. Sans was going to stop with the puns, and suffer no more than he ha- 

“so you’ve seed. but you’ve already tried to uproot me with pain and it hasn’t worked. so-”

Before Sans could finish, Flowey shouted something in the Corrupt language, probably to someone else in the room. Sans heard a loud clicking sound, and something tightened in his chest.

He clawed at the table, eyes widening as panic overrode his system. It wasn’t that it hurt, exactly, but it wasn’t right. 

Sans was suddenly aware of a building pressure in his skull, and a soft blue aura overcame his vision, bordered with yellow. 

They were forcing him to use his Magic. How, he didn’t know, but there was nothing he could do to stop it. 

Nothing at all.

He was so…

Powerless.

Struggling to fight through his panic, Sans saw Flowey was still watching him. The maniac flower had a grin on his face.

Sans had no idea what was happening, really. He knew they were forcing him to use Magic, but he didn’t know why, or what they planned to do with it. He could feel the way whatever they were doing constricted his chest, tightening around his ribs, but he knew only that it hurt. 

He couldn’t tell what exactly Flowey was saying to him, only that it was cruel and vicious, and the flower was enjoying every second of it.

Sans started to babble. He had nearly no idea what he was saying, only that it strengthened his resolve and diminished the blue glow of his eye. 

Flowey looked mad.

Stop. Stop with the puns!

Puns. So that’s what he was doing.

More, then.

STOP.

Sans did not stop. He continued, thinking up every bad joke, wisecrack, pun, and play on words that he could, letting his mouth run of its own accord. 

The blue glow started to get dull. Sans kept it up, running the biggest, longest, most important bad comedy show of his life. 

Flowey looked furious. He screamed something in the Corrupt language.

Sans saw a flash of black to his left.

And for one fragile moment, everything was still. Sans stopped talking, the pressure in his chest and skull was released, the Magic in his eye completely drained. 

It was like a tidal wave, slamming into him. Darkness washed across his vision, he was completely blind.

And it hurt.

It hurt so bad. 

Sans writhed against the restraints, screaming, screaming as loud as he could, begging for help, begging for them to make it stop, screaming into the blinding darkness. It felt like his skull was caving in on itself, burning, shattering agony and help, someone please help, clawing at the table, trying to get up, get away, flee, stop this, stop the pain, help, help, it hurts, please, stop, make it stop, I can’t see, make it stop, please help-

But no one came. 

~o0o~

He didn’t want

To open

His eyes. 

It

Was calm

Like this. 

It

Didn’t hurt

Quite

As much

In this

Quiet darkness.

But

It would not

Let him

Remain in oblivion. 

It

Forced him awake,

Clawing at his eyelids,

Screaming words he couldn’t understand.
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…

…

Sans’ body convulsed, and he let out a scream as his eyes snapped open. 

Everything hurt.

Worse than that, he was totally blind in his left eye. For a moment, panic forced any thoughts out of his mind. Eventually, though, he calmed down enough to realize that he wasn’t strapped down to the table anymore, or even on the table. 

He was in a cell that was connected to the lab.

He was sitting up, with his back against the wall, rather uncomfortably. That was probably due more to whatever they had done to him, rather than general uncomfortableness, he decided tiredly, and didn’t bother trying to move.

Instead, he slowly, carefully lifted one hand up to his left eyesocket. 

He was powerless to stop the relief that spread through him when he found a bandage taped over his eyesocket. If they were bothering to try to heal his eye, that meant he would probably be able to see out of it again.

For a moment, he just sat there, reveling in the relief, in the hope. But, as hard as he clung to it, as hard as he held on to that hope, reality quickly crashed back into him. 

He was stuck in a Corrupt lab.

He was exhausted.

They were going to Corrupt him.

Sans took a deep breath.

No. No, I can’t give up. If I give up, it’s all over, and I really will be done for.

Slowly, Sans looked down. The Corrupters apparently hadn’t given him back his clothes when they dumped him in the cell, but that didn’t especially matter at the moment.

Anyway, it meant Sans didn’t have to pull up his shirt in order to see his Soul.

… Not that seeing his Soul was good for his already fragile morale. It was still Pure white, but it was almost as if it was outlined with darkness. There was a thick band of Corruption around the edge of it. 

Unable to stop it, Sans let out a choked sob.

He was going to die here. Whether that meant he lost his life or his Pure Soul, it didn’t matter. Either way, Sans, Commander Sans of the Pure Army would be gone.

He was going to die here.

~o0o~

By the time Flowey was back, Sans was more or less done.

“So,” the flower said, grinning, “ready to give up yet?”

Sans looked at where Flowey had popped out of the ground. His stem just went right into the floor.

“Sans. Look at me.”

If he hadn’t seen Flowey come up out of the ground himself, he would have thought Flowey’s stem was just sitting on top of the tiles. There was no displacement of the floor, or any cracks running through the smooth surface…

“Sans.”

Sans wondered how he did that. 

“Look at me when I’m talking to you!”

“…how do you do that?”

Flowey blinked, taken aback. “Uh. What?”

“just pop out of the ground like that. i mean, look at the floor. you’d think some of the tiles would get pushed up or something. so why don’t they?”

The flower frowned at him. 

Despite his perpetual grin, Sans’ face was blank, emotionless. 

There was just…

Nothing. 

He was done. 

Suddenly, Flowey was right in front of him, in the cell. He was shouting, saying something to Sans.

Sans didn’t pay attention, though. He was still looking at where Flowey’s stem met the floor. Still no cracks or anything. 

How did he do it?

Vines curled around Sans’ bones. For a moment, they just squeezed. Sans probably heard a cracking sound, but it didn’t really matter.

What mattered was this perplexing puzzle of Flowey’s stem. 

Was it Magic, then?

The vines pulled him forward slightly, away from the wall.

Or maybe Flowey’s stem had some similar properties to Sans’ shortcuts.

Sans was slammed back into the wall. This time, he was certain he heard a crack, echoing through his skull, along with a dull pressure in his head. He paid it no mind.

Maybe his stem just sort of slipped out of the plane of space, the way Sans could. 

Sans was flung sideways. He landed against the floor in a heap, and didn’t bother to get up, or move for that matter.

Ah! There! Flowey had done it again. He had slipped back under the ground, and popped up again in front of Sans. 

He was saying something too, but it was just a dull hum to Sans.

Sans closed his eyes- or, eye, rather, as his left was still taped shut. He needed to think about this, and the bright yellow, bobbing up-and-down flower was a little too distracting for him right now. 

Too bad he couldn’t block out the noise, too…

~o0o~

When Sans woke up, he was in no pain. No panic, or worry, or despair, or fear, either.

Just a placid calm. 

Breathe in, breathe out, hear the beat of his own Soul.

He was comfortable.

Never mind the darkness in his left eye.

Breathe in, breathe out.

Or the blinding glare in his right.

Breathe in, breathe out. 

Ignore the fact that he probably couldn’t have moved, even if he had wanted to, which he didn’t.

Breathe in. 

Pay no heed to the way the growling on the edge of his hearing range was slowly resolving itself into recognizable syllables. 

Breathe out. 

It hardly mattered, he felt, that his Magic was slowly draining. He didn’t need it, anyway.

Breathe in. 

Or that the empty space his Magic left behind was slowly being filled with something else. 

Breathe out. 

He was comfortable, and he didn’t need to move.

And hear the beat of his own Soul.

~o0o~

Sans woke slowly.

He was lying in bed. He was comfortable there.  Pretty tired, too, but it was the sort of fatigue that comes from a long, hard day of work. A good sort of fatigue. 

Distantly, he heard a voice ask, “H̛ow̧ ̀d͝o ̷yo͏ù f͞eel͜?͠”

He was slow to respond. “alright͟.̵ w̢ar̸m.”

“Go̵od͏.” The voice was soft and gentle. Not exactly friendly, but he got the sense it meant him no harm. “W̴h̨o a̢r͢e̸ you҉?̷”

He thought that was a kind of strange question to ask, but he didn’t say so. “sa̡ns̷.̡”

“Dǫ y̴ou ̶k͡n͜o͏w̨ what͜ ̧y͞o͜ur̛ jo͘b ҉is̸, ̵Sa͢nś?”

He didn’t. “..̛.͟ n̸o̷.͢”

“Iţ‘s҉ ̕to͝ ̛de̶str҉o̧y҉ ͢t̨h̷e͡ Pu̕re.”

That made sense, he supposed. “oh̸. o̷kay͟.”

The voice continued softly. “Wh͝en̕ yoú’̷r̵e͘ ͟re͡ady̸ t͢o g̴et u͢p,͜ ̕y͏ou ͝sḩo̡ul͞d̡ he͘a͟d o͝ut ̧i͢nt̨o̷ t̢he͘ R͢ui͝n̴s̛ Ci͢ty. ̷T͢her͜e͠ ̷a͝rȩ a c̀o͢u̡pl̢e͝ ̵of̴ ͘móns͠t̨ér͟s̶ th̀e͜r̶e ͘wh͜o̴ wil͏l̡ ̢help ̷yo͡u bec̴ome t́h̨e̛ we͘apo̢n̕ yo͞u͡ ne̵e͠d ͠t̶o̕ b̡e.”

…Becoming a weapon. There was something familiar about that, but in his current half-asleep comfort, he couldn’t put his finger on it. “o͠kay.͞…́ b́ut҉ ͏dó ҉i͏ neeḑ ͠t͠o҉ ge̷t̷ ͠úp ͏no҉w͏?”

The voice laughed softly. “.̛.͡. ̧No. ̀No,̨ ̷y̧ou͞‘v͜e ̧bee̢n̷ ̶th͘r͝o̡ugh á ̛l̛ot͜.̧ ͡Yo̡u c̀a̵n ͡r͜ȩs̷t ͘as lo̷ng ̛as ͞y͢o͏u li͘kè.”

Sans smiled. “.́.҉.‘k̸ay͝.̶ ̶tha͟nks.”

“Y̨o̧u̢’҉re̕ w̶el̸c̴o̶me.” He heard the rustle of cloth, then footsteps, receding. 

He hesitated a moment, then, “u̡m.͡.̷.”

“Yȩs?”

“.͠.̀.͢ w̶ho̵ a̢re ̕yo̶ú?”

“.̶..͡I͠’͝m̸ ͡y̡òưr̨ ͟l͡e͝a̶dȩŗ. I’m̷ t҉he͞ D͟ark͡ ̴Lor͠d ͡of̢ t̵he̸ ͟C͟orr͡upt. ..́.I’͝ll s̨e͡e̷ ͜yo̶u ҉lat͠e͝r͢, San̵s͟.̛”

Sans nodded sleepily, then slipped back into unconsciousness.

⎰Present day⎱

Sans blew out a sigh. “and, well, the rest of the story’s pretty simple from there. once i woke up, i headed out into the ruins, spent a couple weeks waiting for my eyes to heal, and learning to use my corrupt magic… and then i was sent out to go launch an assault on the pure base in waterfall. you know the rest of the story from there.”

Gaster nodded slowly. He started to speak, then stopped. Started again, second guessed again. Eventually, he just reached out and pulled Sans into a hug. 

Sans closed his eyes and leaned against Gaster.

“Sans…”

“…hm?”

“I- … I’m sorry you had to go through that. And, thank you for telling me.”

Sans nodded just a little. “just… don’t ask me to tell it again.”

Gaster hugged Sans just a little tighter. “Okay.”
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31 ~ Combat

Gaster sat on the couch for some time, just hugging Sans.

He felt like his Soul was going to break. 

That Sans, that his son had gone through that, had suffered so much. That he had been broken.

It was unthinkable. 

And yet, it had happened. 

“d-dad?” Sans’ voice was muffled, as his face was buried against Gaster’s shoulder.

“Yes?” Gaster’s voice wavered just a little. 

“i- … i appreciate the sentiment- … but my ribs are still a little bruised.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Gaster loosened his grip on Sans a bit, but didn’t let go. 

Sans seemed perfectly content to stay there, too.

They probably would have stayed like that for longer if Gaster had not felt his phone vibrating in his pocket. 

He released Sans and pulled the small device out of his pocket. Recognizing Papyrus’s number, he lifted the phone to his skull.

“Hello?”

“Dad?” Papyrus’s voice was just a bit concerned. “Are you at the lab?”

“No.”

“Did you forget to go again?”

“… Yyyyyes…?”

Gaster had the good sense to jerk the phone receiver away from his skull as Papyrus let out a frustrated shout, loudly proclaiming his family’s laziness. After a couple minutes, he calmed down.

“Okay. I’ll be home in a few minutes.”

“Alright, Papyrus. See you then. Love you.”

“I love you too, Dad, even if you are lazy.”

Gaster just chuckled as Papyrus hung up.

~o0o~

A little over eight minutes later, Papyrus burst excitedly into the house. In the eight minutes it took for him to walk from the lab to the house, he had forgiven his father and brother’s laziness, more or less forgotten about it, and become excited again about the news he had heard that day, and planned to tell his family. 

“Dad! Sans!” 

They were both in the living room, on the couch, looking at him.

“hey, pap. s’up?”

Papyrus slung off his backpack and rifled through it a minute, before pulling out a neatly folded newspaper and thrusting it towards Gaster.

“Look! They’re saying that all the Corrupters were chased out of Waterfall, and it’s safe to go in there again! Can we go, Dad? Can we?!”

“Now hang on a minute, let me take a look at this…” Gaster unfolded the newspaper with a flourish, and began to read. Sans also leaned over and read it over Gaster’s shoulder. 

After a minute, Gaster peered over the top of the newspaper and peered at his younger son, who had fallen silent, but was still bouncing eagerly on his toes. 

“… Do you have any homework to do?”

Papyrus nodded. “Yes, but once I finish it, can we go?”

Gaster sighed and nodded. “I suppose so.”

“NYEH HEH HEH HEH!!!” Papyrus laughed eagerly, and grabbed his backpack, running into the kitchen to do his homework at the table. 

After a moment, Sans rose off the couch. “guess i’ll go see if he needs any help with that.”

A few more seconds passed before Gaster followed his sons into the kitchen.

~o0o~

While Papyrus was thoroughly excited to be in the now Pure-controlled Waterfall, both Gaster and Sans had conflicting feelings about the place. 

On one hand, they had many happy memories of the place before it had been a warzone, like the time  before Sans had gone to fight, when Gaster had brought a telescope into one of the caverns, and they had spent the day there, looking at the “stars.” Gaster had pointed out all the “constellations” in the ceiling of the cavern, as well as told them about the real sky.

That had been a good time.

On the other hand, they both remembered the day the defenses in Snowdin finally failed, and the Pure had to fall back to their base in Waterfall. They both remembered a good many monsters who had been turned to dust or captured and corrupted that day, and in the days after. 

But, Papyrus was happy to be romping through the wet caverns, rediscovering things that had been lost to him for more than five years. Sans was happy because Papyrus was happy, and both of his boys were happy, so Gaster was happy. 

Eventually, after crossing a series of bridges, they came to a large cavern filled with tall grasses and reeds, a couple of small, shallow, glowing streams running through it.

“heeeeeey,” Sans said, a note of excitement in his voice, “i remember this cave! this was where i fought for the first time!”

“Really?” Papyrus looked at his brother, and Sans could practically hear him begging for the story.

“yeah.” He looked to Gaster. “you brought lunch, right? why don’t we eat here, and i can tell you guys.”

⎰Prior to This…⎱

It was a Big Day for Sans. 

Yesterday, Gaster had finally decided Sans was ready to go into combat. Now, the pair were almost to the Waterfall camp, where Asgore currently was (for morale), so that Gaster could finally show the bossmonster the weapon he had been working on for the past fifteen years.

They entered one of the smaller buildings in the camp. Inside, after a small lobby area, was a conference room type setup: a large table surrounded by chairs. Asgore was standing in front of the table, wearing his full battle regalia, cape, crown, armor and all.

“Ah, doctor.” He smiled warmly at his Royal Scientist. “It is good to see you.”

Gaster grinned, but Sans could tell he was nervous about something. “Your Majesty.” Despite the fact that they were speaking in the Common language, Gaster’s hands still fluttered slightly in front of him, signing in Hands. 

Asgore looked friendlily at Sans. “And who is this? Another of your assistants, come to help you?” He offered a large, furry paw to Sans, who shook it.

“Well, that, and my son…” Gaster trailed off, hesitating, but Asgore didn’t notice.

“Son?! Why, Dr. Gaster, I did not know you had a wife!”

“Well, I don’t-”

But Asgore wasn’t particularly paying attention to Gaster. He was talking to Sans.

“Imagine, the doctor’s son! I did not think that would ever happen! So, what is your name?”

“sans.” Sans answered, the edges of his grin turning upwards. The king was friendlier than he had expected, despite the many stories he had heard. “comic sans gaster, if you wanna be formal.”

“He’s-” Gaster tried again.

“Sans!” Asgore laughed. “I think it fits you! And you are also your father’s assistant, come to help him show off his latest weapon?”

“He is the weapon.” Gaster blurted out. 

For a moment, Asgore was silent. 

Then he looked at Gaster, a slow frown crossing his face. “What do you mean, ‘he is the weapon’?”

Gaster hesitated, opening and closing his mouth, but saying nothing. His hands were similar; Sans could Speak quite fluently in Hands, but the gestures Gaster was making made no sense. 

Asgore prompted Gaster again. “Doctor, you promised to stop the experimentation on live subjects. Only the integrated weapons, you promised.”

So. That was why he was so nervous. 

Gaster’s shoulders slumped. “Yes, I know-”

“And on your own son, no less!”

“… Technically, he’s not my son, he’s my clone.”

“… What?”

Gaster raised his hands in response, showing off the holes in them. Then he continued. “I know I promised, but just listen. Asgore, we need something stronger than what we have, and I knew how to do that. So, as I couldn’t get test subjects, I cloned myself, and intended to use them for the experiments. But then they-”

“They?!”

“Yes, they. Papyrus is Sans’ younger brother. Yes, he is another clone, no, he is not a weapon. Anyway, after a few years, Sans grew up enough for me to start work, but, unlike I had originally intended, he was more than a frame capable of obeying orders; he was a fully sentient monster. He even helped me with the experime-”

“Gaster-”

“hey,” Sans interjected before things got too heated, “he told me what he planned to do before we did it. made sure i fully understood what would and could happen before i agreed to help.”

“You agreed to this?!”

“… okay, admittedly, he never told me it was illegal. although, he did make me keep it secret. i guess that shoulda been pretty obvious, then.”

“Sans, that’s not helping me!”

Things just went downhill from there.

“Doctor, how can you expect him to logically-”

“-but i wanted to help, and-”

“- never did anything without his consent! And now he’s probably stronger than-”

“- doesn’t even look like he’s a teenager-”

“-and could probably beat Commander Gerson and Captain Undyne at the same-”

“-fifteen years old, thank you very-”

“Your Majesty!” They all stopped as the door was slammed open by a messenger. “There’s an entire platoon of Corrupters storming the northwest caverns!”

The messenger went on a little more, but Sans and Gaster were talking amongst themselves.

“This is it, Sans. Are you ready?”

“i mean, i guess so.”

“You don’t seem very enthusiastic.”

Sans gave Gaster a quick glare. “of course not. this is the first time i’m actually gonna be in danger.”

“But this is what you’ve been talking about for the last six years!”

“yeah, but i still wasn’t in any danger!”

“-you two listening to me?”

They both snapped back to attention as Asgore lectured to them. “Do I have your attention now? Good. Listen. You are going to stay here. You are not going to engage in combat. And when I get back, we are going to have a very serious conversation about this.”

“but-” Sans started.

Surprisingly, it was Gaster who cut him off. “Sans.” Sans could see Gaster’s anger, and decided to not look at Gaster’s hands, but fell silent. 

Asgore nodded. “Good. I will see you later.” And then he left.

Sans turned to Gaster. “dad! why did you-”

“Shh.” Most of Gaster’s anger had vanished, and he had that rare wicked gleam in his eye that Sans recognized from the few occasions when he was pranked. 

Sans understood. “ah.”

For a moment, they just waited, listening to the commotion outside as soldiers got ready for combat and marched off to face the enemy.

Then Gaster turned to Sans. “Well then.” He was grinning. “We have some lives to save. I assume you know a shortcut?”

Sans grinned. “yep.” He offered Gaster his hand. “follow me.”

Gaster took his hand, and together, they walked out the door, and into a warzone.

Well, it wasn’t actually a warzone yet. 

They were standing behind the ranks of Pure soldiers, assembled in the cave in a defensive position. Asgore and Commander Gerson were at the front of the defensive wall. Some distance down the hall, the shrieks of the Corrupt Language could be heard.

Sans turned to Gaster. “i assume you’re staying here?”

Gaster nodded. “Mmhm.”

“okay, then, guess i’m going.”

“Alright. Make me proud. Do my reputation justice.”

Sans chuckled, and turned to start making his way through the crowd of soldiers.

After a good three minutes full of “‘scuze me”s, “pardon me”s, and “comin’ through”s, Sans reached the king and commander.

“so,” he grinned up at the two taller-than-him monsters, “how many of ‘em do ya think there are?”

They both turned to him. Gerson looked perplexed, and Asgore mad.

“I thought I told you to stay there!” Asgore spluttered, gesturing with his trident. 

“hey, don’t sweat it. i have a habit of disobeying people when i know i can do something better. call it a family trait.”

“Who’s this?” Gerson let the massive golden hammer that was his weapon drop against the ground. 

Down the cave, the noise of the Corrupters got louder, and the tunnel certainly looked darker.

“th’ name’s sans. comic sans gaster, and i’m here to save the day.”

And with a wink of his left eye, Sans took a quick shortcut to stand about twenty feet in front of the Pure troops. 

The Corrupt exploded out of the dark cave, heading straight for him.

Time seemed to slow. 

Sans took a deep breath and closed his eyes, readying his Magic.

One.

Deep breath.

Two.

Pull up the Magic.

Three. 

Exhale

Four.

Slow pulse. 

Five.

Fight. 

He snapped open his eyes and twisted to the side as a Corrupt attack shot through the space he had been standing in mere seconds before. In the same swift movement, he lifted his left hand, loosing the devastating beams of the Blasters he had summoned. 

And then the battle was on.

Sans leapt and dodged, summoning bones and Blasters and dodging nearly everything that came his way, and was barely phased by what did hit him. 

And then he saw Asgore and Gerson, back to back, surrounded by Corrupters. They were doing a pretty good job of defending themselves, but as the battle seemed quite well-tipped in the Pure monsters’ favor, Sans saw no reason why he shouldn’t help them out a little, and show off at the same time. 

So he took a shortcut, landed right behind a Corrupter, and ran it through with a bone. It had hardly begun to turn to dust before he was onto the next, summoning a Blaster and blowing it to oblivion. 

And then he got hit from behind. Hard. 

HP: 652/900

Really hard. 

He climbed to his feet, ignoring the ache in his back, and turned to face his attacker. 

It was a large monster. Multiple… limbs, all eqipped with a Corrupt attack waved at Sans, almost tauntingly.

Sans’ grin turned devilish. “oooooh, you’re gonna regret that.”

He lunged forward. 

In a matter of seconds, the both of them were so deeply engaged in combat that they hardly noticed their surroundings. 

Sans leaned back in an almost Neo-Matrix-style dodge to avoid two Corrupt attacks, then summoned a wall of bones to block a third, only to be hit by a fourth. Meanwhile, the Corrupt monster blocked a quick barrage of bones, then got hit by a Blaster. 

They continued like this for some time. 

Then, finally, Sans decided the Corrupter had to have low enough health by now, and it was time.

He took a small shortcut to stand just out of reach of the Corrupter’s many limbs. 

Time seemed to slow again. Sans counted off again, slowing his pulse.

One.

Deep breath.

Two.

Dodge an attack.

Three.

Exhale. 

Four. 

Blue, blue and yellow in his sight.

Five.

Fight.

He ducked his head and thrust his hand upward with a guttural roar. The monster’s Corrupt Soul became outlined Blue against it’s chest, and it shot upwards, into the waiting bones that shot out of the ceiling overhead.

Black dust drifted downward.

Sans looked around.

The Corrupt had been all but defeated, the few remaining alive fleeing.

Gaster walked up to him and set a hand on his shoulder. “Good job.”

Sans grinned up at him. “thanks, dad.”

“Of course, you only have me to thank, as I created you and gave you your weapons and-”

Sans punched Gaster lightly in the ribs. “ha ha, very funny.”

Rubbing his side, Gaster just chuckled. “Anyway, what do you think our odds are of getting some food from the mess hall? I mean, we aren’t technically soldiers, but from the looks of things, you could really use some healing items.”

Sans took a look at his HP.

HP: 98/900

Then he looked up to where Asgore and Gerson were walking towards them. They both looked impressed.

“i’d say our odds are pretty good.”

⎰Present Day⎱

“and so,” Sans wrapped up his story with a flourish of his hands, “they made me commander.”

Gaster snorted. “They did not just make you commander then and there. It took another three and a half years.”

Sans shrugged. “still. that’s a lot faster than most people get promoted.”

They were sitting in a reasonably dryish section of the field in the cavern, and had finished their lunches some time ago. Papyrus had been listening to the story, enraptured. If anything, today had only increased his awe of his older brother. 

They stayed there a little longer, before Gaster said it was getting late, and they had to go if they wanted to get home before dark. 

So, they stood, and began their trek back to Hotland.
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32 ~ I Couldn’t Come Up With a Good Title, so Here’s This

“Sans! Sans, wake up!”

Sans groggily flopped onto his side, and proceeded to go back to sleep.

“Saaaaaans! Wake up!”

With a yawn, Sans relented to Papyrus’s shoulder-shaking wakeup call. Bleary-eyed, he looked past Papyrus at the digital clock on his nightstand. 

6:45 AM

“… ‘s way too early, bro.” He mumbled, rolling back over. “wake me up in a few hours, ‘kay?”

“Sans, no!” Papyrus grabbed his shoulder again and forced him sit up. “Today I’m making sure you and Dad go to work!”

“but paaaaaap…!” The instant Papyrus released his shoulders, Sans fell backwards, closing his eyes.

“Sans!” 

Sans made fake snoring sounds. 

“Sans! Get up! Now!”

“zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.”

“Sans! Now!”

“zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.”

“Ugh! You are such a lazybones! I’m going to wake up Dad, and if you’re not up by the time that I get back…!” Papyrus stormed off to wake up Gaster, leaving the threat hanging.

Sans chuckled under his breath. He knew Gaster would probably give Papyrus an even harder time than Sans had. Nonetheless, he had to respect Papyrus’s determination. 

After a couple minutes, he heard Papyrus let out a shout of frustration, and knew his prediction had been correct. 

A couple more minutes passed, and Sans heard Gaster yelp in surprise. He wondered what Papyrus had done. Maybe pulled off Gaster’s blankets? Or tipped the mattress enough to roll Gaster onto the floor? Was Papyrus strong enough to lift a mattress?

Sans decided he didn’t particularly want to find out, and maybe he should get up now…

He twitched a little. 

… Really should get up, before Papyrus came back…

He flopped a little more. 

He oughta get up now, anyway.

“Sans!”

Eh. Too late.

Moments later, Papyrus had grabbed Sans’ arm, and was slowly dragging him out of bed. Sans, for his part, was just totally limp. 

Just as Papyrus had almost gotten him off the mattress, Sans grabbed ahold of one of the blankets on his bed, pulling it with him as he tumbled to the floor. Once on the floor, he wrapped himself snugly in the blanket, and closed his eyes. 

Papyrus let out a groan. “Saaaans! Come on!”

“paaaaap!” Sans complained in response. “let me sleep!”

And then Gaster came into the room and swept the blanket away from Sans, who made a halfhearted attempt to grab it back.

Now he was just lying on the floor. 

“Come on, Sans.” Gaster said. “We haven’t gone to the lab in the last two days. Breaktime’s over.”

Grumbling, Sans climbed to his feet.

~o0o~

The days passed relatively quickly.

With Waterfall reclaimed for the Pure, thanks to Sans’ complete loss of control, the war now raged across Snowdin. 

The family often made trips into Waterfall for the day; it was just about the quietest place they could go, not to mention very beautiful, once the echo flowers regrew. 

As Sans cooperated with Gaster in the lab, they soon found that they were running out of things to test regarding Sans’ Soul and Magic, and so far, the only cure they had found for the Corruption was love, as Papyrus, Frisk, and, eventually, Gaster had done for Sans. But nothing more could be found.

So, instead, Sans just helped out around the lab, as he had done before becoming Corrupt, or even before going to war. He just worked alongside Gaster with whatever he was doing. He also, as a side-effect of the Corruption, picked more than his fair shake of fights with Gaster’s assistants, and attempted to kill them on a weekly basis. 

Frisk visited often. Always they greeted Sans with a quick hug, one that he came to enjoy more than he would ever admit out loud. They were pretty nice, especially with Papyrus, which Sans appreciated.

Sometimes, Toriel came to visit with Frisk. At first, she was quite suspicious of Sans, and very untrusting of him around Frisk. But as time went on, she became a little more relaxed regarding Frisk and Sans friendship. She was still quite wary of him, however, and he made that easy for her by being openly hostile towards her. 

Sans did like her pies, though. 

Undyne came to visit once or twice when she was in Hotland, but Sans always did his utter best to make sure she left quickly, thoroughly unnerved. The same was true for Asgore, but he visited much less often than Undyne. 

And then Sans was somewhat conflicted. Because he still considered himself Corrupt, and, despite his unwavering loyalty to his family, was still loyal to the Corrupt, and considered the Pure, not counting Papyrus and Gaster,  to be his enemies. But, at the same time, he knew that by now there was probably a kill-on-sight order in the Corrupt army, and he would probably never be accepted back. 

But, aside from that, and the idiocy of people asking him questions, everything was pretty good. 
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A Brief Intermission ~ New Growth

They paced silently across the strip of light, stalking away and then back and then away again, hands folded behind their back.

Flowey watched them, just waiting.

Finally, they stopped, and looked at him. He shivered. 

“So. You have worked out all the bugs, all the issues, all the problems.”

“Yes.”

They took another step towards him, and bent down in front of him. “And you are sure it will have the… desired affect, despite what happened in all the alpha and beta tests.”

“Yes. I am.”

They reached out to finger the newest petal in Flowey’s crown, almost caressing the growth that had sprung up to replace the lost petal. “And you are sure that it will reach Sans, too.”

He bobbed on his stem slightly. “Yes.”

They pulled away, rising again. “And you are sure, absolutely sure, that it will work this time?”

“I-” Flowey hesitated. “I don’t see how it could fail, but… I didn’t see Sans coming last time, either-”

“Are you saying I should not trust you?”

“N-no! I- I’m just saying- that maybe, I don’t have all the information, and- and it would be a good idea to have a backup plan? J-just in case…?”

They grinned down at him, laughing softly. “Yes. I suppose that might be a good idea. Do that. You can go.”

Flowey nodded, and slipped under the ground to go think up a backup plan.

§

The Reawakening and Rescue arc has begun.


33 ~ Voluntary Confinement

Sans and Papyrus were in Waterfall.

It was a nice day. The star crystals in the ceiling glowed just bright enough to see well, but still give the place a mystical air. The echo flowers were nearly blooming, and the water’s aqua glow was almost completely restored. There were still craters in the ground and scorch marks on the walls in some places, and there were even a few new alcoves that had been blasted into the walls in some particularly brutal battle, but overall, Waterfall was recovering. 

Papyrus was still finding endless wonders in the reclaimed territory. Every crystal caught his eye, every echo flower had to be complimented, and he found boundless joy in splashing through the water. 

Sans was content to simply trail behind Papyrus, standing in the border of the smaller skeleton’s radiant joy. 

Papyrus ran up to Sans. He was holding something, and whatever it was practically oozed blue light out between the bones of his hands. 

“Sans! Look at this!” He held his hands up towards Sans, unclasping them to cup whatever object inside in his palms.

It was a large shard of a Magic crystal, which had broken off the ceiling and fallen to the ground, where Papyrus had found it.

“wow, bro. that’s pretty cool.” Sans grinned at Papyrus. 

“I know!” He beamed. “And it’s glowing so much brighter than the ones in the ceiling!” He pulled his hands back down to peer again at his treasure.

“i think that’s because’a you.”

Papyrus looked up at his older brother, a bit confused. “Me?”

“yeah. these things run on magic, but up on the ceiling, there’s only the magic that they generate over time, and even that runs out. that’s why we have daytime and nighttime. but what do you think happens when a monster, who’s mostly made of magic, picks it up?”

Papyrus thought about that for a second, then grinned. “Oh! I get it. It’s running on my Magic!”

“yeah.” Sans grinned at Papyrus. “exactly. before you go pushing more magic into it to make it glow more, just be careful. these work a lot like lightbulbs, and they’re the same in that if ya put too much power through ‘em, they’ll explo-…”



Papyrus looked up at Sans, curious as to why he had stopped. He found, though, that Sans’ expression was totally blank, and could glean no information from it. 

And everything seemed to get just a little… darker. 

Papyrus looked at the crystal in his hands. It was still glowing just as brightly as before, but it seemed like the light just didn’t reach as far. He looked back at Sans.

For a moment, Sans just kept looking off into the distance. Then he looked at Papyrus. “we have to go. now.”

Before Papyrus could utter a word, Sans scooped him up, slung him over his shoulder, and took off running. 

He didn’t stop running until they reached the lab in Hotland, and were in the elevator, headed to the tenth floor. Only then did he set Papyrus down.

“Sans, what’s going on?” Papyrus looked at Sans. Now he could see the smallest spark of panic in his brother’s expression.

“i-… just wait, dad needs to hear this, too.”

Papyrus nodded slowly. 

When the elevator door opened, Sans and Papyrus both ran into Gaster’s lab.

He looked up as they entered. “Ah! Boys, I didn’t expect you back so soon- … Sans, what are you doing?”

Just a couple of days ago, for whatever reason, Gaster had gotten the wall of the containment cell repaired. Now, Sans ran into the cell, and pulled the door closed behind him, before slumping down with his back against the wall.

For a moment he just sat there, breathing slowly.

Gaster looked at Papyrus. “What’s going on?”

Papyrus shrugged, his expression one of concern. “We were in Waterfall, and he said we had to go, then picked me up and ran here. He said to wait until we got here, because whatever it was, you had to know about it too.”

Gaster blinked. That was probably bad, really bad. 

Slowly, he walked over to the cell, and kneeled down on the opposite side of the wall to where Sans was sitting. “Sans. Tell me what’s wrong.”

Sans lifted his skull just enough to peer over his shoulder at Gaster. “i- i don’t know- i can- can feel them. they’re coming, on their way now. it’s strong, something. something to make the corruption stronger. they’re going to attack, and i might help them.”

Gaster blew out a breath. “Okay. I’ll contact Undyne, tell her to be on her guard, to raise the security-”

“no. no, it’s too late. waterfall’s already been retaken. undyne will have had enough warning, evacuated most people, fallen back to the old camp if she’s smart. but they won’t last. too strong, it makes us too strong. we’ll kill you all, and rule the underground.”

Well. That was bad. Nothing Gaster could do now, though, but try to get a bit more information. “What is ‘it,‘ Sans?”

Sans was silent for a moment. His expression changed slightly, fear and pain crossing his face. “i- i don’t— it hurts— it hurts, dad! it hurts. i’m- i’m s-so hungry… help me! it hurts…”

Gaster’s jaw opened and closed a few times, but he was having a hard time with words. Finally, giving up on vocals entirely, he lifted his hands and Spoke. “Just try to stay calm, Sans. Everything will be alright, I’ll go get Asgore and Undyne, and we’ll come up with a plan. We’ll stop this, just hold on.”

Sans just whimpered. 

Gaster rose and turned to leave. Voice still uncooperative, he signed to Papyrus, “See if you can’t get him to calm down a little, alright? I’ll be back soon.”

~o0o~

Gaster found that Waterfall had, in fact, been reclaimed by the Corrupt. Commander Undyne was, just as Sans predicted, holding fort at the same base that had been occupied since Waterfall’s initial takeover. 

For the time being, they had fended off the attacking force, but Gaster’s news of Sans’ news was grim news indeed.

So he told Undyne to come to the lab for an emergency meeting, and went to go get Asgore, Toriel, Gerson, and anyone else that might need to know about this. 

~o0o~

When Sans and Papyrus had curled up together, it had been mostly alright. 

Sans was lying on his side, head and shoulders in Papyrus’s lap. Papyrus was rubbing his back and speaking softly, telling him it was going to be alright.

Like this, he could almost believe Papyrus. He could close his eyes and relax, focus on Papyrus’s voice, and it was almost okay. 

But when Gaster came back, trailing a slew of officials with him, it got a whole lot harder. 

Sans tensed up, curling into the fetal position, still half in Papyrus’s lap. 

Gaster himself was mostly okay, but the other monsters-

They were P͜ure҉. 

He heard a voice. “Is that-…”

Oh, how he wanted to-

“Sans.” That was Papyrus. “Shh, shh, it’s okay. Calm down.”

Yes. Okay. Calm down. For Papyrus. 

Then Gaster was there, setting a hand on his shoulder. “Sans, can you tell them exactly what’s going on?”

Face buried in Papyrus’s side, Sans shook his head. “n-no. not now-…”

“Okay. Just stay calm.”

Gaster left. There was a hushed murmur of voices.

…-̧͢-͠ w̵̛͝i̴̸͘p̨͝é͟ t̴̢͢ḩę́͡m̛͏ ̸a̡̧l͟l̷̢ ̀͏o͠͡u̡t̕ —͏̴…

“Sans. Sans, listen to me. Everything’s going to be alright.”

Right. Staying calm. For Papyrus. 

He tried to relax a little. 

Could hear them talking.

“—are we supposed to do, then?”

.̶̛.̷͝.̡-͟-̶͡ ̶̢́t̨e̢̛ar̢in̕͜g͘҉ a͟p͢a͏̵r̶͜t͢—

No, no. Staying calm. For Papyrus. 

“Well, if Sans is to be believed, which I highly suggest he is, then we need to set up every emergency defense we have, pull out every last trick in our bag, and pack the biggest punch possible.”

Okay. That one was okay. 

“What about the people?”

The people could go die in a ditch. Or better yet, come and give h̷͡i̴m҉ ͘t͘͢͢h͟e͜i͡r̵̢ ̨̨͠S̷̨̛o̸u͜l͠s͏͘ ̵to͜҉̵-̵͞-̢̨͝

“Shh, Sans. Just relax. I’m right here. Stay calm.”

S-

Staying-

Staying calm. Yes. Still calm. 

Still more talking.

“-evacuate them into the lab. It’s the safest building in all the Underground.”

Calm. Ish. 

“Are you sure? Aren’t there a ton of dangerous experiments and stuff here, since you, y’know, build weapons?”

Of course it was dangerous; he wà̵s̵̀ ̨́ḑ͢͞ang̕e̕r̡͝o̢u̶ś̛̀,̨͟ h̷͢͟ę͝ ͜w͢͏ơ̢͞uld ̀͢r̶̡i̢͢҉p ͏͝o͘͟͜u̵̴t͢͝ ̡t͡h̸e̢̛ir ̷̡S̸͟͞ou̢l̴s ̷̛a̵̧n̶d̀͜͟-

Shhhh… Sans, it’s okay. Stay calm.

… calm. For Papyrus. Can’t hurt Papyrus.

But. Papyrus isn’t…

It’ll be alright, there are plenty of spare rooms we can clear out for them to stay in.

H͢è̶͞ ̨w̴a͠s͡͝ ̵͜s͢o̶ ̧͢h͘͘͟uņg͜͞͞r̛y͟͏,̶̷ ̵͏͢a͡nd̷͠ ҉͝t̀͠͝h̸e̸҉r̛e̴̡ ̡ẃ̴e͞͝re̴ ̷͝s̡͘o̢ ̷m̛a͘n̶ỳ͢͢-̴͜͜-̀

Papyrus’s hands against his skull, holding it against his chest. Could hear his pulse. Alive. Had to stay that way.

And we have nearly five years’ worth of food stockpiled down here, in case there was some contaminated material in the air and the quarantined people could still survive… but it’ll work here, too. 



̕ ̛͟i͡f̢ ̴͟hé̷ ͜c̸̷͜ơ̕ul҉d͠ ̡̢͝j́u͢s̕t̛͢ ҉̀͟h͢͜͟a̶v̢̛́e͡͝ ́o͏̵̛n̷̨͠e͠—͏͜͝

The beat of Papyrus’s Soul was strong and steady. Sans put all his focus into that. Keeping it like that.

So that’s it, then? We have to hurry.

 ̵҉ ́͜ḩ̷e̢ ̧͘͟ń͝é͏̨e̛ḑ̸ed͡ t̡҉͢o-̧͏̧

They left. Sans found he could breathe again, and, with his head still pressed against Papyrus’s chest, could control himself. 

He took a few minutes, just breathing, and focusing on Papyrus’s Soul, on Papyrus’s hand against his skull, and rubbing his back, on Papyrus’s quietly murmured words. 

Then he twisted a little to look up at his brother. “what-…?”

“Dad brought the king and queen here, and Commander Undyne, and Commander Gerson. He wanted you to explain to them, but you couldn’t. You started talking in the Corrupt language, and shaking a lot. Oh, and they decided that they were going to evacuate all the monsters into the lab, just in case something happened.”

Sans nodded slowly, and let his head rest back against Papyrus’s ribs. “…pap?”

“Yeah?”

“… thanks for stayin’ with me. it- … it means more than you could imagine.”

“Of course you’re welcome, Sans! I’ll be right here, for as long as you need me to be, and then for even longer.”

Sans just clung to Papyrus all the tighter. Papyrus was his lifeboat on the sea, and a storm, he knew, was well on it’s way.

§

A/N

I find it fitting that a chapter posted on Thanksgiving Day should end with Sans thanking Papyrus. It just works.

But, in the spirit of Thanksgiving, I just wanted to say, I’m so thankful for all of you, my readers! You guys are still awesome, and will be for a long time to come! =D

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


34 ~ He Wasn’t Kidding

A/N

I’ve been told that this chapter is a bit morbid, and maybe somewhat disturbing. Just be wary of that before you read.

§

It had hurt Undyne. It had hurt her immensely to see her commander so…

So broken.

Because that’s what Sans had been: broken. The entire time she had been in the lab, he had been curled up on his side, shivering and mumbling. Sometimes, he had even started to growl and roar, until Papyrus had hugged him. 

It was painful to see one of her most-respected people reduced to that. 

But right now, she couldn’t think about that. Right now, she had to get the emergency defenses set up.

~o0o~

Sans could feel it when the monsters started coming into the lab.

He could feel the pounding beat of every singly Soul on the three floors above him, and had a vague awareness of the rest on the other six floors. 

He wanted them. He wanted them s̛͘͡o ̸b̕a͞d̵҉͘l̸͘͝y͠.̴ ̸

But Papyrus kept a tight grip on him. 

Papyrus hugged Sans and held his skull to his chest, held on to him and told him it was going to be alright, reminded him to stay calm.

He could do this. This was okay. He wasn’t going to hurt Papyrus.

He could do this.

Of course you can, Sans! I believe in you.

Papyrus told him he could do it, so he could-

-̛͏͏̨-̧̡̧ ̶̸̧̕͠d̴̶̨͜è͢͠v͜҉̀͟͞ǫ̷̵u͏͏̀̕͜r͏̶̕͟ ̵͢t̨̨̡̕h̸̴̨͜͡e̡̡͜i̴̧͝͞r̢҉̴ ̴̡́͘i̶͟͏̕͏n͟͝͠͏̷n҉̷o̷͡ç̕̕ȩ̶̀͜n̵̛̕͜͡c̡͘é̡̧̕͟ ̴̕͞a͏́̕͟n̵̷͝͏d̡͡ ̵̷̧͞͝c͏̵̡͡͠r҉̷̵͝u̡̧͢͞s͟͞h̵͘͏̷ ̶̢͟t̴͠h̛͟͢͠҉e͟i̴r̸̸͘-̴̨̢̛͞-́͘͘̕

-do it, and he wasn’t-

-͠-̸̶̀͜͡ ̴̛̕h̡͜o͏́ṕ͢͞e̕̕͜͠s͠͠͞͠!̷̡̕ ̴̡T͏́h͘͜è̷̴͟ý ̸̀͘͘͠c̡͠ą̷҉n̷̸͢͡n̡͏̀͢ó̷̡t̶̷-̵̢́͘͢-̧͘͘͟

-going to lose it, wasn’t-

-̢̕-̛͝ẁ͠͠ì̡̛̛̛n͜͠!̵̛͘͘͜ ̨̕T̵̨̛h̶̡͢͡è͡ỳ̕ ̛͏̢҉̴w̨͝͏̴̢i̷͠l̴͢l̶̀͏̀ ̶̢͟͟d̕҉͜ì̷̕e̸̕͞͞!̴͘͠͝͏

-going to hurt Papyrus-

Is he alright?

S͝ò҉̨̢̀ ͡m̸a͘͜҉̶n̷̵͝҉͜y̶̨͏̸҉ ͞҉̵̴͝S̀͜ò̧̕͟u̧l̷̢s̨̛

-couldn’t hurt Papyrus-

Sans! Sans listen to me, you have to calm down!

T̢͢͞h̸́͘͠e̡̛͞r͠͞é͢ ̴f̸̢̕͢ó̷̶̧͠r̡͞ ̶̨t̴͠҉ḩ̴͡e̛̛ ̧́t̸̷́͝a̛͠҉ḱ҉į̸͝͏ń̶̶́͞g҉̡͞͞

-keep Papyrus safe-

Dad! Dad, something’s wrong! Sans, calm down. Please!

S͏̨̕͟͜o̴̧̧̧͞ ̢͘͢͝ḩ͠͝u̴̵̧̕͡n̕g̶͡r̛̕͠y̶.̷͠͞.̶̛̛.̴̷̀͜͝ ͡

-not Papyrus-

Shhh, shh, Sans, it’s okay, everything’s okay, just calm down, everything’s alright…

Y̴̡̧̢̧e̛͢͠͠s͞.̴̡҉̕ ̨̀Ȩ̛͟͠v̸͢͟͞͡e̶̴̢̢͘r̷y͏̀͘̕t͘͘͏͢ḩ̸̛͝ì̶n̸̵҉̷g̵̵̛͢͟ ̴̧́͘͡w̴͘a̶̢s̴͟͡͠͝ ̵̶̧͝g͜͏o͏̴̴̛͠í́͢͡͠n̶̢͘͟͞g̷̡͟͝ ҉͜t̕͟͡o҉̸̧͜͝ ̴̢̧̕͡b̸́͠͠͡e̕͠ ̢̀́͘͠á̕͢l̸͠r̨̧̀͠į̴g̀h̴͠͏̨ţ́͏̧̨.̢́͟͜ ͜͟͟

Sans, just calm down… shhh… there you go, everything’s alright… Just calm down… That’s it…

Just fine. Yes. He was fine.

Are you sure?

Yep. Completely fine, now. 

Standing up. Stretching a little. 

Got everything under control.

Can’t hurt Papyrus. 

Undyne. Asgore. Toriel. Gerson. Souls. On the other side of the glass. 

Commander? Are you alright?

Just fine. Going to be fine. 

Reached out a hand. Right hand. Set it on the glass. 

Strong Souls. Confused. Scared. Worried. All of them. 

G̶͘o̵͜o̢͝d̵̕͏̶.

Pulled back his hand. Readied the Magic.

Gaster and Papyrus, coming close, from behind.

Sans, what are you doing!?

Can’t hurt Papyrus.

Be fast. 

Shoved his right hand forward, slapped his palm against the glass. Held Gaster and Papyrus back with tendrils of Magic. Nearly black cracks, spanning the glass. Poured Magic into it, widening the cracks.

Sans! Stop!

Pulled his hand back again.

O̶̡͟͞h̢͜͞,̧́͞ ̡n̢̧̕͟o̵̶.̴̨̛͘͡ ̧̡͝͞Ń̡̧o̧̨,̴͢ ̷̸̀͟͝n̸҉̶͠ơ̷̵̢͝t̴̛ ̕҉g̀͢͜͝o͏̧́̕͢i̷͢͡n̡̧͢g̶̸͜͢ ̕͠t̢͟͜͝o̴̢͢͝ ̸̵̀͘͢s̕͏҉̀t̢҉͜o͝͠ṕ͘͏҉.͏̢ ͏̧͢͟

Slammed his hand forward again. So much Magic. The glass shattered; he lunged forward. 

Their Souls.

Panic.

Their S͝ó̶͟u̧͝͞l̡̕s̶͘͞.̡͜͢͠ ̴̷̡́

Attacks, coming at him. Shoving them aside, reaching our.

T̵̨̛ḩ̴̧ę͡ì͠ŗ̸̛͡͞ ̸͜͡S͝ó̶͟u̧͝͞l̡̕s̶͘͞.̡͜͢͠ ̴̷̡́

So hungry. Right there. Right. There. 

Í̢͘ ̴͟͞w̨̕͠҉i͏l̡̢̕͝l̴̸̡͜ ̴̢̀h̡͜à͡v̴ę̷̷́͘ ̵̷t̶̡̀͡h̕͟҉̸é̡m̀́͏҉̴.͏́ ̸̨̀͡͠

Attacks. Strong attacks. Won’t have time. Too much fighting. 

S̴̴̸̢̀o̷̧̡͡͠ ̴̡ḿà̸҉n̷̢͢y͞͏̢҉,̴̡̛̕ ͝͏͠t̨͡h̵̡͟͠o̶͢ų̷͘͘͟ǵ̨͜͞h̀͜͢.̡̡̡͡ ͘͟E͟l̸̶̢͡s̶̷̶͜͞e͘҉͟ẃ̶͜͢h̵͢͏͡ę̴̀͟ŗ̶͢e̵͏̨͜.̨͝ ̷̕͟͢͜Ȩ̡́͡͠a̵̴̧͘͡s҉͠i̵̢͢e̢r̀͟͡.̸̨͢͏ ̷̷͟͡

He could get others. Strong was good, but too strong was bad. They were too strong, no time, not enough time. Had to get others. Go. Get others. 

S̵̡̛̛ò̴̵͠ ̶̨͘҉̵h̛͘͟͝u̡ń̨̢͝g̛̀͠͠r̨͞y͏̸́̀.̸̛ ̢̧

~o0o~

As the door shut behind Sans, Undyne turned to help Queen Toriel to her feet. Then she turned to Gaster, who, after Sans left, had been freed from the Corrupt tendrils of Magic that had held him and Papyrus to the wall. 

“What.” She growled. “Was. That?”

Gaster shook his head nonchalantly, but the worry on his face was clear. “I told you, he said the Corrupt were doing something that made them stronger.”

Sans had seemingly just about lost it, screeching and groaning and sobbing. He had clung to Papyrus as tight as he could, only occasionally shouting out a recognizable word here and there. Gaster had gone into the cell to help comfort Sans, and it had seemed to work. After about ten minutes, he had calmed down. Even said he was alright, that Gaster and Papyrus could let go. They did, and he still seemed alright.

Then he had walked up to the glass wall of the cell, and grinned at the assembled group outside it. Answered their questions with “yeah, i’m fine.” And he had broken the glass. Attacked Undyne and Asgore and Toriel and Gerson, all while holding Gaster and Papyrus out of the way. Then he had fled. 

As Gaster and Papyrus walked forward, they seemed unharmed. So, at least he was still Pure to some degree. 

“Well, we need to find him.”

Gaster nodded. “Asgore. Commander. Take Papyrus with you, and go find him. Try to keep him from hurting anyone. I’ll get a sedative ready, and follow you.”

“Are you sure we should take-”

“Yes. Papyrus will be able to catch his attention, maybe even calm him down a bit. Now go.”

Undyne nodded, scooped up Papyrus, and turned towards the door. Before she could leave, though, Gaster called out to her.

“Oh, and Commander?”

She looked at him. “Yeah?”

“I can understand if you need to hurt him. I’ll be surprised if you managed to do this without hurting him. But if you kill my son…” his eyesockets went dark. “Y o u   w i l l   n o t   l i v e   l o n g   e n o u g h   t o   r e g r e t   i t . Understood?”

She nodded, and ran out the door. 

~o0o~

It took a little while to find him. He was nowhere on the tenth floor, so they took the elevator to the ninth to find him. 

As Gaster had instructed, the monsters of Hotland and New Home had been evacuated into the first through ninth floors of the True Lab, so there were a number of monsters milling about in the hallway. But the fearful expressions on their faces and the sort of oppressive shadow in the hall told Undyne what she needed to know, and she didn’t ask if they had seen Sans. 

Instead, she asked which way he went. Well, it was more of a demand. 

And they never even got to answer, because right then, an unearthly, bone-chilling scream of agony echoed down the hall. 

Undyne took off running again, the way the sound had come from, as the echoes died away into an eerie silence

Really, it was pretty easy to find him. The darker and quieter it got, the closer they were. 

Eventually, it got to be dark enough that Undyne could no longer see the individual tiles in the floor. If she looked at the lights in the ceiling, they still seemed bright, but it was like the light just got sucked straight out of the air. 

And it was so silent. The normal hum of the fans and machinery in the lab was just a dull, distant buzz, and Undyne was sure Asgore and Papyrus could hear the beat of her Soul.

They found the door of a mostly empty lab. Mostly empty because that was where Sans and his captive were. Sans’ Corrupt Aura made everything little more than a murky shadow, and it sent a chill down Undyne’s spine. 

Sans was at the back of the lab, a shadowy silhouette, hunched over the prone figure of his captive, back to them, completely absorbed in whatever he was doing. 

Undyne quietly lowered Papyrus to the ground, and began to creep forward. As she neared her Corrupted commander, she noticed a few things.

First was the quiet, wet, squelching sound. Second third was how, from what she could see of the half-dissolved-to-dust monster was that Sans had completely mutilated it’s chest. Third was the strange way Sans was moving; it reminded her of a dog, tearing at a piece of meat, as he occasionally jerked his head away from his hands, then leaned forward again. Fourth was the soft white glow that came from his hands…

Oh.

Oh. 

Undyne felt like she was going to be sick.

As she got closer, Sans froze. Then his head snapped around, and he stared at her, one eye socket   black, the other filled with his light-sucking, purple-black, Corrupt iris. 

Undyne’s stomach did a flip. There was a softly glowing white liquid that Undyne knew to be Magic running down Sans’ chin, splattered all across his face, and his hands were covered in the same stuff. There was something in his hands, like a deflated balloon, half-filled with Magic, sagging around the empty space. 

And the monster’s broken chest…

And that one time Undyne had gone to visit Sans, and at dinner, he had started talking about…

Sans could see her disgusted horror, could see that she was too shocked to move. He went back to his task, sucking and chewing at the half-eaten Soul, splattering more Magic on his face and shirt, dripping it between the bones of his hands. Every slurp of the Pure Magic burned in his throat and stung his jaw. It sharpened his senses and boosted his strength. Every time he bit into the still half-formed membrane containing the Magic, he could feel the monster he was crouched over give a barely perceptible shudder of pain. He could feel it’s life slipping away, slipping away into him, and he reveled in it. 

Reveled in the monster’s agony, reveled in the way the Pure Magic hurt him, reveled in the wild energy that filled his bones. 

It had been so long since he had had a good meal. So long. 

He was so hungry. 

It was good. 

Just as he was swallowing the last of the membrane and the monster beneath him finally fully died and dissolved, Undyne snapped back to her senses. 

She looked at Sans, who was letting the Magic on his hands slowly run down his fingers and drip into his jaw. 

She readied an attack, but the second she threw it, Sans lunged backwards, preformed a quick summersault, and was back on his feet. There was still Magic dripping off his hands and splattered across his face, and as he grinned blankly at her, she almost flinched, almost just dropped all her attacks and curled up in a little ball.

And then Asgore attacked, a barrage of his Magic fire slamming into Sans, who hissed in the Corrupt language. 

And then they were fighting. 

Undyne spun and danced alongside Asgore, twirling her spears in deadly arcs. Sans, meanwhile, was like a tank, unfazed by the attacks that slammed into him, instead concentrating on sending out deadly attacks of his own.

Something Corrupt exploded upward in front of them, sending both Undyne and Asgore flying back. Undyne slammed into the wall, then fell to the ground, dazed.

Before she could really understand what was going on, Sans was on top of her. He had his knee right below her ribcage, pressing down on her diaphragm, suffocating her. Distantly, she saw him lifting his hands above his head, a Corrupt attack forming between them…

Then pain. Pain tearing through her chest, raw agony chewing at her ribs, and a strange numbness creeping through her Soul.

It hurt.

After a moment, she saw Sans, still covered in Magic, lift something glowing and pulsing, holding it in front of him. He leaned forward, holding it to his mouth, it’s light contrasting the dark glow of his eye. 

For a moment, Undyne was completely numb. Then it shattered through her chest, the agony like nothing she’d ever felt. She moaned weakly.

For a moment, that was all there was.

Her vision cleared a little. Sans was still crouched over her. Holding the heart-shaped glowing thing.

There was a tear in the side of it. Glowing, white liquid leaked out of it. 

Sans leaned forward again. Held the object to his mouth. Let the liquid drip into his mouth. 

Undyne just felt more numb. Tired. She couldn’t move. She was just too tired. 

There was a flurry of motion. Too fast to make sense to her. 

Wasn’t Sans over her anymore. Papyrus. Not looking at her. More…

Standing over her defensively. Was talking. Didn’t make sense to her.

Sans came back. Started to push Papyrus off of her. 

Gaster was there. Hugging Sans from behind. Something in his hands.

A syringe. In Sans’ chest. He blinked.

Said something.

Slumped forward, falling on top of Undyne.

She hardly felt it. 

He was pulled off her.

Gaster, holding onto her shoulders. Telling her to stay awake. Don’t close her eyes.

Stay with me, stay with me, Commander. 

Don’t close your eyes.

She closed her eyes.
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35 ~ No Regret

Undyne woke slowly.

Everything hurt, and whatever was being forced into her lungs through the mask over her face only made her head more foggy, which didn’t help.

When she opened her eyes, she was first blinded by the light overhead. Gradually, her eyes adjusted, and she saw a shadow. From there, the shadow resolved itself into Gaster, who was leaning over her, doing… something. 

Whatever he was doing, it hurt. 

A sharp jab of more painful pain tore through her, and she reflexively jerked away, which only made it hurt worse. 

Distantly, she heard the doctor snarl something that was probably not something she wanted translated.

Stay still, Undyne!

She struggled, trying to pull away from the pain. 

For the love of Annoying Dog, Commander! You’re only making this more painful for yourself and much more irritating for me! Stay! Still!

She moaned, tried to get away, tried to pull the mask off her face. 

I’m trying to save your life, you💧❄️✝️🚩✋👎👉✋💧👇✏️👍✌️️☹️💣✏️✏️👎🏴✝️☠️✏️✏️

Hands grabbed her shoulders and wrists and pinned her down. She felt the air inside the mask get thicker, and slowly, she sank back into unconsciousness.

~o0o~

Gaster blew out a long breath.

It wasn’t that it was something he couldn’t do, he not only had a bit of experience in patching up Souls, but also had experience in doing it to himself. 

No, that was not why Undyne was giving him so much trouble. 

It was, surprisingly, because she was stronger than he had anticipated. 

He had put an IV into her arm with the intent of only feeding enough Magic into her to keep her stable, but instead, even still with a Soul leaking Magic, it had begun to revive her. 

And sewing up a Soul was hard enough to begin with, but to have her moving around, too.

Well. If he went too much higher on the anesthetic dosage on her, it might be considered lethal. 

Luckily, she didn’t give him too much trouble after that. 

He finished up quickly, settling her Soul in her chest and pulling as much of her dusty flesh back over her ribs, before wrapping the whole mess up in a bandage.

It was a shame that healing Magic didn’t affect the physical Soul. Asgore had only been knocked unconscious, and had quickly been healed by Toriel. He and Gerson were now on their way to check again on the defenses around Hotland.

Meanwhile, Toriel sat on the cot in the once-again broken cell, cradling the still-unconscious Undyne in her lap. 

Gaster would have preferred to keep Undyne on the operating table, but he had needed it for Sans, who was currently strapped down, and beginning to wake from the sedative.

He groaned and struggled weakly against the restraints. Gaster gestured for Papyrus to stay where he was for the moment, sitting at Gaster’s desk, and moved to stand by the table. 

Sans moaned a bit more, then let out a wail. It sounded almost like he was trying to talk, but could only whimper and moan, writhing weakly in pain.

Gaster set his hand on Sans’ chest. “Calm down.”

Sans stopped struggling, but was still trembling. Slowly, he cracked open his eyes, and looked up at Gaster. 

“d-dad-…”

Gaster said nothing, just cocked his head slightly.

“s-sor-ry—” Sans sobbed, “i- t-tr-ied n-not to— b-bec-ause- y-you’n p-pap— you d-did-n’t w-want—” Sans broke off, taking a few strangled gasps of air. “b-but i was so hungry! it hurt, dad! it hurt so much! i- i had to! i had to eat, it h-hurt so bad! i- n-needed t-to stop it— d-didn’t w-an-na h-hurt p-apy-rus—” he broke off, choking on his own sobs. 

Gaster blew out a sigh, and nodded to Papyrus. Papyrus, in turn, leaped out of his seat and climbed up onto the table, hugging Sans as much as he could.

It was strange. Sans’ body convulsed at the contact, and he let out a pained howl, sobbing all the more. But when Papyrus started to pull away, he only cried louder and shook harder. 

It was painful to watch, all the more so because it was his own son who was suffering.

Gaster never thought that having a Pure Soul would, or even could cause so much agony.

~o0o~

Undyne shook off the effects of the drugs slowly.

She groaned and blinked, shifting a little in what she realized were the Queen’s arms.

“Oh!” The queen spoke. “Dr. Gaster! She is awake!”

Undyne heard a distant, muffled response. 

Toriel looked down at her, smiling and gently stroking her hair. “How do you feel?”

Undyne just grunted, settling comfortably into Toriel’s motherly embrace. “Tired. Sore. Wha’ happened?”

Gaster came over and slowly helped her sit up. “My son tried to eat your Soul.”

“‘S that why my chest hurts so much?”

Gaster shook his head, tugging lightly at the bandages around Undyne’s chest. “No. By now, your Soul should have more or less gone numb. But he did have to tear you apart to reach your Soul, meaning your skin and scales were pretty well shredded, and you have a couple broken ribs. Thank you, by the way, for not killing Sans.”

Undyne realized the sounds she thought had just been in her head were actually not, and, in fact, were moans and choked sobs. “… You’re welcome, I guess. So I assume you’re not going let me go out to check on my army?”

Gaster chuckled as he pulled away. “Technically, you and I are equally ranked when it comes to the Royal hierarchy and you can disregard all my advice if you so wish to. But yes, I highly advise not moving for a while.”

Undyne looked around and saw Sans was strapped down to the operating table. It looked like he was in a lot of pain. Papyrus sat on the edge of the table, one hand resting on Sans’ sternum, the other holding Sans’ hand. 

“But, Commander,” Toriel began, “as your queen, if I order you to do something, you must obey. And I am ordering you to listen to Dr. Gaster’s advice, and rest.”

Undyne nodded and looked to Gaster. “Do you have anything that can make it hurt less, at least?” 

Gaster nodded and walked to one of the cabinets lining the wall of the lab. 

Undyne looked again to Sans. “…What happened?”

Papyrus glanced up from his brother and looked at Undyne. “He-… he was awake for a few minutes, and he said… he said that the one Soul he ate was enough to satisfy the Corruption enough that it wasn’t so much in control, but it’s still really strong. He also said… um… he wasn’t sorry, really, about killing that monster. And, he-… he said he had only not wanted to do it because Dad and I didn’t want him to do it. But he was happy to finally- … um. Eat.”

Undyne remembered Sans, hunched over the dying monster, half-eaten Soul in his hands…

She shuddered. 

Then Gaster walked back over to her, and handed her a paper cup full of… something.

“This’ll make you a bit drowsy,” he said, “but it should more or less take away all the pain.”

She sniffed at the liquid, cringed at the smell, then shrugged and knocked it back.

Then she doubled over, struggling to keep it down as her gag reflex kicked in at the taste. 

But she managed to successfully swallow it. Gaster took the empty cup from her, and walked away. 

Undyne’s vision started to blur, and she felt dizzy. When she tried to talk, her tongue felt thick and fuzzy. “Thizzis more’n” she slurred, “a biit druzzy- nnnngh…”

She fell asleep.

~o0o~

What Sans had said was true.

He really didn’t regret killing that monster, nor eating it’s Soul. 

In fact, he would have done that a lot sooner if it wasn’t for the fact that Papyrus and Gaster didn’t want him to.

But he was still mostly Corrupt, and his desire to make his family happy had been overpowered by his hunger, and had survived instead only as a compromise to not hurt them, and instead go for one of the Pure of the masses.

It had been pretty good. And if the Soul he had eaten hadn’t satisfied his Corrupt hunger as much as it had, enough for the Pure side of him to fight it again, he would have been so strong. After all, he had just consumed an entire lifeforce of energy, and had it at his disposal.

But, instead, the ravenous Corruption had been sated and placated to some degree, and Sans was prone and vulnerable as he fought his hunger with Papyrus. 

It hurt.

Both the hunger and the battle, tearing at his bones, twisting his Magic into upheaval. 

He would need to eat again, eventually. 

Eventually, his appetite would grow, starving him, and he would need to eat again.

For the time being, though, he could subdue it.

Somewhat.

It was still there, gnawing at him, begging for just one more Soul… and he could focus on nothing else, nothing but the hunger, nothing but keeping it down.

But, at least like this, he wasn’t killing anyone.

Although killing people wasn’t the problem. Eating their Souls wasn’t the issue.

He liked doing that. Even when he wasn’t in this Corrupt feeding frenzy. 

No, it was just that Papyrus didn’t want him to do that. 

So Sans would try his hardest to keep from doing that.

But.

Eventually.

He would need to eat again. 

…

…

But.

N̛͟͜o̢͡t҉̴̢̡͞ ̶̡Ṕ͏͜à͢p̵͟͢y̶̧̕͝r̷͡ú̶̧s̢̧.͏̶͘̕̕ ͏̷̀

~o0o~

Sans’ pulse was wild and erratic. Papyrus could feel it through Sans’ ribs. There was no pattern to the beat, no evenly spaced intervals. 

Briefly, Papyrus wondered what it must feel like to have a war being fought in your Soul. He quickly banished the thought, though, when another spasm ran through Sans’ body. 

It was, quite obviously, bad.

Papyrus sighed sympathetically as Sans groaned. “Hey Dad?”

Gaster looked over from where he was sitting at his desk. “Yeah?”

“I don’t have to go anywhere, right? I can stay here, with Sans?”

Gaster gave him a small, sad smile as he stood and joined Papyrus beside Sans. “Of course. I wouldn’t expect anything less.”

He wrapped his hand around Sans’ and Papyrus’s already clasped hands. Sans calmed down just a bit.

Sans opened his eyes just a little, his face slipping into what could have been a smile or a grimace as he peered up at his family. He started to try to say something, but another spasm tore through him, replacing his words with a sharp cry. 

And then he was back in the throes of his internal war, fighting off the Corruption that so desperately clawed at his being.

“He’s trying so hard.” Papyrus whispered. “He’s doing his best. Isn’t there anything we can do to help?”

“I-…” Gaster set a hand on Papyrus’s shoulder. “I wish. But-… I don’t even know what’s causing this. What’s making his Corruption so strong.”

Papyrus looked up at Gaster, desperation in his eyes. “But you’re a scientist! Can’t we figure it out?”

Gaster looked at Papyrus, then at Sans. “I… Yes. I… there are some… tests I could run… but… he’s already in so much pain. I don’t want to hurt him more.”

Papyrus reached up to Gaster’s arm and gripped it tightly. “Do it anyway! Please, Dad! We hafta help him! Please!”

Gaster looked back at Papyrus, and Papyrus saw his father was just as desperate as he was. Quietly, he said, “Okay. Okay, let’s do it.”
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36 ~ Won’t Lose Them Again

Sans was moving before he even understood what was going on.

He was writhing and screaming and clawing at the table. He howled and roared unintelligibly, straining with all the power he possessed against the thick, Magic-resistant straps that held him down.

It wasn’t pain that made him do this, but an indescribable rage, a raw, unbridled fury that they should do this, that they should starve him when he was so desperately hungry. 

He screamed, pulling at every thread of brutally capable Corrupt Magic in his being, his power strengthened by whatever the Corrupt had done, were still doing. 

He heard panicked shouting, and resolved to drown it out with his own voice, or even silence it with his Magic if necessary.

And he fought, both with voice and Magic, drawing on every ounce of strength he controlled.

He felt a strap, the one around his right wrist, begin to give way. He poured more Magic into it.

More shouting. Something on his arm. Stopping his Magic.

No. Ǹ̨o̷̢͞t̶́ ͡͡à҉̵͘l̡ĺ̷͝͏o͠҉͢w͡e̷͝d̛̀͟.̶̀̀̀ ̷̀͘͡

He roared, his own voice reverberating in his skull and making his bones tremble, and forced everything into his hand. 

And suddenly, the restraint snapped, and so did the one over his right shoulder. He thrust his hand upward, sending out a wave of Magic with a concussive explosion of noise that left his own nonexistent ears ringing.

With a growl, Sans started tearing at the restraints with his free hand. First he freed his skull, then released his left arm, then undid the strap over his chest. 

Gaster had regained his feet. Sans knocked him down again with a well-placed blast. Not a horribly damaging one, but hopefully strong enough that he got the message: stay down.

Sans clawed away the remaining restraints and hopped off the table. He sprinted for the door, snagging his jacket off Gaster’s desk on his way out.

~o0o~

When Sans bolted for the doorway, Papyrus followed. He raced after his brother, and only just managed to lunge into the elevator before the doors closed. 

Sans hissed, surprised. When he spoke, there was an odd hitch in his voice, almost like he couldn’t quite speak normally. “yoų̡ s̸̡͠hoúl͢dn’̛t̴ ́̕h̕à͢vę f̶̢̨ol̨͢lowed ́͢͠me̢̕͘.̕”

Papyrus, who was on the floor, due to his epic lunge through the door, looked up at Sans. “But I couldn’t just let you eat-” he gagged on the words.

Sans looked at him a moment, expression unreadable. “.̨͏.̛͜.̨́ ̢mu͏c͟h̀ a͜͢s i̢͝’͠d ̛͝l͜͠ike̡̕͢ ̕tò̸͏, n͞ǫ͝w ͘i̕s̶̷̷ ͠͏n̶̕͝ot̴͏̨ ͟͝t́he ţ͠i͘͠m̡e̢. ì ̸go̵ ҉̢͢to̸̧͏ r̢̀͘é̵̕j̧oi͏̶͞n̸ m͘͘y ̀͟a͟͏r̷̢̛m͡y̧͏.͏̢ “

Papyrus climbed to his feet. “You mean you’re going to leave the lab and go back to the Corrupt?” He asked, surprised.

Sans just grinned and nodded towards the keyboard. Papyrus saw the button for the first floor was lit up, had been pressed.

“No! I won’t let you!”

“a̶n̷d̴ ͝wha͝t ̢ar͝e̡ ͞y͜o̢u going͏ to ͏do ̡to̕ stop̷ ̸m̨e?”

That was a good question, one Papyrus didn’t know the answer to. He had already tried to calm Sans down when he had gone into his furious-screaming-and-breaking-everything frenzy, and if it had done anything, it had riled him up more.

Then the elevator stopped moving upward. Sans swore. 

“…͠ stưp̡i̴d́ ̛e̵mer̛genc̕y ͝śtop̷..̷. gon̷na hav̕e͟ ̨tò cl̶imb t͞h̶e͠ s͞h́a͞ft…̢”

“You- you’re climbing up the elevator shaft?!”

Sans ignored him. In one swift movement, he thrust his hand upward, a Corrupt attack blowing out the ceiling of the elevator box. Sans leaped upward, catching the edge of the hole and pulling himself up through it, and quickly disappearing from Papyrus’s view.

“Sans!” Papyrus cried out. “Wait!”

Sans stuck his head into the hole. “͝wha͝t?”

Papyrus held out his hand, putting as much fear and emotion into his voice as he could manage. “P-please, brother. D-don’t leave me here. Please-”

Sans sighed, loudly and rudely. But, after a moment, he stuck out his hand, which Papyrus eagerly grasped. Sans pulled him up and onto the top of the elevator box.

Papyrus looked upward. They were probably around the eighth floor, meaning Sans was planning on climbing up seven levels. 

That was a lot.

Sans scooped him up and pressed him to his chest. “hơ͝l͜͠d́ ̨òn.”

Papyrus did so, wrapping his arms around Sans’ neck and burying his face in Sans’ shoulder.

He felt Sans stretch, heard the shhhwff of an attack. A clang of metal. He was jarred by some impact. 

And then it repeated. 

Papyrus kept his face pressed into Sans’ jacket, eyes tightly closed. He had no desire to know how high up they were, nor how Sans was progressing upward.

Eventually, Sans stopped. Papyrus looked.

There were chunks of the wall gouged out, where Sans was holding on. When he looked down, he saw similar marks going down the elevator shaft.

When he looked at where they were, he saw the elevator door next to them. The black, sticky-looking liquid congealing between the door panels said Sans was forcing it open.

Papyrus looked down again, and paused.

Gaster was climbing through the hole in the top of the elevator shaft, closely followed by Toriel. 

“Dad!” Papyrus shouted. 

Sans’ head snapped downward, and he snarled in the Corrupt language. 

Gaster and Toriel looked up at them. “Don’t worry, I’m com-”

The rest of his sentence was cut off as the door by which Sans clung to the wall grated against it’s mechanisms as Sans forced it open. 

And then Sans was racing out into the True Lab lobby, out into Hotland, towards Waterfall and the Corrupt.

~o0o~

Gaster watched his sons disappear through the elevator door, lost for words. 

Sans had just-…

After just managing to run into the hallway to see Papyrus diving after Sans into the elevator, Gaster had immediately run for the elevator emergency control station, and hit the emergency stop button. 

From there it was only a matter of getting into the elevator shaft, through the maintenance door, and climbing up to the elevator box. But Sans had already escaped the elevator box, and made his way up to the first floor.

Seeing the chunks of wall missing, making a ladder, Gaster immediately went to climb after Sans. Only the Queen’s strong grip stopped him.

“My friend. If you were to pursue your sons now, you would not succeed.”

Gaster thought about that. She was right, of course, he was horribly underprepared.

So Gaster nodded, and climbed back down into the elevator box, and pulled out his phone to call an assistant to get the elevator moving again.

A short while later, he strode into his lab, and paused. 

Undyne had woken up about an hour ago, and appeared to be cursing her inability to move. A few of the machines were still sparking after Sans had blown them up, and one had a small flame flickering out of a vent.

Gaster thought for a moment. What would he need to infiltrate the Corrupt base, and save Papyrus?

Well. Weapons, for one thing. 

He already had his natural attacks, the bones, and his hands. He also had Blasters; he had made those long before he had created Sans; Sans just had an upgraded version.

But, Gaster suspected, that would not be enough. Especially not with his somewhat dilapidated stamina. 

That was another thing. His stamina.

It was still in prototype stages, but it would have to do. It was a vial of concentrated Magic, essentially the monster version of a five-hour energy. 

But then, that was that, so back to weaponry. 

He had the cannons, those were almost ready, but they were clunky and hard to carry, and he didn’t have time for a proper integration, so it would need to be something small enough to carry and hold, quick aim and fire, not a high Magic use-

Like a gun. Yes, something like that would be simple enough. With a bit of duct tape he could convert-

“Doctor, what are you doing?”

Gaster ducked under Asgore’s arm, ignoring the just-arrived bossmonster completely as he went on his way, collecting various objects and tearing apart then rewiring things as needed. 

Asgore tried again, reaching to set a hand on Gaster’s shoulder. Gaster again dodged.

Asgore wasn’t entirely sure that Gaster was even consciously aware of the king. Asgore knew that sometimes the Royal Scientist got so wrapped up in his planning that he paid little attention to his surroundings, and just let his subconsciousness work his feet.

That certainly seemed to be what was going on now as Gaster tore open a cabinet, tossed a few objects aside, and pulled something out, then continued on, completely ignoring how he had almost hit Asgore with one of the discarded objects.

But then Asgore was completely convinced of Gaster’s total absorption when a few extra hands with holes in the palms appeared, summoned at various locations around the lab, preforming small tasks and gathering up nearby objects.

This went on for one hour, two, three, many more. At some point, Asgore had joined his ex-wife, sitting next to the still incapacitated Commander of the army. They quietly conversed, as to not disturb the Scientist (although it probably would have taken something akin to a small but loud explosion to avert Gaster from his work), and Asgore learned of the events leading up to that point. 

That is, until a muffled but loud and cheery ringtone sounded through the lab. Gaster dropped what he was doing, head snapping upright.

“… That’s Papyrus’s ringtone.”

He patted at his pockets, searching for his phone. “That’s Papyrus’s ringtone!”

Not finding his phone in any of the numerous pockets, either in his pants or lab coat, he turned to his desk, digging through the pile of stuff that had accumulated there. At some point, his repeated insistence that that was Papyrus’s ringtone slipped into Hands, but there was still no doubt of what he was saying to the others in the room. 

Eventually, he found the phone and answered the call.

“Papyrus! Are you alright? Where are-”

“Dad! Shhh!” Papyrus hissed through the phone. Gaster shut up.

“Listen!” Papyrus whispered. “I’m alright, I’m not hurt, but I think I’m in the Ruins! I don’t know, Dad, but it’s all purple! There are Corrupt everywhere! I’m in some sort of cage, I think they’re planning on hurting me if Sans disobeys, but Dad-” for a moment, there was a rustling, and then silence. 

“Papyrus?” Gaster whispered. 

“I- one of them almost saw me with the phone- … Dad, I see Sans sometimes- he does everything the Corrupters want him to- but he’s hurt, Dad! He’s in so much pain- you gotta help! Hurr-”

Gaster heard a muffled shout. “Hey! What’s that?!”

“N-nothing!” Papyrus squeaked, over the rustle of cloth as he presumably attempted to hide the phone in his pocket. 

“give it to me.” That was unmistakably Sans’ voice. 

“Sans, wait- no!”

There was the sound of a brief scuffle. Papyrus cried out.

And then, “hello?”

“Sans?”

“heh. yep.”

“Sans-”

“lemme guess. you’re comin’ to rescue me ‘n’ pap. a quick warning though- that’s a  b a d   i d e a. you’re a scientist, not a soldier, and you’ll just be killed. b’sides, as my dad, aren’cha supposed to want me to be happy? i don’ wanna be rescued.”

And then he hung up. 

Gaster knew Papyrus was right, then.

Despite how cold and hard Sans’ words had been, despite how well it was buried, the sorrowful, hurt, pleading tone was still there, barely perceptible. Sans was, whether he knew it or not, in agony, the Pure part of his Soul begging for help.

Gaster had to help.

He had to. 

He realized he had just been sitting there for some time, holding the phone still to his skull. He stuffed the phone into his pocket and lunged into action. 

For a moment, he was occupied with gathering up his supplies, downing one or two or four of the concentrated Magic solutions, packing stuff into his inventory, leaving the lab-

This last thing was stopped, as Asgore and Toriel, both predicting his plans, had taken up guard at the door. 

“Move, please.” He told them. 

“Doctor, as your friend and queen-”

“No. Move.”

“I cannot understand-”

“You’re right.” He snarled. “You can’t understand. You can’t understand what it’s like to lose your children not once, but twice. Sure, you lost Asriel and Chara, but I got mine back, and now they’re gone again. You have no idea how it feels to have it all threatened again. So move.”

“Gaster-”

Gaster’s eyesockets went dark. “G E T   O U T   O F   M Y   W A Y .”

When Asgore took a step forward, intent on saying something convincing, Gaster splayed out his hand.

In the space of half a second, a light purple film overlaid his vision, mixed with orange on the right and light blue on the left, and both Toriel and Asgore slammed to the side, crashing together into the wall.

Gaster didn’t wait to see what would happen from there, he simply strode out of the lab, and into the elevator. 
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37 ~ Only a Scientist

Gaster made record time to Waterfall. Perhaps it was that the raw determination in his eyes told monsters that anyone who got in his way would be punished. Or perhaps it was the extra Magic he had consumed that gave him more speed. Either way, it was only a short time before he was at the Waterfall base.

With Undyne temporarily out of action, Commander Gerson had stepped out of retirement to lead the Pure army once more. Gaster and Gerson knew each other quite well, and the old tortoise-monster was nowhere near as intimidated by Gaster as Undyne was, so if Gaster happened to run into Gerson, he knew there was a rather high chance of his solo mission being scrubbed. 

The solution was simple: don’t be noticed by Gerson. 

Unfortunately, that was going to be a little difficult, as Gaster wanted to grab some things from the armory, which meant walking straight through the middle of the base. 

Luckily, Gaster employed the “act like you belong there, and people will think you do” trick, and made it into the armory all right. Thus, he left the armory successfully equipped with a thin layer of armor under his lab coat, and a couple of small weapons.

It was on his way out of the base, heading eastward towards Snowdin, that Gerson saw him and stopped him.

“What do you think you’re doing?” That was one thing Gaster appreciated about Gerson. The old tortoise was always quite frank.

Best way to respond to that was more frankness. “Going to save my sons.”

Gaster really hoped he wouldn’t have to fight Gerson. Blue Magic really was draining, especially with a monster with such a heavy body and strong Soul. 

Gerson squinted at him. “No yer not. You’ll be killed.”

“The sentiment is appreciated, but really, I am perfectly willing to lay down my life for my boys.”

“… Selfish.”

“… What?” Gaster was, quite honestly, taken aback.

“What yer doin’? It’s selfish.”

“Oh? I fail to see it that way.” Gaster tapped his fingers together, internally debating how long he could waste in this conversation before he should just give up and use Blue Magic. “Please, old friend. Enlighten me.”

“You’re  the Royal Scientist. Over half the weapons in this army came directly from you, and more’a the integrated weapons get passed from parent to kid genetically. Now, say ya go out there, ‘n’ ya get yerself killed. Where do we get our weapons? We don’t, and we lose the war, because we have no weapons, and our weapons inventor went an’ got himself killed, tryin’ to be a soldier when he wasn’t one.”

Gaster was silent for a moment. He steepled his fingers together, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. Then he looked at Gerson and smiled. “You are, of course, right, Commander. Now, then, would you like to know just how much I care about that?”

For a moment, they just stared at each other. 

Then Gerson let out a huff. “There’s nothing I can do ta stop ya, is there?”

Gaster shook his head, smile still plastered on his face. “No, no not really.”

Gerson sighed again and shook his head. “Fine. Go.” He started to trundle off, gesturing slightly. “Jus’ don’t get yerself killed. I don’t like ta lose my friends.”

Gaster nodded, mostly to himself, and set off again.

~o0o~

It was a surprisingly long time before he ran into any of the Corrupt. 

Gaster had made it nearly three quarters of the way through Waterfall when he heard the voices. Having lived with Sans for long enough, he immediately recognized the Corrupt dialect, and hid in some conveniently tall grass. (He still had to crouch down a bit, but compared to how tall most grass was…)

Of course, this was futile. They noticed him almost immediately, since not only could they already sense him to some degree, but they also seemed to be under the affect of whatever had been going on with Sans. 

So, they lunged at him.

Gaster had not come unprepared for this.

He had made two kinds of weapons. First were the integrated weapons, such as Asgore’s spear, Gerson’s hammer, or his own hands and Blasters. These were once solid objects, but once they were marked with the proper Runes and linked to a monster, they become Magic summonable objects. On top of that, integrating a weapon into a monster was like altering it’s Magical genetic code, and was not only quite difficult to undo, but also had a chance of being passed down to the monster’s offspring through said Magic genetic code. 

Secondly were the more basic ones; solid objects with Magic-channeling Runes carved at specific points along them. Anyone with Magic could use these, and they were fairly simple to make. They also used a bit less Magic. Gaster intended to rely mostly on these, as his inherent fighting ability, even with his few integrated weapons, was a bit lacking in strength.

So, it was two of these basic weapons that Gaster whipped out as the two Corrupt lunged forward. One was akin to a pistol, firing enhanced bursts of Magic. The second was a blade, Runes glowing with Gaster’s purple Magic at it’s base and crackling along the blade.

It was mostly because he took them by surprise by lunging straight out of the grass, towards them instead of away as they had expected, but he somehow managed to dispatch both of them. It was, however, at the cost of the blade, which was broken by a Corrupt attack. 

But, with a thin layer of black dust powdering his already black lab coat, he continued.

~o0o~

The cave tunnel from Waterfall to Snowdin presented a bit of a problem. 

Gaster knew from Sans’ story of rescuing Papyrus that there were guards stationed at the end of the tunnel, and these guards were there specifically to prevent an attack, so he would have a hard time getting the jump on them. 

In the end, after another shot of his concentrated Magic solution, he decided on a kamikaze-esque run, simply charging down the tunnel with a roar, firing down the tunnel both with attacks and the pistol.

He found that, surprisingly, he had managed to take down one of the guards. The other attacked him with a brutal fury. He took a few hits to the chest, but they were nothing; just a few HP. The second guard was slain with a couple quick shots to the face. 

He continued, into Snowdin. 

~o0o~

Snowdin Town was crawling with Corrupters. 

Gaster crouched behind a snowbank a ways from the edge of it, as to avoid detection, watching and trying to find the best way through.

But there was no best way through. The place was completely swarmed. In fact, he didn’t doubt that if he took five more steps towards the town, he would have every one of them after him.

He would rather avoid that. 

So he had to find a wa-

Gaster let out a yelp as his feet were yanked out from beneath him, pulling him into the air. 

For a moment, he struggled, held upside down by a thick bone around his right ankle, but as a wild laughter rippled up from somewhere beneath him, he calmed down and looked down.

There was a flower.

He had heard how the Commander of the Corrupt army was “Flowey” the flower. 

And it did look strikingly similar to that flower he had used for the Determination experiments, then later replanted in Asgore’s garden after the experiment had been deemed a failure…

… The flower that had mysteriously vanished. 

He resolved to glare intently at the unruly plant. 

After a moment, Flowey calmed down, and peered up at him. “I’ll admit it, doctor. This is pretty impressive that you managed to get this far.”

Gaster glared. 

“I mean, you’re not even a soldier!”

Gaster glared. 

“But, I can’t let you frolic through these fields anymore.”

Gaster glared.

“You’re family’s already caused us enough trouble!”

Gaster glared, but there was more than a bit of pride in his eyes now.

“Lucky you, though, I can’t kill you quite yet! My Corrupt lord wants a word with you.”

Gaster yelped again as the vine released his foot, and he hit the ground. Slowly, he climbed to his feet, only to have a vine wrap around his neck and shoulders. 

“This way.” Flowey said, the vine tugging him towards Snowdin. 

He had no choice but to follow. 

Apparently, Flowey really did have considerable influence over the Corrupters, because, although they stopped what they were doing to watch, not a single one made any sort of move to attack.

Gaster met the eyes of every single monster in that town, and gave every single one of them his most intimidating glare.

He saw, with no small amount of satisfaction, that a few even flinched when he looked at them. 

Soon, they were out of the town. Flowey led Gaster through the Snowdin woods, and into the Ruins. There were more Corrupters there, but again, none did anything. 

Eventually, they came to what, when the King and Queen had lived in the Ruins, had been the castle throne room. 

Gaster took in the entire room, and managed to keep his expression calm. There were several Corrupt guards standing at the edges of the room. A small, cloaked figure was perched lazily on the single throne in the room. Papyrus was in what appeared to be a dog crate beside the throne. 

Papyrus looked up and gasped when he saw Gaster. “Dad!” 

Gaster gave him a small smile as he was dragged forward and forced to kneel in front of the throne.

There was Papyrus! Caged and scared, but evidently unharmed. That was an entire half of the reason he was here, taken care of! Now all he had to do was get him out of the cage, and go find Sans.

“So then.” A childish voice laughed, and Gaster realized it was from the person on the throne. “The infamous Dr. W. D. Gaster.”

“Infamous?” He grinned. “Why, thank you.”

If he looked close enough, he could just see the bottom of a face under the hood of the cloak. It was grinning. “That wasn’t a compliment.”

“Infamy is in the eye of the beholder. I choose to take it as a compliment.”

The shrugged. “I suppose. Flowey.”

Gaster felt the vine around his shoulders tremble slightly. “Yes, my lord?”

“You can let go of him.”

“Are you sure-”

“Yes.”

The vine slid away from Gaster’s shoulders, and Flowey slipped away underground.

Gaster looked at the child on the throne and stood up. “This will be a lot easier on the both of us if you just give me my children and let us go.”

They laughed, and slipped off the throne. “Getting straight to the point, are we?” Gaster saw they had a kitchen knife in one hand. One small, pale, clammy hand.

“No one has to get hurt. But I won’t hesitate to kill you for my sons.”

They laughed again. It was a sickening sound; no one with a voice that young-sounding should ever laugh that cruelly. “Kill me, doctor? How do you propose to do that? You are a scientist, not a soldier.”

Gaster nodded. “So I’ve been told, multiple times. And, honestly, I agree with you. I am a scientist.” He paused. “But, if you will, I have one question for you…”

“Oh?” They cocked their hooded head. “What’s that?”

“… Do tell me, what exactly do you think scientists do during a war?” Gaster couldn’t stop the grin that spread across his face. This was just too perfect.

The Corrupt lord hesitated.

“Don’t know? Okay, I’ll tell you. We scientists M A K E   W E A P O N S . “

With that, he reached into his inventory, pulled out two weapons, and summoned four Blasters. 
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38 ~ Oatmeal

Gaster fought with everything he had. 

Weapons broke in his grip, worn down by the excess of Magic he poured into them, and every step he took was amid a flurry of attacks from the Corrupt guards.

Eventually, it almost became a pattern, a continually repeated move of a catastrophic dance. 

Fire, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack,fire the Blaster. Fire the weapon, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the blaster. 

Weapon breaks. Drop the broken pieces. Pull out a new one. 

Fire, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the Blaster. Fire the weapon, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the blaster.

He was here to save his sons. 

Weapon breaks. Drop the broken pieces. Pull out a new one.

Fire, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the Blaster. Fire the weapon, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the Blaster.

And he wasn’t going to fail. 

Weapon breaks. Drop the broken pieces. Pull out a new one.

Fire, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the Blaster. Fire the weapon, dodge, summon a Blaster, block an attack, fire the Blaster.

When his final handheld weapon broke, he realized he had killed four of the six guards in the room, and the other two wouldn’t be getting up any time soon. The child-like Corrupt lord had also disappeared.

So he walked over to the cage where Papyrus was sitting, watching him. He looked a little shaken, but overall happy to see Gaster. 

“You’re alright?” Gaster asked as he knelt down by the cage and reached for the lock. 

Papyrus nodded. “I’m alright, but Dad, Sans…”

“Yeah. I know. I heard him.” Finding it would not be an easy one to pick, Gaster summoned an attack and bashed the lock off the cage door. He pulled Papyrus out and hugged him. 

Then he stood. Time to go find Sans.

~o0o~

Sans was eating.

Not a Soul, unfortunately. Just oatmeal.

He was in the large open room that served as the Corrupt base’s main mess hall. Very few voices echoed in the hall in comparison to the Pure base’s mess hall; the mess hall was for eating, not talking. 

Sans wasn’t entirely sure why he had chosen oatmeal instead of hot dogs or something.

Maybe it was because oatmeal was one of Papyrus’s favorites.

Without a multitude of Pure Souls surrounding him, Sans felt very little inclination to go on a Soul-hungry rampage. That was probably for the best; if he ‘turned traitor’ again, he knew the Corrupt lord would hurt Papyrus. 

He stabbed his spoon into the thick, mushy mess in his bowl, vaguely wondering if he shouldn’t see about getting the kind with the dinosaur eggs instead. Or would that be too immature, too childish, too innocent for the Corrupt army’s greatest weapon?

Yeah. Probably. 

Sans wondered when Papyrus had last eaten. Wondered if the Corrupt lord was even planning on giving Papyrus food at some point. 

He poked around a bit with the spoon. 

Wondered if he should try to bring Papyrus some oatmeal. 

“S͘͢a̕͏̢n̨s.͞” He jumped at the voice, and looked up to see the Corrupt lord themself. “I͜ n̶̶͢è̢ęd̛͟ ̨͏yo̷u ̷͝t̡͘͢o̵ c͏̶o̶͢m̸̕e̡ ́͠w͞i̡t̕h̨ m̨̀͜ę͏.͜ ̸”

He nodded wordlessly and let his spoon drop into his bowl. 

He hadn’t actually even eaten a single bite. 

He wasn’t really that hungry anyway, he supposed.

Rising from the table, he quietly followed behind the Corrupt lord. He was mutedly curious about what was going on, but he knew better than to ask.

After a little while, he was led into the lab. 

“W͟ait̛͟͏ ͟͟h̕e̡r̨͡e̵͠.” The Corrupt lord commanded. As soon as Sans had nodded, they turned and walked away, their black cloak flapping behind them. 

Sans wondered distantly if they had ever taken it off, if anyone had ever seen the Corrupt lord’s face. 

Probably not. 

He wondered if he’d ever be allowed to see Papyrus again. 

…

Probably not.

~o0o~

Gaster was mostly just sprinting through halls with Papyrus in his arms, trying to outrun the Corrupters and find Sans. 

It wasn’t working too well. 

He had been running for twenty, thirty minutes. There was no sign of Sans. If he slowed down just a tiny bit, he got hit in the back by a Corrupt attack. 

The Ruins were massive. There was no way they were getting out of there alive. 

He glanced at Papyrus, who was holding on to the lapels of his lab coat, peering over his shoulder. 

We are going to make it. I won’t let us die.

Almost overbalancing and falling over, Gaster turned a corner and ran off in the new direction. He heard the roars and howls and the sound of feet on the floor as the Corrupters turned, too. 

There was no way they could possibly lose the Corrupters, not when they could sense their Souls. There were far too many to fight. 

Another glance at Papyrus as he rounded another corner. 

I’ll make it. I have to.

Two more Corrupters were in this hallway. They quickly joined with the mass behind Gaster as he ran by them.

As Gaster turned into yet another corridor lined with doors, an idea came to him. 

He could find a room. Barricade himself and Papyrus in it. Then…

He wasn’t sure from there, but at least he would have a small reprieve from this running.

He turned to the nearest door and flung it open. The second he was inside, he slammed it behind him, dropping Papyrus and putting his full weight against it as Corrupters pounded against it. 

Understanding what was going on, Papyrus grabbed the nearest object, which happened to be a chair, and pulled it over to Gaster, who jammed it under the door. 

It wouldn’t hold forever, but it was a good, solid chair, and  would be enough for the moment.

Sighing in relief, Gaster pulled away to look around the room. 

And then he froze. 

“d- dad? pap?” Sans looked shocked.

“Sans!” Papyrus yelped and ran over to him, wrapping him in a big hug. 

Sans just looked shocked.

Gaster walked over and hugged his sons. “Sans. You’re alright.”

Sans pulled away, shaking. “n- no! you can’t be here! you have to get out!”

Gaster nodded. “A sensible idea, Sans. We need to work together and-”

“no, you don’t understand! in just a few seconds, the-”

Suddenly, there was a loud crunch. The chair broke, and the door was swept open. 

Standing in the doorframe was a small, darkly cloaked figure.

“Well, well, well.” The Corrupt lord laughed in their eerily childish voice. “What a happy family reunion!”

Gaster looked at them. “Well. It was, until you got here.”

“dad. don’t.” Sans whispered. 

“So I’d really appreciate it if you could go away.”

“What, you mean I can’t join in on the fun?”

“It’s a family reunion, and you are not family. I will kill you.”

“dad, please! stop!”

The lord laughed. “No you won’t. You can’t.”

“dad!”

“I can, and I will.”

“no!”

“I’d like to see you try.”

With that, the Corrupt lord undid the clasp holding on their cloak, and let it slip to the floor.

Gaster blanched. He knew that face. That sweater. That shock of orange-red hair. He had seen this person before, long ago.

But that was impossible. They should be older, not a child any more. 

If they were still alive, that is.

Because he had seen Chara die.

Lord Chara noticed his shock and laughed. “Surprised? I’m a lot closer to you than you thought, huh?” With a sharp gesture, a knife with a pitch black blade appeared in their hand. “Anyway, I do believe you said you were going to kill me.” They took a step forward. “And I think this is going t͕̍̓o̯̪̜̦̪͇̓ͫ̈́̒̍̈́ͅ ̣̼̜̗͈ͤ̓̓́͒ͪ͊̚b̘̜̑̇ͦ̓ë͍̲̜̻̜̬̳͐͒͛ͩ͋͌ ͖̭͙̻ͦͫͣ̈́f̳̻̬̬͕̣̹̒̓ͧ̿̓u̻̼̘͑ṇ̩̋͑.”

And then they lunged forward. 

Gaster only just managed to summon a bone in his hands and raise it in time to block the deadly arc of the knife. The shock of the impact jolted through him, and he stumbled a step back.

Before Gaster could even consider an attack, Chara was swinging again, and Gaster again only just blocked. 

In the space of an instant between Chara’s swings, Gaster managed to summon a Blaster and fire it at them. 

But Chara just twitched their hand holding the knife, and a wall of solid Corruption formed between the Blaster and the Corrupt lord. Then they swung out again, a dark blur of Corrupt shadows rippling off their blade. When Gaster blocked, the shuddering impact that ran through him made him feel weak. 

Chara laughed, and Gaster finally began to understand the gravity of his situation. Chara was not struggling with their blows. They were not putting the most force they possibly could into their swings. They were not moving especially fast. 

They were playing with him.

They were just toying with him, seeing what he could take before they killed him.

That made Gaster mad.

With a roar, he summoned a Blaster, two Blasters, three, four, ten, fifteen, all firing at Chara.

The very idea that they were laughing at him.

Each an every one was blocked. 

That they were just drawing it out.

Gaster poured more Magic into the Blasters, and the Corrupt shields began to break down under the constant assault. 

That they

Thought

He was just

Going

To let

Them kill 

His sons. 

In an instant, the Corrupt shields broke, and Gaster summoned every hand at his disposal to hold Chara in place. 

Every single Blaster found it’s target.

And when they died away, disappearing one by one, Chara was still standing there, grinning widely. 

“Oh. I’m sorry, was that supposed to hurt?”

Gaster just gaped. His jaw moved, but no sound came from his mouth. His hands gestured, but the gestures were meaningless.

And then Chara lunged forward. Gaster felt a flash of pain across his chest, and then… blackness. 

~o0o~

Papyrus watched, horrified, as his father dropped to his knees, hands clutching uselessly at his chest. When Gaster fell forward and was still, Papyrus ran forward with a shout, not caring that Chara was still standing there.

He grabbed ahold of Gaster’s shoulders. “Dad?! Dad?!”

He heard Sans say something in the Corrupt language, and Chara respond.

Gaster twitched a little, and relief flooded through Papyrus. 

And then Sans was by Papyrus’s side, carefully rolling Gaster onto his back.

To be honest, the damage wasn’t that bad. None of Gaster’s ribs were even broken, just a few cracked. Papyrus supposed it was more the shock of the hit, or something in the clearly-Magical blade of the knife, that had knocked Gaster out. 

He was already beginning to wake up. 

Slowly, he shifted and opened his eyes, groaning. “Whaa…?”

Chara said something in the Corrupt language. 

Sans looked up, surprised. “but-”

“Now, Sans. You’re lucky I’m letting them live.”

Sans looked broken. He turned to Papyrus. “pap… d’you think you can help me carry him?”

Papyrus just nodded. “Where…?”

Sans nodded towards the back of the lab, to what Papyrus realized must have been the same cell he had been in with Alphys.

He blinked a moment, then moved to take up Gaster’s feet.

Gaster moaned as his sons dragged him into the cell, but he was still mostly out of it.

Once they had gotten Gaster into the cell, Sans paused a moment, stopping Papyrus. 

He hugged Papyrus. “… you gotta stay here, pap.”

Papyrus nodded into Sans’ chest. 

“i’ll figure somethin’ out.” Sans whispered. “i promise…”

And then he was gone, slipping out of the cell, and walking over to Chara. 
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39 ~ A Bit of Help

Sans stood just outside the cell, trying to stay still. 

Waiting for instructions. From Chara.

Behind him, he could hear Gaster groaning as he woke up. He wasn’t too horribly injured, but there was no way he was doing any more fighting.

Chara didn’t speak for a long time. They stood there, seemingly very deeply absorbed in the task of digging dirt out from under their fingernails with the tip of their black knife. 

Sans knew better than to say anything. Knew that the Corrupt lord would speak when they were good and ready to speak. Knew that asking questions unprompted would very well get him, or his family, killed. 

So he stood there, and waited.

Gaster calmed down, fully awake. Sans could hear the quiet murmur of Papyrus’s voice as he explained to Gaster what had happened in the last ten minutes. 

Eventually, Chara did speak. 

“Sans.”

He looked at them. 

“Sans, I want you to do something. I want you to do what I made you to do.”

“You didn’t make him,” Gaster spat, “I did.”

Chara gave him a dark look. Their expression relaxed after a moment, though, and they shrugged. “Fair enough. Sans, I want you to do what I modified you to do. If you do, then I won’t hurt your  family.”

“will you let them go?” Sans asked quietly. 

Chara frowned. “Don’t push your luck, Sans. It’s a really stupid thing to do.”

Sans looked to the floor. “sorry.”

Chara waved his apology off. “Do you want to know what I’d like you to do?”

Sans hesitated a moment, then sighed. “… no. but i guess i have to if i’m going to do it.”

Chara smiled slightly. “So, I will tell you, then. I want you to, firstly, go destroy the Pure base in Waterfall.”

Sans waited a moment. “… is- …is that all…?”

Chara nodded. “For now.”

“Don’t, Sans. Don’t do it.”

Sans glanced over his shoulder at Gaster. He was sitting up, leaning against the back wall of the cell. Papyrus was sitting next to him, looking a bit scared. 

Gaster looked furious.

Chara walked over to the glass wall of the cell. “You do realize that if he doesn’t do it, then I’m going to-”

“please. please don’t hurt them.”

Chara rounded on Sans, a wicked gleam in their strangely suddenly dark eyes. “I’m not hurting them, Sans. You are. If you don’t do what I tell you to, you’ll be making me hurt them. And you brought them here. You brought your brother straight to me, and your dad came because of that. This is your fault.”

“D O   N O T   P U T   T H E   B L A M E   F O R   T H I S  O N   M Y   S O N .” Chara turned back to Gaster, who was struggling to his feet. “This is   N O T   his fault. The blame rests squarely on your shoulders, Chara. You are the one who made him bring Papyrus. You are the one who Corrupted him. You are the one who controls the Corruption.” Gaster was on his feet, now, and standing right at the glass wall. “So do not for even just one second try to guilt Sans into doing anything.”

Chara’s eyes were completely black, now, and they gazed coolly at Gaster. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you wanted to die.” They grinned. “I’ve half a mind to kill you now, except for the fact that if I kill you, I have just a little less leverage over Sans. Still, I can’t let your insubordination go unpunished-”

“please! please, i’ll do what you want! just don’t hurt them!”

“Sans, no. As your father, I am telling you not to do anything this lunatic orders you to. We’ll be fine.”

Chara’s grin twisted maniacally upwards. “No you won’t! Not if he doesn’t do what I want! Because, doctor, I plan to break you. I plan to rip you apart, shatter every bone in your body, twist every joint backwards! And then, I’ll let you heal, and I’ll do it again! What you call “pain” is nothing compared to what I’ll do to you! And I’ll keep doing it, again and again and again, until this room becomes your entire world, until you forget anything else exists, until every waking second of your day is filled either with your screams, or Papyrus’s, until you beg for my mercy! Until Sans begs for my mercy! And you know? I don’t have mercy.” They turned back to Sans, who was thoroughly horrified, and smiled blankly at him. “So I recommend you don’t get yourself into a position where you’re begging for my mercy, because you won’t get it. Ever.”

Sans tried to talk. Had he been able to move his jaw, it would have been opening and closing like a fish’s mouth, as he desperately tried to talk. 

But no words came. 

Eventually, he hung his head, and turned to the door. “i- … i’m going to waterfall.”

And with his hand, he signed to Papyrus and Gaster. “love you. sorry.”

And then he was gone, the door closing behind him. 

Slowly, Chara turned back to Gaster. Their eyes were still completely black. They smiled, and a dribble of pure blackness slipped out of their mouth, trailing down their chin. 

Gaster had a sinking feeling.

~o0o~

Sans trudged wearily through the Waterfall caverns, heading for the Pure base near Hotland.

This was… bad.

It wasn’t that he didn’t want to destroy the Pure base; he did want to do that, quite a bit, actually. It was just that Papyrus and Gaster were in the Corrupt base, and Lord Chara was personally guarding them, and using them as leverage to get Sans to do whatever they wanted. 

He couldn’t let his family be hurt. 

So that meant he needed to do everything Chara wanted. 

Gaster and Papyrus would be stuck in the cell, but that was better than being stuck in a cell and tortured until they inevitably died, right? 

… Right?

…

No. 

No, he couldn’t let them stay there. H had to get them out, somehow. 

Somehow.

…

…

He was going to need some help. 

~o0o~

Undyne was happy.

Okay, maybe happy wasn’t the right word.

It would’ve been hard to he happy when Sans had tried to eat her Soul, escaped with Papyrus, Gaster had left, and everything had gone to hell the way it had.

But, whatever Dr. Gaster had done had worked, and after several extensive doctor checks, she was already back out on the field. Granted, she wasn’t quite back to full strength yet, but she was most definitely close.

For the time being, Commander Gerson was still in Waterfall, helping her to run things.

It was a good thing he was there, too. Thrice already, the Corrupt had assaulted the base. Every time, the Pure had managed to hold them back, but Undyne hadn’t been there for two of the attacks, and  the third she had only been working at half her usual efficiency. Had Gerson not been there, they would have been overtaken every time.

Undyne was making her way with Gerson to the mess hall. Much as they would both like to keep working, they did both need to eat.

Their progress was stopped by a shout. “Commander-s!”  They turned to look at the messenger. “Sir, Ma’am, I was told to tell you that you were needed in the debriefing room immediately!”

“Why?” Undyne questioned. She was hungry.

The messenger gave a half-shrug. “I was only told to tell you that. Rumor is, though, a Corrupter surrendered, and asked to talk to the acting Commander.”

Gerson nodded. “Dismissed.”

Together, Undyne and Gerson turned to the building opposite the base. 

When they walked into the room, Undyne froze. Sans was sitting there, eyes closed, a guard to either side of the chair he sat in. 

Hardly knowing what she was doing, Undyne lunged forward, summoning a spear to her hand as she leaped over the table. 

She halted, crouched on the table, spear tip resting on Sans’ chest. “Give me one good reason,” she growled, “why I shouldn’t just run you through, right here, right now.”

When she had lunged forward, Sans had opened only his left eye. Now he peered up at her with the cracked orb of light, his right eye tightly closed. Undyne noticed there was sweat dripping down his skull. “c-could you-” he panted, “p-lease put th-that away? it-s a-already ha-rd enough to c-concen-trate-  without y-your m-ma-gic in- my face-”

“Concentrate on what?” 

“n-ot e-eating—” 

He really did look like he was having a hard time.

Slowly, Undyne withdrew, but didn’t let go of her spear. “… Why are you here, Sans?”

He was quiet a moment. “… t-they have pap- an’ gaster-… gonna hurt ‘em…”

“Well, you only have yourself to blame for that.”

Sans flinched. “don’t… if- if i destroy t-the base, my lord said they w-wouldn’t hurt them. s-so-…”

“So why did you surrender?”

When he looked up at her with his one broken eye, she could see his desperation. “b-because they- they’ll just do it again.” His voice was hoarse. “they’ll just make me do more, and s-sometime i might not be able to do something— and then— pap-” he took a breath. “u-undyne- i can’t not destroy the base— but please- i- i wanna get my family outta there. l-listen. they d-didn’t specifically tell me to k-kill everyone. e-evacuate- take all the weapons, all the supplies- let me destroy the b-buildings- then c-come help me s-save t-them.”

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?”

Sans spread out his hands. “l-look at- me, c-comm-ander! i c-can’t- even open- my right eye- because it’s too strong! t-the only thing keeping me f-from killing you now is- that papyrus- is in danger, and it doesn’t matter- if i’m the one attacking him-… t-there is n-nothing i- can do without your help. please, commander! i d-don’t want my f-family to s-suffer!” He was trembling by the end of his small speech.

Undyne glanced to Gerson. 

He sighed, slowly. He had known Sans longer than Undyne. 

“Sans. At the very least, we need a better plan.”

Sans nodded.

Gerson sighed again. Then he gestured to one of the two guards. “You. Go. Call a mass evacuation. Tell everyone ta fall back to the Hotland base.”

They guard nodded and ran out. Gerson and Undyne looked to Sans. “Now then. About that plan…”
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40 ~ A   B A D   T I M E

Despite the dire circumstances, despite the danger to his brother, and despite their massive plot that was highly unlikely to succeed, Sans would be hard pressed to say he didn’t have any fun at all when he destroyed the Pure base.

The second that Gerson and Undyne stepped far enough back to not be considered in the base, he opened his right eye and let loose the Magic that had been fighting to take him over.

He tore into the buildings with wild abandon, destroying everything in his path, then turning around to destroy it again. He ripped apart walls with his bare hands. He sent attacks shattering through the ceilings. A building or two may have collapsed on top of him, but he was too far lost in his wild frenzy to notice. 

Eventually, he calmed down, and quickly slapped his hands over his right eye, trying to stifle the power surging through it. After a moment, he lowered his hands, eye closed. 

Then, with his left eye, he surveyed his work. 

There was nothing left. It was all just rubble, shattered wreckage spread across the entire cavern.

Gaster had explained once to Sans about hurricanes and tornadoes. He had said that the atmospheric region in the top of the Underground that created snow in Snowdin and rain in Waterfall wasn’t quite strong enough to create gale-force winds, but he had made it quite clear to Sans that this was a good thing. 

Looking at the wreckage, Sans thought it must have looked like what would happen if two or three tornadoes had gone through there. 

He turned around. Undyne and Gerson were still standing in the same spot. Even from this distance, Sans could see their mouths were open. 

He gestured for them to come on. 

A bit hesitantly, they followed after him as he started walking towards Snowdin. 

~o0o~

Gaster felt so helpless. 

There was nothing he could do. 

And now Papyrus was being Corrupted, and he was stuck in this cell. 

Almost immediately after Sans had left, Chara had come into the cell, wrenched Papyrus out of Gaster’s grip, and dragged the small skeleton over to the operating table. 

When they had filled a syringe with Corruption, Gaster had shouted that they had promised not to hurt anyone.

Their response had been that it was all a matter of opinion, that they considered being Corrupt helpful, not harmful. Then they had plunged the syringe into Papyrus’s Soul. 

And then they turned to look at Gaster and laughed. “In any case, haven’t you ever heard of lying? It’s quite useful. You should try it sometime; there are so many things you can do with it.”

Now Gaster was stuck, sitting in the cell, as Papyrus moaned and whimpered and struggled weakly against the restraints on the table. 

To make matters worse, Gaster was also in pain; his ribs were cracked from Chara’s blow, and he had received more wounds than he originally thought when initially rescuing Papyrus. Not that that mattered, he could put up with a million more times this if it meant relieving Papyrus of his pain. 

Gaster looked at Chara, who was standing nearby. “Why are you doing this?” He made no attempt to hide the pain and desperation in his voice.

They looked curiously at him. “Because I’m the evil overlord.”

Gaster blinked. “But… why? When I knew you, you were… well. I won’t say you were nice, because you were a very rough child. But you were by no means evil. What-… what happened?”

For a moment, Chara seemed very absorbed in looking at their fingernails. Then they looked at Gaster, a fire burning in their reddish brown eyes. “They say it’s a bad idea for the villain to start monologuing, and in every movie I’ve seen and book I’ve read, I scream at the villain when they reveal their plan because it’s always their downfall. But I’m so beyond caring now. It doesn’t matter, not anymore. So I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you. I died. Killed by Corrupt monsters. And Asriel absorbed my Soul, and I led him to go take my revenge. But even with the power of a human and a monster Soul, we weren’t strong enough to take on the Corrupt army. Even as we ran, we died.

“But even as the breath slipped from our lungs, as we crumbled to dust, there was something else in our Soul. In my Soul. 

“Do you want to know what it was? It was hate. Hate for this world, this world that has to extinguish every light, that can’t let such a small good thing as Asriel live. I hated this world for killing my brother. I wanted to see it burn. And holding onto that hate, I called out to the Corruption.

“For a little while, I let the Corruption hold me. Then, I fought it, I won, and I took control of it. Because, see, the Corruption is hate. I am made from hate. That, combined with my Determination allows me to live again, to rule this Corruption, this instrument of the world’s destruction.”

Chara paused a moment in their monologue. “You see?” They asked Gaster, smiling. “You can’t kill me. I’m not alive, not really. Just hate and Determination. I am ruler of the Corruption, it obeys me.”

“… So this entire thing is a revenge plot?”

Chara laughed. “Ha! No. I mean, that’s a big motivation, but the Corruption was around for a long time before I was even born. It’s been hating for a long time, it just accepted me as its complete monarch when I proved to be stronger than it.”

Gaster blew out a slow breath. Honestly, he had no pity for Chara. They had hurt his sons, and he couldn’t forgive that.

Heh. The irony of it. He supposed he was the “good guy” here? But Chara hated because their brother had been killed. And now, here Gaster was, hating Chara for hating. 

But. His sons were still alive. He wasn’t  going to let them die, regardless of how hypocritical he was.

“So. What exactly, then, did you do to make Sans go into a Soul-hungry frenzy?”

Chara laughed again. “Sorry, doc. I’ll have to draw the line at the backstory. If I start describing how my plan works, it really will be my downfall. That’s just how these things work.”

Before Gaster could say anything, the door was kicked in. “But, see, it’s already too late!” A loud, familiar voice screamed. “Because we’re gonna kick your butt anyway!” 

“WHAT THE HECK— WHERE DID YOU COME FROM?!” Chara screamed at the fish monster and tortoise who stormed into the room, weapons drawn.

“eh. y’know, i brought ‘em.” Sans sauntered into the room. “couldn’t let you go hurtin’…”

Despite Sans’ confident entry, Gaster could see he was struggling. He had his right eye closed, and was sweating. This was only magnified when he saw Papyrus, still fighting the Corruption in his Soul, prone on the table. 

His expression turned murderous. “undyne. gerson.” He growled. “change of plans. you get my family outta here. i’m takin’ on this brat myself.”

Before anyone could argue, Sans and Chara were locked in combat, Sans’ broken left eye blazing with Magic, the Corrupt Magic already running down his face as he refused to let his right eye light.

But Gaster didn’t have time to watch as Gerson forwent the electronic door lock and just smashed in the cell wall with his massive hammer. Then he was grabbing Gaster, hoisting the Royal Scientist over his shoulder, and running out of the room, Undyne carrying Papyrus right behind him.

~o0o~

As soon as he was sure that Undyne and Gerson had had enough time to get down the hallway, Sans took a shortcut to the doorway, struggling to simultaneously block out the pain of using his Pure Magic and stop his Corrupt Magic from overtaking him. 

Chara raced after him as he slipped out the door and started running in the opposite direction he knew Undyne and Gerson would have taken. 

Chara ran after him, roaring in fury, intent on destroying him.

Good. 

He led them on a wild chase, letting them think he was going to stop and fight them, occasionally firing an attack off behind him. They followed, blinded by their anger.

Eventually, he found what he was looking for: a large, empty hallway.

He took a shortcut into the middle of the hall.

Chara entered cautiously, waiting for his attack. He didn’t attack, not yet.

They walked up to him.

He chuckled. “well, kiddo. this is it. your final chance, then. drop the knife, walk away. leave my family alone.”

“Or what?” They snarled. 

“or you’re really not gonna like what happens next.” Sans got ready to feed more Magic into his broken left eye. He knew he was going to need it. 

Chara grinned darkly. “Actually, I think I’ll enjoy killing you.”

Sans shrugged. “fair enough. y’know, kid, it’s a beautiful day outside. the birds are singing. the flowers are blooming. on days like these, kids like you, S H O U L D   B E   B U R N I N G   I N   H E L L .”

Even as Sans’ one-eyed vision lit with a blue and yellow glow, Chara was grinning. Their eyes turned pitch black, sticky black tears dripping from their eyes, black drool running from their mouth.

“I͚͈͕͉̰̰̿͂ͧͪ̿ͪ ̵̵̳͎̭̭̐̾ͬ̈̏͌̒ ͕̪̦̬̳̳͙͌͂ͬ͛̀͜ ̨̩̖̜̘͖̭̺ͤ́͋̽̀͐A͚̗̹̫̲̾̃͗ͫ͐͛͒ͨͅ ̷̸̮͖̣̳͓̱̣̪̱̔̈́͢L̫̤͇̤͖̱̔̇̽͋͂̄͟ ͉̭̔ͦͨ͒ͤͥ̚͘͢͝R͊ͪ͆̈͟͏̧̪ͅ ̘͙̺ͣͨͦ̎É̵̤̹̜̝̣͕͙͛̀ͅ ̛͍̘̝̤̜̙̬̀̋ͯͦͤ̊͐͒Ą͕̤̯̼̺͌̕ ̦̲̱̰̺̓̊͐ͦ̆ͥD̝̜̮̘̘͕̹̏̓ͪ̌ͮ̂̐̈́͊ͅ ̸̝̦̐ͦͪ̒Ỵ̢̞͖̒͛́ ͓̥̰̹͔͍̊͐̐͒ ̘̱̅͌̉̓́̂̓͠͡ ̢̝̮͓̼͕̲͍ͨ̑͋͌̈̉̚͡H͎̘͖̝̦͂̔͊̌͋̾̐́͘ ̶̣̬͓͂̋̇̑͋͒̿̽Ă̵̊̄̔ͪ͏̘̠͓̲̲̝̹ ͙̍͒ͤ͘̕V̵̪̳͕̠̰̅͐ͫ͋ͭ ̶͙̳̥̞̽͌̒̉ͯ̑͋̐Ȩ͆̏͂́͏̺̯̲͚̫ ͇͚͎͎̻ͣ͐̾ͮ͆ͪ͝.̿ͮͥ͏̜̫͢ ̢̺̭̳̟̝̜̂̈͢”

~o0o~

Gaster was almost ready to throw a tantrum.

Because here he was, being carried to safety, while his son fought an unkillable beast with less than half of his arsenal. 

But he had to trust that Sans knew what he was doing. After all, he had gotten Gaster and Papyrus out of there. Maybe even that “change of plans” was actually all part of his plan.

Gaster had to believe.

Suddenly, they slid to a halt. Gaster was dumped off Gerson, and Undyne handed the still-unconscious Papyrus to him. Tearing his gaze away from his son, Gaster looked at why they had stopped.

He whistled. “That is a lot of Corrupters.”

Undyne gave him a scathing look. “No duh.” 

And then they started fighting.

~o0o~

Sans fought with everything he had.

Which, unfortunately, didn’t mean his Corrupt Magic. Because, the second he started using that, he knew, he would stop fighting Chara and let his Corrupt lord kill him. 

So that meant keeping his right eye closed. Using broken Blasters and splintered bones. Pushing and shoving with Blue Magic. 

Dodging and taking shortcuts out of Chara’s attacks, because he knew he would go down with just one hit. If they touched him, it was over. He was done, dead, and not even his strange mixed Magic would be able to save him. 

So he dodged and attacked.

Chara just laughed, a howling, shrieking, grating sound that hurt Sans, every time they got hit. They got hit a lot, the same sticky, black liquid dripping from their wounds as their mouth and eyes. 

And the battle went on.

Chara sliced at Sans with their black knife. He dodged back, simultaneously lifting his hand and firing off a pair of Blasters. 

Chara dodged one, only to jump straight into the other. Their screaming laughter sent a chill down Sans’ spine. 

He couldn’t keep this up much longer, he knew. 

They lashed out again, and he took a shortcut behind them, then sent a multitude of broken bones to run them through. All were dodged or blocked.

He would be hit, and he would fall and die, and then Papyrus and Gaster would die, too. 

They would all die.

Sans slipped under Chara’s next attack, then used Blue Magic and a shortcut to move them a ways away. 

Breathing hard, he watched them advance. As soon as they got within reach, he shoved them back again.

“… What is this, Sans? Done fighting?”

Sans panted. “heh. yeah, pretty much. i- i know I can’t beat you. you’ll hit me sooner or later. so, uh- … i’m jus’ not gonna let ya get close enough to hit me. or anyone else. ever. even if it means we’re standing here ‘til the end of time.”

Chara just smiled. “Okay, then.” And they sat down on the ground.

Sans waited. And watched.

Annoying Dog, he was tired. 

Chara didn’t move. Neither did he. 

He had used so much Magic, and more of it had leaked out his eye. He was quite practically running on fumes. 

He felt his left eye begin to close. Chara tensed, but didn’t move.

He had come into this knowing he wasn’t going to make it or alive…

N- … No. gotta… protect Pap…

Chara lunged. Sans twisted his Magic as he dodged. A wink at Chara, and then he was gone, taking a shortcut away.

~o0o~

They had just finished off the rest of the small mob of Corrupters. Gaster had taken quite a few hits, but he was still standing, and Papyrus was unharmed. 



Suddenly, Sans collapsed in front of them.

Still clutching Papyrus to his chest, Gaster ran over to Sans as he climbed shakily to his feet.

There was a literal stream of Corrupt Magic flowing from his eye.

“Sans,” Gaster began, “what-”

Sans waved him off. “no time for that. two hallways down, left turn then straight. sixth door. gotta get there.”

“What’s there?” Gerson asked.

Sans gestured vaguely to his right eye.

“Alright, let’s go.”

They started forward, but as soon as Sans tried to move, his legs collapsed beneath him. Luckily, Undyne was there. She caught him, and slung him over her shoulder. Then they were running. 

~o0o~

Sans fell into an exhausted daze as Undyne ran. He had directed them to the… thing that was amplifying the Corrupt strength. All they had to do was destroy it, and things would get a lot easier.

Gerson was running in front, then Undyne with Sans, then Gaster with Papyrus. Sans was happy to see Gaster was mostly okay enough to be running. Papyrus was unconscious, and probably in a lot of pain, but he was alive, so that was something. 

Undyne turned left, then went straight. Sixth door.

She twisted Sans in her grip. “This it?”

Sans looked at the thing. “that’s it.”

Undyne settled him back on her shoulder, then started flinging attacks into the Corrupt thing, alongside Gerson. Eventually, once they were sure it was broken beyond repair, they stopped. Sans could feel the Corrupt power slipping from him. He opened his right eye. It was okay. 

“What now?” Someone asked. Sans wasn’t quite sure who was who anymore. He was just so tired.

“now,” he murmured, “…now i do this.”

He poured Magic into his left eye, grabbing all their Souls with Blue Magic, and pulling them through a shortcut.

~o0o~

As soon as the darkness faded, the crushing pressure in his chest had released, and he heard Sans coughing and gagging and choking, Gaster understood what had happened. Sans had shortcut-ed them back to the lab.

 He pulled himself up and moved over to where Sans was lying on his back, choking on his own mixed Magic vomit. Gaster sat Sans upright and lightly pounded on his back, until he was finished.

From there, ignoring the pain wracking his body, he lifted Sans onto the table, and located Papyrus as being curled up on his side on the floor. 

He swooped down and grabbed up Papyrus, then settled him next to Sans’ side. Sans smiled at Gaster and held Papyrus close.

Undyne and Gerson were regaining their feet.

Sans had been using his Pure Magic again, so that meant Gaster would need to clean out his eyesocket again. He gathered up what he would need, and returned to Sans, noticing with some relief that Sans seemed exhausted, but still more or less fully conscious. 

“Are you alright?”

“… yeah… didn’t get hit once… just used… lot’a magic… pretty nauseous.”

Gaster nodded. “That’s good you didn’t get hit, I suppose. Need to get you cleaned up, though. Can you hold still?”

“mm’kay.”

“Doctor-” Undyne began, but Gaster waved her off. Sans was priority, at the moment, then Papyrus.

Gaster started to clean Sans up.

As Sans was awake this time, he was able to hold still throughout the whole of it, and didn’t take as long. As soon as Gaster finished, though, Sans promptly closed his eyes and went to sleep. 

Before Gaster could do anything else, though, Undyne grabbed his shoulders and forcibly turned him around. 

“Doctor. Stop. Sit down.”

“What? Why?”

“Just do it.”

Gaster couldn’t sit down; he still needed to check on Papyrus-

Then he happened to glance down. 

He remembered taking hits when he fought to save Papyrus. The blow from Chara that had knocked him out. Getting hit more when fighting alongside Gerson and Undyne.

He was a scientist. Not a soldier. 

The damage just added up. 

Finally, Gaster was forced into acknowledging the pain that besieged him. His vision blurred and his knees felt weak.

Did he even have ribs anymore?

Or had they all already turned to dust?

His legs gave out, and he plummeted.

Undyne in font of him. Holding him up. The Gerson.

Shouting. 

Go get help!

Yes. He wanted to go get help. Someone needed help. Papyrus. Sans. Himself.

Help. 

Hurts so much. 

His vision started to get black.

Hasn’t hurt like this in a long time. 

Just stay still, Doctor. Undyne’s gone ta get help. Stay still.

Still?

He could do still.

He could stay still…

…So still…
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41 ~ Dinosaurs

Gaster sat up and screamed. 

Everything hurt, and it had quite surprised him when he had woken up. 

He could feel something, against his ribs and in his Soul, and it hurt even more. He started clawing at his collar, intent on pulling it out from under his shirt. 

He had to get up, go find Sans and Papyrus. Make sure they were safe.

But it seemed as though every time he had just gotten his fingers around it and started to pull, a sharp stab of pain tore through his Soul, making him drop it, cringing and crying out. 

He had to get it out, though, because now it didn’t just hurt, it burned.

He had to find his sons. 

He wasn’t sure how long he struggled, but eventually, someone stopped him.

Doctor, what— Annoying Dog, Gaster! Calm down!

Grab his hands, stop him!

Even as the voices spoke, his hands were pulled away, and he found they were too strong for him to resist. He squirmed weakly in the person’s grip, shaking and sweating.

Annoying Dog, it hurt.

Can’t you sedate him?

He is sedated!

He knew it was futile, but he continued to struggle anyway. His sons needed him.

Well, can’t you sedate him more? He’s gonna hurt himself otherwise!

Fine, fine, just hold him still a bit longer!

Gaster flinched away as something brushed against his ribs. But he was held still, and moments later, a strange sort of placidness overcame him. His shaky breathing evened out, and his trembling calmed down into mild twitching. The pain in his chest, in his limbs, in his skull abated to a dull ache. His strength left him, and he fell tired and limp. 

It was only a matter of minutes before he was out again.

~o0o~

Sans wandered through the lab hallways, skull filled with fog. He wasn’t thinking too clearly at the moment, but he felt so calm, it didn’t really matter.

It had been a few days since the rescue. Since it didn’t also have to deal with physical injuries, too, his Soul had sorted out the Pure and Corrupt parts relatively quickly, and he was only mildly nauseous now. But he was still rather heavily sedated, as word had gotten around the lab of his… nice dinner. The monsters were afraid, and had drugged him to keep him calm. They didn’t know that he wasn’t struggling to keep his cool anymore, that he was totally in control of himself now. 

Had Sans been more aware, he would have actively waited for an opportunity to slip out of the room they had put him in. As it was, it was only lucky coincidence that he had decided he had felt well enough, and that he needed to go find Papyrus and Gaster on the same night the guard outside his door had fallen alseep.

As it was nighttime, the hallways were empty, the evacuated monsters of Hotland and New Home bedded down in various rooms throughout the lab, and there was no one there to stop Sans as he wandered listlessly through the halls. 

Eventually, he did find Papyrus. 

Still not really aware of things, Sans paid no attention to the room they were in. Only that his brother was curled up in bed on his side, not moving. 

Carefully as he could manage, Sans scooped Papyrus up. He still didn’t move. 

“pap?” Sans mumbled. Papyrus didn’t respond. 

A small knife of fear cut through the fog in Sans’ mind. He had to help Papyrus. 

Dad. Dad would know what to do. He had to find Gaster.

Moving as fast as he could, Sans stumbled back out into the hallway, Papyrus grasped in his arms. Had he been more aware, he might have been worried that the clatter of his bare feet against the floor tiles would have called attention to himself, but he wasn’t more aware, so he didn’t.

He wasn’t sure how long he ran for. Only that he found Gaster similarly to Papyrus, asleep on a bed in a room. 

He staggered over to the bed, Papyrus spilling from his arms onto the bed. Gaster, also rather heavily sedated, was still somewhat conscious, and pulled Papyrus closer to him. 

Good. That was Papyrus safe with Dad. 

Sans began to realize he was rather tired, and decide that, maybe, curling up next to his brother and dad wasn’t such a bad idea. 

For a moment or two, he struggled to climb up onto the mattress. Then he felt Gaster’s hand on his arm, and with Gaster’s semiconscious help, managed to pull himself up, and flop next to Papyrus. 

Gaster wrapped his arms around Sans, tucking Papyrus comfortably between the two of them. 

They were all safe. They were all comfortable. 

They all slept on.

~o0o~

Unbeknownst to Sans, he had caused quite an uproar.

When it was found that he was missing from his room, people went into a panic. After all, they though he was still on a Soul-hungry rampage.

And then they found that Papyrus was missing too. That instantly tipped them off to go check Gaster. 

~o0o~

Gaster woke slowly. He could feel the drugs in his system, and some distant part of himself told him it was going to be a little while before he woke up fully.

Summoning what consciousness he could, he looked around.

Vaguely, he recognized the room as one of the recovery rooms the lab had, that had been used in the days when live monster experimentation was not only legal, but commonplace. He was tucked into one of the beds, wearing a hospital gown. An IV drip hung beside the bed, the tube disappearing under the collar of the gown.

Most importantly, both his sons were curled up beside him. They both looked a bit worse for wear, both out cold and with matching clothing to himself. But they both looked relatively comfortable, tucked up to him on either side. 

Gaster settled his skull back down against his pillow, breathing slowly and deeply. That hurt his ribs quite a bit, but he felt pretty good, all things considered. 

For a while, he just lay there, breathing.

If he set his hands against his sons’ backs and just stayed still, he could feel their pulses. Sans’ was strong and slow and even. He was deeply asleep, and, judging by the soft smile on his face, amid a well-deserved pleasant dream. Papyrus’s pulse was a bit faster and lighter, but, Gaster reasoned, that was to be expected. Papyrus was smaller, and had a physically smaller Soul. So of course it beat faster. 

And if Gaster closed his own eyes, and relaxed, he could feel his own Soul, beating in his chest. Just a bit slower than Sans.

He pulled his sons close.

And he lay there, somewhere between awake and asleep, but deeply, constantly contented. 

That is, until Undyne burst into the room, shouting. “DR. GASTER, YOU HAVE TO-”

“SHUT UP!” Gaster roared back, sitting up, his peaceful rest ruined. 

Undyne froze, looking at Gaster and his sons. Papyrus somehow slept through that, probably still under the effects of the Corruption that had been injected into him, but Sans was beginning to stir. 

“whhhngh… da-ad…?”

Wincing just a little at the pain in his chest, Gaster slowly helped Sans to sit up. Sans yawned, rubbed his eyes, then promptly flopped sideways onto Gaster’s shoulder, asleep again. 

Undyne cleared her throat slightly. “Um.”

Gaster looked back to her. “What?”

“I. Um. We didn’t know where Sans had gone, and then Papyrus was missing…”

Suddenly, Asgore and Toriel burst into the room behind Undyne. They both paused when they saw Sans and Papyrus with Gaster, but relaxed.

“My friend.” Toriel smiled. “It is good to see you awake.”

Gaster just nodded and started rearranging Sans into a position that didn’t put quite so much weight on his shoulder. He was, after all, still wounded, and Sans was quite heavy for a skeleton of his size.

Finally, Alphys ran into the room. She just grinned when she saw her boss awake.

Sans mumbled something incoherent as Gaster finished readjusting him, propping himself up with a pillow in the process. “Now then. As I’m sure you can all see, both my sons and I are perfectly alright, so unless you have some immensely imperative news, I would appreciate it if you would allow us to return to our rest.”

There were a few shared nervous glances. Sans said something not-quite-intelligible, but it sounded to Gaster like it may have been something involving tyrannosauruses.

Gaster fixed each of the other monsters in the room with a penetrating stare. “There is, quite obviously, some immensely imperative news that you are all reluctant to tell me.” He shifted into what Sans had always called his ‘Royal-Scientist-lecture-mode’ “If you are worried about possibly causing me anxiety in my injured state, I would recommend that you simply tell me, as, if I were to, hypothetically, get anxious about anything, it would be more likely to be about an unknown variable, rather than a known bad one.”

He steepled his fingers, and gave them a very expectant look.

Meanwhile, all four of them, Asgore, Toriel, Undyne, and Alphys, were all wondering how someone who was injured, lying in a hospital bed, had a still half-asleep son on one shoulder who was mumbling deliriously about dinosaurs, and another smaller son curled up unconscious halfway in his lap, could look that intimidating. 

Finally, as she was his employee and felt that her job might have been at risk, Alphys spoke up. “Um- ahem- S-sir, it’s t-the Corruption i-in Pap-yrus’s Soul.”

Gaster’s expression shifted slightly to the negative.

“I-it’s, um, e-equally balanced with t-the Purity i-in his S-Soul. S-so, um. U-unless w-we can t-t-tip the balance somehow a-and make one s-side prevail over the other, h-he’s not going to w-wake up.”

Gaster was scowling now. Slowly, he said, “But, his life is not in danger, correct?”

Alphys shook her head. “N-n-no, sir.”

Gaster nodded once as Sans mumbled about stegosauruses. “There is that, I suppose. I can work with that. Onward, then. What of the Corrupters? I presume they launched a full-scale attack after our little… incursion… correct?”

Of the assembled monsters, Undyne was the only one who had never seen Gaster at work before. She was beginning to see now, though, how very efficient he was. He made sure he had all the information before acting.

And, as Commander, it was her duty to provide information regarding the war. She nodded. “Correct. And… It was a smart move on your part to have us evacuate all of New Home and Hotland into the lab. The Hotland defenses fell within a matter of hours of our return. Luckily, the lab defenses are holding well enough that the Corrupt appear to have mostly given up, and all the monsters were already here. So, very few casualties. But the Corrupt have the run of the Underground, and we’re under siege here. We’ve taken the preemptive measure of rationing our food supply. At the current depletion, it should last at least for two years. With any luck, we’ll be outta here long before that.”

Sans quite clearly said “it’s a dunkleosteus!” then returned to his sleepy mumbling. 

Gaster considered the situation. “Well. That is… bad news.”

Before he could continue, Asgore stepped over to the bed and set one large paw on Gaster’s shoulder. “It is, Doctor, but at this very moment, you should not concern yourself with it. For the time being, we are safe in the lab, and you need to recover before beginning work again. Once you are fully recovered, you may attend the strategy meetings, but for now, as your friend and king, I am telling you this is not currently your problem.”

Gaster looked like he was about to protest, but he paused. “I-… I suppose… I do have… something else that needs doing.”

Asgore was about to protest, but then he saw where Gaster was looking.

Asgore already knew Gaster was willing to go to extraordinary lengths. He had been flung against a wall, for crying out loud! So he knew there was absolutely nothing he would be able to do to stop Gaster from taking care of Papyrus.

So, he just nodded. “Just do not overwork yourself, Gaster. Promise me that.”

Gaster looked up from Papyrus to Asgore. “I will try.”

Knowing that was as good as he was going to get, Asgore nodded and turned away, gesturing for the others to follow. 

Once Asgore, Alphys, Toriel, and Undyne were gone, Gaster carefully lifted Papyrus into his lap and hugged his son to his chest. Sans, a little more awake, clumsily wrapped his arms half around Gaster and Papyrus.

And Gaster was confident that they would beat the Corruption in Papyrus’s Soul.

§
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The dunkleosteus is the best. 

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


42 ~  Not Hungry

It was a long time before Sans woke up completely. That was mainly because he was sedated twice more before Gaster just totally lost it and threatened to fire the doctors who were ‘taking care of’ Sans.

He could do that, they knew. He was the Royal Scientist. He had done it before.

Regardless of the fact that he was injured and bedridden. 

When Sans did wake up, he was quite comfortable. 

He was still half asleep, curled up beside Gaster. Gaster had an arm around his shoulders, hand resting on his back. If Sans shifted just a little, he could press his skull up against Gaster’s ribcage, he could hear the beat of Gaster’s Soul. 

“Sans?” Gaster’s hand moved lightly across his back. 

“mmmh?”

“Are you awake yet?”

“… nnngh.”

Gaster let out a sound somewhere between a sigh and a chuckle. “Alright. Let me know when you are awake.”

“mmmhm…”

Sans nuzzled into Gaster’s side, and Gaster hugged him a bit tighter and rubbed his back. 

Sans let out a small contented sound. 

He lay there for a long time. Several hours, probably. Gaster let him rest, kept him comfortable.

Eventually, Sans did wake up all the way. 

He yawned and stretched, and struggled a little. Gaster slipped an arm under Sans’ arm, and helped him sit up. Sans yawned again and stretched a bit more. Then he looked around, confused.

“h-huh? wha-…? where-…? what…? how did-? …what am i wearing?”

“Hospital gown.” Gaster said shortly. “I told them to give us our clothes back, but they refused, despite my threats to fire them.” Gaster paused a moment, brooding on why the doctors would do something like stop sedating Sans when their job was threatened, but not give Gaster his clothes back. “… Monsters are weird.”

“but-… what happened…?”

Gaster smiled at Sans. “You saved us. Pulled us all through a shortcut, into the lab.”

“… oh. is-… is he okay?” Sans nodded towards Papyrus, whom Gaster had tucked snugly against his side. Papyrus wasn’t moving.

Gaster let out a slow sigh. “Well. His life isn’t in any danger, so there’s that. But the Corruption that Chara put in him is equally balanced with the Purity in his Soul. So they’re counteracting each other for control of him, and…”

“… oh. can we…”

“Help him? I… don’t know. I… we already found with you that there’s really not much we can do to fight the Corruption. Except, you know, the whole love thing.”

Sans shook his head. “that… if he’s not conscious, i don’t think that will work. because-… it wasn’t until i was completely, totally aware that pap ‘n’ you were  doing what you were doing only because you loved me that i became pure. until i legitimately acknowledged that you were only helping me for the sake of helping.”

“So if he isn’t consciously aware…”

“i don’t think it’ll work.”

Sensing Sans’ despondency, Gaster gave Sans a tight hug. “He’s not in danger, though. He’s not going to die. So we have time to figure something out.”

Sans nodded, and leaned against Gaster. They both fell silent, lost in their own thoughts. 

After a little while, Sans looked back up at Gaster. “… what about the corrupters?”

“Well… all the monsters were already evacuated to the lab, but now the lab’s under siege.” Gaster paused a moment, then frowned. “But I’m ‘not supposed to be thinking about that.‘ Not until I ‘recover’ at least.”

“are- … are you hurt?”

Gaster barked out a laugh, but now that Sans was looking for it, he noticed that Gaster cringed slightly. “I mean, well, yes, it does hurt. But don’t worry about it. I’ve had broken bones before, and I’ll have more in the future, I’m sure. Besides,” he gestured slightly to his face, to the cracks in it and his half-paralyzed right eyesocket, “much as it hurt, I’ve had worse.”

Gaster’s light tone put Sans a little more at ease, but overall, he was still pretty down about the whole situation.

Because his brother was in a coma, and they couldn’t do anything. 

As if reading his mind, Gaster hugged him again. “Now that you’re awake, Sans, I’m sure that with both of us thinking on it, we’ll figure something out.”

Sans just nodded.

~o0o~

A while passed. Gaster fell back asleep. Papyrus didn’t move.

Sans was awake. Just thinking. Pulling every obscure fact from the back of his mind, hoping it might help Papyrus. 

He was awake when Undyne came in. 

She paused when she saw Gaster was asleep, and Sans wasn’t.

“I, uh-” she hesitated. “I had some news for Gaster. A question about the lab defenses. But it’s not important, and it can wait until he’s awake.”

Sans just nodded.

Undyne turned to leave. 

“um. commander?”

She turned around. “Yeah?”

Sans had a kinda funny look on his face. “um. i-…” He took a deep breath. “sorry for, uh, trying to eat your soul. and. um. thank you. for. you know. um. saving them. my family. it really- …uh. thanks.”

She just grinned and nodded. “You’re welcome. I’ll be back later to talk with Gaster. See you around, Sans.”

She left the room. 

~o0o~

Nearly a week went by. Gaster was allowed to walk around a bit, but he was still mostly confined to bed. Sans had, being fully recovered, reacquired his jacket and gym shorts, but Gaster was still stuck in a hospital gown. 

And finally, they had come up with something to save Papyrus.

Well. Gaster came up with something. Sans didn’t like it at all.

“Sans, listen!” He attempted to persuade. “You can control Corrupt Magic! So you just have to get the Magic in Papyrus’s Soul-”

“but it doesn’t work like that! if, on the very small chance that, the corrupt magic hasn’t already bound itself to his soul, and that’s a pretty big ‘if’, if that hasn’t already happened, i’d not only need to be holding his soul, but i’d also need to be deep enough into it to be physically touching the corrupt magic! and not only would that mean cutting open his soul, but i’m not entirely sure i would be able to resist the temptation of eating it! i don’t want to eat my brother, dad!”

For a moment, Gaster’s jaw worked up and down, but he failed to speak. Finally, he did so in Hands, gesturing widely. “But what else can we do, Sans?! Do you just want to sit around and twiddle your thumbs, until he eventually wastes away and dies?! Because that is what will happen, Sans, unless we do something!”

“but this isn’t it!” Sans shouted back in the language. “it’s too risky! there’s more a chance that he’ll die, that i’ll kill him than there is of it working!” Sans’ desperation was clear. 

Gaster tensed up, his voice rising with the speed of his gestures. “Well then, what would you do, Sans?! What would you have me do? I cannot let Papyrus die, not if there’s a chance of anything working! Because I’ll help him somehow, even if you won’t!”

The instant the words were out of Gaster’s mouth, spinning off his hands, he knew he had gone too far. He could see it in Sans’ eyes, the raw pain, the burning ache, not only at the truth of Gaster’s words, but that his own father would say that to him.

Sans started to back away, stumbling as if he had been wounded. And, in a way, he had. 

Gaster looked at his hands, then back up at Sans. “Sans, I- I didn’t- I don’t-”

Sans could feel something hot and wet trailing down his face.

“I never meant- I just-” Gaster stumbled more on his words. “I can’t- I can’t lose him, Sans! He’s right there, right next to me, but I can’t reach him! I have to do something, anything! Please, Sans! Please!” Now Gaster was crying, large wet tears slipping down his face, some into the crack under his left eye. 

Sans couldn’t speak. He wanted to help, he really did, but it was just too dangerous. There was too much of a chance that Papyrus would die- would be killed.

He wouldn’t be able to live with himself with Papyrus’s dust on his hands. 

But-

…

Gaster was right. They had to do something! And nothing else had presented itself. 

Slowly, struggling to blink back tears himself, Sans took a step back towards the bed where Gaster was sitting. He reached out a hand and grabbed up Gaster’s hand. “i- … you just-… have to promise me one thing.”

Gaster looked at him, face wet, eyes burning with hope. 

“you- … you have to be there. right next to me the whole time. and you have to have something ready, a sedative, with the needle in my soul, so that if I even so much as look at pap like i’m gonna eat his soul, you can stop me. knock me out.”

Gaster just nodded, and pulled Sans into a tight hug.

~o0o~

It wasn’t until the next day that Gaster was able to convince people in general that they knew what they were doing. But, he managed after a good hour-long argument. 

Now, they were sitting in Gaster’s lab on the tenth floor. Papyrus was strapped down on the table, mask pulled over his face, forcing an anesthetic into him. Gaster had already made a small incision in his Soul, a small bit of greyish mixed Magic seeping out of the cut. Sans was sitting on the edge of the table, mustering up his courage as Gaster sat just next to him, gently threading the needle of a syringe between Sans’ ribs.

Sans took a few more deep breaths before carefully slipping his hands into Papyrus’s ribcage. Papyrus shuddered slightly as Sans cupped his hands around the small, weakly-beating Soul. 

Sans closed his eyesockets. 

And then it was there. The insatiable hunger, the unquenchable thirst, pulling at Sans.

There was a Soul. R̸͡i͏g̴̶̨h̨̀t̶ ̡͞t̕̕h́e͠ŕę͜͡. Practically—

pa- 

—in ̴͡h́͘͝į̕͠s̢ ̵̴͜h̢a̡҉n͝ḑ̧s̴—

-py-

 —So easy to t͝a̷͢k҉̧e̛͝ ̀it̵ and—

-rus-

—ḑ͠͡e͘̕͡v̀ơ̢͢u̕r҉҉-

Sans.

Distantly, Sans heard Gaster’s voice, felt Gaster pressing a hand to his chest.

Papyrus. This is Papyrus’s Soul. I’m not going to eat it.

Carefully, so, so carefully, Sans slid one hand across the surface of Papyrus’s Soul, until his fingertips just brushed against the edge of the incision.

He could feel the Magic seeping out over his fingertips, warm and wet, stinging just a little. 

And very slowly, Sans slipped two fingers into Papyrus’s Soul.

~o0o~

Papyrus was in a lot of pain.

Everything hurt. There was some sort of thick, black, oily stuff that was clogging up his joints, making it hurt even more to move. Shadows lurked around the edge of his small range of vision, occasionally snapping out, struggling to reach him in his small circle of light. 

They seemed afraid of the light. 

Papyrus was thankful for that. Thankful that they got no nearer. They scared him. They made him feel… mad.

He sat there for some time, unable to do anything but watch as the shadows clawed at the light, and the light clawed back. 

And then there was something else. Something strong, and powerful, and dangerous.

The shadows called out to it, claiming triumph. Said this was their champion, here to destroy the light. Here to let them get to Papyrus. 

The shadows reached for it. Begged it for it’s assistance.

Y O U , it roared in a voice that made Papyrus freeze,  A R E   M I N E .

For a moment, there was silence, a perfect silence in which nothing moved.

And then chaos erupted. The shadows screamed and writhed. Shouted traitor, you traitor! 

Papyrus could only watch as they receded, as his circle of light grew slowly. 

And then Sans was there. Sans, his right eye glowing as he controlled his Corrupt Magic.

Slowly, he forced Papyrus down, tugging away Papyrus’s clothes. And he started attacking the black stuff in Papyrus’s joints, tearing it away with a savageness that made it twist and squirm.

Papyrus was concerned, though. Because the black stuff was sticking to Sans’ hands, wiggling into his joints, crawling up his arms.

Papyrus tried to point it out. 

Sans shook his head, smiling at Papyrus. no. don’t worry about it, i got this under control. don’t worry, pap. everything’s under control. 

Papyrus protested a little, telling Sans that stuff was dangerous, that it hurt.

nah. it’s alright, pap. it can’t hurt me. just-… Sans paused a moment, pulling away the last of the black mess, letting it squirm up the sleeves of his jacket. just tell dad i’m okay. i just need to take a minute to let it know i’m the one in control here. make sure you tell him that, okay?

Papyrus smiled at Sans.

And then he closed his eyes.

When he opened them, things were different.

Sans was still leaning over him. Lights behind Sans.  Cold tabletop beneath Papyrus. Mask on his face. Chest hurts, but a physical pain, not like before.

Sans smiled. tell him, okay?

A small dribble of an almost-purple, black liquid seeped out between Sans’ teeth, dripping down his jaw. And then the lights of his pupils went out and he was falling sideways. Papyrus felt Sans’ hands whack against his ribs as Sans’ hands slipped from his ribcage.

Then he heard Gaster. “Sans? Sans?! Oh, Annoying dog! Answer me, Sans!”

“D-…a-…d…” Papyrus moaned. 

And then Gaster was bent over Papyrus, even his right eyesocket wider than usual with worry. “Papyrus! Papyrus, you’re- -Sans- Papyrus, Sans, just-”

“D-a..d-.. h-e… sa-..id… h-…he w-as… o-…kay-… an-…d he … j-u-…st… n-… e…-ne…ed-..ed… to-…” Papyrus yawned, trailing off. “Jus-…t… n…e…e…d … t…o … …t…o…”

Papyrus’s eyes closed, and he dropped off into a peaceful slumber.

And Gaster was left with two unconscious sons, bewilderedly wondering if everything had just gone to hell again.

§
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Thus, with two main characters mostly okay but unconscious, ends the Reawakening and Rescue arc. 

… Guess what.

Next arc…?

…Hehehehe…

[ :D ]

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


A Brief Intermission ~ In the Castle

Chara was happy. 

Chara was very happy. 

They sauntered through the Final Corridor, black cloak billowing around them, swinging their knife lazily. 

Sure their device had been destroyed, sure Sans had gotten away again, sure all the Pure monsters were holed up in the True Lab, sure Asriel had failed them a third time-

…

But they were ruler. 

They presided over the entire Underground. 

They entered the king’s garden, being sure to trample a number of flowers as they passed through.

Chara was on their way to the Barrier room.

That, they knew was where Asgore kept the Souls. 

Granted, it would be a little difficult to get the Souls, as Asgore had them guarded with powerful Magic, not to mention whatever defenses Gaster had probably added, but, well, it couldn’t keep them out forever.

After all.

They had   D E T E R M I N A T I O N .

§

The End has Begun. 


43 ~ Mislabeled Cans

Finally, it looked like everything would be alright.

Sans had successfully removed and then tamed the Corruption in Papyrus’s Soul. He had woken up a few hours ago. Papyrus was already showing signs of awareness, he had been dreaming for the past few hours.

And Gaster had finally gotten his clothes back. 

All in all, despite the circumstances, things were looking up.

~o0o~

Had Papyrus been anyone other than Papyrus, when he woke up, he would’ve been content to just go back to sleep. 

He was lying in a bed, snuggled up against what he assumed to be Sans’ side. Sans had an arm wrapped around his shoulders, and was gently rubbing his back. He had a number of soft blankets on top of him, and was reasonably warm. He could hear Gaster and Sans talking, back and forth, both of their voices too quiet to understand, but their tones carried to Papyrus a soft contentment. 

Papyrus was comfortable. 

But, he was also Papyrus, and he was fairly certain he had already been asleep for some time. So he stirred a bit, uncurling under the blankets and lifting his hands to rub at his eyesockets.

“papyrus!” Sans exclaimed. Moments later as Papyrus opened his eyes, Sans pulled him to sit up, settling Papyrus to lean against his side. 

Papyrus smiled up at his brother. Then he turned to look at Gaster who had just walked over to the bed where the brothers were sitting.

“How do you feel?”

Despite not having a throat or vocal cords to be sore, his voice was still hoarse with disuse. “Pretty good.” He grinned at them, intent on showing them he was okay.

They both looked on, happiness mixed with loving concern.

Gaster nodded a bit, reaching out to take Papyrus’s hand. “That’s good. Are you hungry? Thirsty?”

Papyrus nodded. “Uh-huh. A little bit.”

Gaster smiled. “That’s good, too. I’ll go get some food.” He gave Papyrus’s hand a squeeze, then swept away to go do just as he had said. 

Sans, meanwhile, tightened his grip on Papyrus’s shoulders, hugging him tightly. “pap, are you sure you’re okay?”

Papyrus snuggled happily against Sans’ side, nodding. “Mmhm! My chest hurts a little bit, but I hardly even notice it!”

Sans relaxed just a bit. “well, if you’re sure…”

“I am!”

“well, okay, then.” Sans flashed Papyrus a quick grin, but made no move to let go of his younger brother. 

Personally, Papyrus didn’t really mind.

For a moment, Papyrus just leaned against Sans, content. Then something occurred to him.

“Hey, Sans?”

“hmm?”

“What-… What happened?”

Sans was quiet for a minute. “… they tried to corrupt you.” He said simply. “but i wouldn’t let them.”

“Oh. Thank you.”

Sans just hugged Papyrus a little tighter in response. 

Truth be told, Papyrus was pretty sure it was a little more complicated than that. He had the vaguest recollection of an impossible weight pinning him down, a crushing pain in every bone… and Sans, coming and pulling it off him. Taking it up himself.

But, he was perfectly alright with Sans’ answer.

A couple seconds later, Gaster returned.

“Alright, I have food. But, uh, apparently, some idiot thought it would be funny to mislabel some of the emergency rations. So, I have canned meat and peaches.” He paused a moment, then added, “separately canned, of course.”

Papyrus almost laughed, but then, “Emergency rations? Why would we be having emergency rations?”

Sans and Gaster glanced at each other. Papyrus just waited.

“Well, see,” Gaster began, sitting down on the side of the bed, handing Papyrus a styrofoam bowl of peaches and Sans a bowl of mysterious meat, “after we escaped the Corrupt base, the Corrupt launched a full-scale attack on us. So we had to draw back to the Lab. And now we’re kinda… stuck here. With mislabeled rations.” He stabbed his plastic spork into his own styrofoam bowl and withdrew it, a soggy piece of canned meat stuck on the end. Then he just stared at it. “I am having serious second thoughts about eating this.”

“oh, come on.” Sans snorted. “can’t be that bad.” He speared a piece of his own meat and shoved it into his mouth. Then he gagged, screwed up his face, and made choking sounds. After a second, he stopped. “see? perfectly fine.”

Before Gaster or Papyrus could remark on the definitely not-fine-ness of that, Sans was already shoveling another sporkful into his mouth. This time, though, he got it down a lot more easily, which begged the question: did that mean he had just been joking the first time, or was he just more prepared now?

Nonetheless, Sans’ actions gave Papyrus the confidence to scoop up a sporkful of his own meal. Evidently, canned peaches were better than canned meat, as he had no trouble eating it. 

~o0o~

It wasn’t until the next day that Gaster allowed Papyrus to get up, despite Papyrus’s insistence that he felt fine. When Sans argued the hypocrisy of that, Gaster responded that he was a doctor, and therefore could make a reasonable argument as to why he was okay. Papyrus, on the other hand, was not only a child, but his child, and therefore he was the higher authority there. 

But, Papyrus was only confined to bed for a single day, and with both Gaster and Sans there to keep him company, things were alright.

Frisk also came to see him. Papyrus gladly told the story of his “adventure” to them, especially highlighting how brave he was in his imprisonment alone, and how strong Gaster had been in the initial fight to free Papyrus.

And then he got to the part where the Corrupt lord had dropped their cloak to fight Gaster.

“-dropped their cloak, and they were a human! They had a knife-”

“Wait-” Frisk interrupted, a thing they didn’t normally do, “what did they look like?”

“Um.” Papyrus paused. “Kind of like you, actually. But they were wearing a green sweater with a yellow stripe, and their hair was kinda more reddish, and their skin was paler, and you don’t do the creepy eye thing…”

“Hm. Anyway, go on.”

Papyrus nodded and continued. “So they had a knife, and they swung it at Dad, but just in time…”

So it continued, up until the point where Papyrus had blacked out, and Sans and Gaster picked up the story from there, in parts. 

Eventually, when Toriel came to find them, Frisk had to go. 

~o0o~

As Papyrus was no longer “sick,” the room that he, along with Gaster and Sans, had been staying in was once more used for the evacuated monsters, as it had a few actual beds, instead of the cots and piles of blankets in corners that had been most of the monsters’ beds. Technically, Gaster and his sons could have stayed in that room, and, being the Royal Scientist, Gaster could have demanded that it be left empty, but in order to keep up his public image of “mostly caring about the people,” Gaster and his sons vacated the room. 

This meant the three of them ended up all snuggled together on the cot in the containment cell in Gaster’s lab. While it wasn’t nearly as comfortable as the beds, it was a lot quieter, as the tenth floor was still off-limits to the public. 

On top of that, all three of them felt safer, knowing that the others were there in case any of them needed something.

Days were filled simultaneously with frustration and laughter.

They were having difficulty coming up with anything resembling a plan to beat the Corrupters, other than kamikaze runs, literally, to plant explosives and blow up New Home and Hotland entirely. 

At the same time, apparently, the ration-mislabeling ran quite deep, and just about every single monster in the True Lab began to realize that the labels were about 99% unreliable. 

So it was always a good game to shake the can or vacuum sealed package, and try to guess what tonight’s meal was based off the sound. 

Sometimes, they got lucky, like the time they got a package of pretzels and a can of sweetened condensed milk on the same night. That was a good dinner- if it wasn’t more of a dessert. Other times they got unlucky: one can of spinach, one can of mystery meat, and a package of dried cauliflower. That night had Gaster seriously wondering who the heck packed the emergency rations, and wether or not he could fire them for a more than unsatisfactory meal.

Papyrus convinced him that he could not fire someone for something like that, especially when they were now living on these rations. On the other hand, he probably could fire them for mislabeling things, which is bad anywhere, but can be especially devastating in a lab where dangerous things are used. 

But, time went on. 

Ideas for escape were discussed, then discarded as useless. Meals were guessed at, and sometimes right, sometimes wrong, always eaten anyway.

At Undyne’s request (so that she knew “all our assets”), Sans finally showed off his entire assortment of attacks. And Undyne was fully impressed. 

And still, they remained under siege in the True Lab.

~o0o~

 It might have been Thursday. Or Friday. Or Saturday.

Sans had honestly stopped caring and lost track some time ago. What mattered was they were coming up with a plan to beat the Corrupters. 

Or, rather, trying to. Again. It still wasn’t going well. And, for whatever reason, Toriel was late. 

They had decided to proceed without her. It wasn’t like they were making any progress, anyway. 

The current plan-not-really-in-the-works was something along the lines of sending a small task force to go and retrieve the human Souls from the Barrier room. 

“But we can’t go that way.” Gerson was saying as he jabbed a finger at a map laid out on the table. “Tactically speakin’, it’ll be one’a the most-guarded, easiest ta guard spots there is.”

“This way’s even worse, though!” Undyne argued.

“Agreed.” Gaster agreed. “That way they can set up defenses along the tops of these buildings-”

“But th’ likelihood of ‘em doin’ that is almost nothin’.”

Gaster fixed him with a cold look. “We can’t risk almost nothing. They will be carrying human Souls, remember. If even one of them gets caught, it’s all over for us.”

Gerson waved a hand irritably. “Fer all we know, they’ve already broken inta the Soul containers, an’ are jus’ lettin’ is think we have a chance. We could just be slowly walking into an inevitable trap.”

“If that is the case,” Asgore said slowly, “then might we at least try to do some damage on our way?”

“We’d be nothing more than a thorn in their hand. Not even their side.”

“If we’re a thorn,” Undyne shouted, “then we might as well be the sharpest, prickliest, most irritating thorn we can possibly be!”

Before anyone could respond, Toriel burst into the lab. 

“Ah, your majesty.” Gaster said. “We were just-”

Toriel cut him off, breathless, evidently having been running.

“Has anyone seen Frisk?”
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Everyone froze, staring at the queen.

Finally, Undyne broke the silence. “Why? Is Frisk missing?”

Toriel nodded. “I can’t find them anywhere!”

“Did you try calling them?” Gaster asked.

Again, Toriel nodded. “But it went straight to voice mail.”

For a moment, everyone just thought on that.

“That might imply,” Gaster said carefully, “that they know you would disapprove of whatever they are doing, and are attempting to avoid confrontation with you about it.”

“But what would they be doing?”

“Who cares!” Undyne shouted. “It’s obviously something dangerous! We gotta find ‘em!”

Gaster immediately turned to Sans, who was sitting with his back to the wall, Papyrus in his lap. “Sans. Where are they?”

Sans frowned. “how should i know?”

“You said you could ‘feel’ them.”

Sans’ frown deepened as he remembered the day he had become more Pure because of the human. “it’s not like i just know where they are! it’s like… sonar. if they happen to be in range, then i pick up on the magic energy they give off. but i can’t just reach out and feel them.”

“So if we got you close enough, would you be able to find them?”

Sans shrugged. “i mean, probably. i don’t see why i wouldn’t be able to. but that’s still gonna be difficult, because if they’re not in the lab, that means we’re gonna have to fight through corrupters. a lot of them. which i’m not particularly inclined to do.”

Toriel frowned at Sans. “I thought you said you liked them.”

Sans shrugged again. “yeah, but not enough to put my family, or myself, at risk.”

Toriel just looked shocked.

Sans grinned lazily. “hey. i am still mostly corrupt.”

“Sans,” Papyrus said quietly, “they almost are like family.”

Sans pulled Papyrus into an affectionate hug. “yeah, but you actually are family. not almost family.”

Gaster sighed heavily.

“Regardless,” Toriel began, “we need to find them.”

And the planning took on a desperate show.

~o0o~

Frisk had indeed been trying to avoid Toriel’s notice. 

They were sitting in the lobby of the True Lab, trying to muster up the courage to step out the door… 

They had recognized Chara from Papyrus’s description. When they had first fallen into the Underground, when they were first standing up in that bed of golden flowers, Chara had been there. 

Except they hadn’t seemed… solid. They had seemed like a ghost, sort of see-through, floating. 

And they had talked to Frisk, as they ran through the Corrupt Ruins. They had told Frisk to kill the Corrupters.

Wouldn’t it be so much easier, they had whispered softly, to get by if there was nothing but a bit of dust in your way?

Frisk had said no. 

In response, they said, well, look at it this way. It’s either them or you, because they aren’t going to stop trying to kill you.

Frisk had still said no.

Don’t you understand? In this world, it’s K I L L   or B E   K I L L E D .

But Frisk had made it through without hurting anyone. Chara had stopped haunting them once they reached Waterfall. Frisk had almost thought they were some sort of delusion, a hallucination made by their own mind to spur them on in a hostile world.

But they weren’t just some mentally-produced image. They were real, and now, suddenly, they were leading the Corrupt army. Or maybe they always had been, whatever it was, it didn’t matter. 

What mattered was that they had Determination, and they were stronger than any monster in the Underground. Frisk knew they were going to have to face off against Chara if they wanted their friends to live. 

Taking a deep breath, they SAVED, and then, tightly clutching their trusty stick, they stepped out of the lab.

It wasn’t until they were a good thirty feet from the building that the first Corrupter attacked. 

But Frisk didn’t hesitate now. They were determined. As the Corrupter lunged, Frisk swung their stick, catching the Corrupt monster across the face. He stumbled, and Frisk used the opportunity to plant a solid kick into its chest. It fell backwards, and Frisk slammed the wide end of the stick like a bat, hitting the monster’s head.

So yes, Chara. They could play violent. 

They would not kill, though. Fight, yes, but not murder. The Corrupt monster wasn’t dissolving, was just unconscious. Frisk had no doubt that when he woke up, he would have a horrible headache, but that would fade. The monster would be fine. 

And Frisk had to reach Chara. 

They ran on.

~o0o~

Frisk was nearly through New Home.

They had died twice, starting back at the lab. Now, they were making good headway, whacking Corrupters over the skull with their stick. 

And then something exploded behind them. They stopped, and so did the five Corrupters they were in the process of beating to unconsciousness. 

Suddenly, a blue-green spear was sticking out of one Corrupter’s chest, and then another was tossed aside by a huge fireball. 

Turning around, they saw that everyone was there. Undyne, dressed in her full-body combat armor, and Toriel, her eyes just as aflame as the Magic in her hands. Asgore, his trident in hand, closely followed by Gerson, the Hammer of Justice. Sans, fending off a pair of Corrupters who were angrily screaming what Frisk could only assume were accusations of betrayal. Even Papyrus was there, somehow having convinced Gaster to let him ride in Gaster’s shoulders. There was also a number of Pure soldiers there. 

When the last few attacking Corrupters in the area had been killed, Toriel ran forward, sweeping Frisk up in a hug. “My child! You are alright!” For a second, she just hugged Frisk tightly. Then she held them out a little. “But what were you thinking?! You could have been killed!”

Frisk shook their head, and squirmed out of Toriel’s grasp. “I’m too determined to die. I have to go stop Chara.”

Toriel reached for them again. “Determination alone will not prevent death-”

“Actually…” Gaster approached, Papyrus still clinging to his back. (Frisk had been pretty impressed with Papyrus; despite not attacking, he had quite effectively guarded Gaster from behind.) “I’ve done some research on Determination. If a Soul has it in enough force, it is possible that it could, ah, bend time to allow it to continue living.” He gave Frisk a knowing look. 

Frisk stared right back. “There’s no time for this. I have to go stop Chara.”

Toriel reached out. “Absolutely not, you and I are going-” 

Frisk slipped away from Toriel and started running. They had to stop Chara!

They heard pounding footsteps behind them, but they didn’t look to see if it was Corrupters or their friends. They just kept running, the fire of determination fueling their feet. 

They shoved by Corrupters, ignoring their snarls and screeches, whacking their attacks aside with the trusty stick. 

Eventually, they found themselves running down a long, empty corridor. The footsteps behind them had long since faded.

Breathing hard, their legs burning, they slowed to a halt. This was the hallway leading to the throne room. They were on the right track.

Nearby, a golden SAVE point flickered in the dim light. They reached out to it, grinning as the nearness of their final battle filled them with Determination. 

And then, clutching the stick tightly, they continued on.

~o0o~

When they got to the throne room, it was empty. They continued past that, to the Barrier room. Chara and Flowey were there. The seven Soul containers, six of them full, were raised from the ground. 

As Frisk walked in, both Flowey and Chara looked up.

“Ah!” Chara laughed. “You’re finally here! Just in time, too. We’ve almost gotten these open!”

“Please,” Frisk tried ACTing. “You don’t have to do this.”

Chara laughed again. “Oh, I know that. But I’m going to, anyway.” They turned back to the nearest Soul container, the purple Soul inside. “With these Souls, I will destroy this world. I’ll kill everyone.” They paused, setting a hand on top of the Soul container. Then they looked back at Frisk, their eyes black, a thick, sticky, black liquid dripping from their mouth. “I’ll give you one chance. Join me. Kill the monsters. With the power of your Soul, your determination, we’ll be unstoppable. We’ll kill this world!”

Frisk frowned. “No.”

Chara just chuckled and frowned. “Suit yourself. Flowey.”

Flowey nodded. And suddenly, vines shot through the Soul containers. Flowey slipped under the ground, reappearing at Chara’s feet.

“We tried to tell you, Frisk!” The flower laughed. “In this world, it’s KILL or BE KILLED!” 

Frisk gripped their stick a little tighter, but did not back down as Flowey dragged the Souls towards himself and Chara.

The world faded to black. It felt, Frisk thought, like that void moment between the “GAME OVER” screen when they died and when they reloaded their SAVE file. 

It was like this for a while. They reached for their SAVE file. 

Someone laughed. Frisk couldn’t tell it it was Chara or Flowey. 

They turned around.

It was neither of the two. It was both of the two. It was a bizarre mix, a strange beast with a screen for a head and a darkly grinning face, massive green, thorny hands with knifelike claws, a huge slavering jaw with razor sharp teeth, eyes, all black and dripping.

Frisk shuddered. They were going to have nightmares about that thing for months, if not years. 

It laughed again. “You idiot! We have all six Souls, and you have only your own! You think you can beat us? You cannot! We are practically a god! And we will take your Soul, and use it to destroy this world!”

“No.” Frisk said simply.

“You cannot beat us! What will you do? Call for help? Ha! Try it. Try it! Call for help! Who will come? No one!”

Frisk did call. No one came. 

The Omega beast laughed. 

And then the attacks started. 

Frisk didn’t know where to look, what to avoid. Their Soul glowing red against their chest, they twisted and lunged, but no matter which way they went, they still got hit. 

And then it happened. An attack, slashing straight through their Soul. Their HP dropping to zero.

The world went black.

GAME OVER.

Frisk! This is all just a bad dream!
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§

A/N

I remembered the first time I played Undertale, and I got to the part where Flowey closes the game… it was, like, 2:00 AM and I almost screamed. XD 

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


45 ~ You Could Beat Ḿ̨͘e?̶

Frisk loaded their SAVE file. They were standing in the hallway before the throne room again.

Clutching their stick tightly, they ran forward, through the throne room, into the Barrier room. 

When they came in, Chara and Flowey were both in the same spot. Chara laughed.

“Back so soon? Ha! Good! That means we can kill you again!”

They gestured to Flowey, who broke the Soul containers, and pulled the Souls to himself and Chara. 

The world faded to black. Frisk reached again for their SAVE file. 

And the beast, the horrifying combination of Flowey, Chara, and six human Souls, was back too.

“What will you do this time?” It laughed. “You will only die. Again and again and again.”

Frisk took a step forward, holding the stick. “Stop.”

“Oh-ho! You actually think you can beat us! But what you don’t understand, is that we’re quite determined, too!”

Frisk jumped forward and whacked it with the stick.

It did 1 HP damage.

The beast just laughed. 1 HP wasn’t even 0.0001% of it’s total HP. “You’re going to have to do better than that.” The massive maw dropped open, a nearly black beam of energy blasting it, obliterating Frisk. 

They loaded their SAVE file. Ran back into the Barrier room. 

“I hope,” Chara laughed, “you have a better plan this time. Flowey.”

They did not have a better plan. 

They loaded their SAVE file. Ran into the Barrier room.

“Back again? Well. I really would expect nothing less from someone so determined. But still, you don’t seem to understand this is futile.”

They refused to believe that.

They loaded their SAVE file again.

“Still? Hah! Good! I like a challenge.”

Frisk would prefer this to be a little easier, but they weren’t going to give up.

They loaded their SAVE file.

“But, honestly, Frisk.”

They were ready. But they didn’t make it far. 

They loaded their SAVE file again. 

“I’m only trying to be nice. Do you a favor. You can’t win.”

They would win. Eventually.

“Because, together, Flowey and I have just as much determination as you. And, while we may not be able to reset, since we are still separate beings, we’re merged enough to stand up to you indefinitely.”

And Frisk had the determination to fight indefinitely. 

“But, sooner or later, we will win. And then? I’ll destroy this world.”

But Frisk wouldn’t let them.

“You’re only drawing out the inevitable.”

No. They were stopping Chara. That was a thing that was going to happen. 

Next time they walked into the Barrier room, Chara said nothing, just smiled and gestured to Flowey, who wordlessly obeyed.

Frisk gripped their stick and stood against them.

They were going to win this. 

§

A/N

Shoooooort chapter! But here, have it anyway. This was just a filler chapter; the next one will be longer, I promise!

Anyway, thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it, even so short as it was! Remember, comments and votes are not only always welcome, but always appreciated, too!


46 ~ This is T͠h̷҉e E̕̕ ͏҉͟N҉̕͡ ͏̷̴̷͡D̨͘

Sans was getting really sick of this.

He had lived through the same past fifteen minutes at least thirty times now. At least, probably more, though. 

Whatever was happening to the kid, it had to be pretty bad. 

He groaned inwardly as the world flickered black, then rebuilt itself. He found himself running once more through New Home towards the throne room alongside everyone else. 

He skidded to a halt. “this isn’t working.”

The rest of the group came to a halt beside him. 

“Sans, we have to hurry!” Undyne shouted. “Frisk needs our help!”

“but we won’t make it!” He said back, then looked to Gaster. “we haven’t made it yet, and this is, like, the thirty seventh time we’ve tried.”

Gaster looked at him. “Are you saying they actually…”

“yes! i am!”

Gaster nodded. Everyone else just looked confused. “What do we do then?”

Before Sans could respond, everything went black. He groaned.

This time, he immediately stopped running. Everyone else did, too.

“Sans, we have to-” 

“i know!” He cut Undyne off. “hold on!”

Then, before anyone could argue, he let out a roar, reaching out with Blue Magic. Grabbing each of their Souls, he pulled at a shortcut.

For a second, everything was black. Then they were all tumbling out of the shortcut onto Asgore’s bed of golden flowers that surrounded the throne. 

It was just a little Magic. Sans told himself, trying to psychologically ward off the queasiness that threatened to overwhelm him. I’m fine, it was only a little.

He stood, saw that everyone else was already standing. 

Undyne and Asgore were already running towards the Barrier room. The rest were quickly following.

Sans paused a moment only to dust a few flower petals off his clothes, before running after them.

~o0o~

Flowey was about to grab the six Souls when the monster’s burst into the room. 

“STOP.” Asgore shouted in an authoritative tone. “Chara.”

“Dad,” they sneered, “it’s so nice to see you one last time.”

“Chara,” Toriel began, “You do not have to do this.”

Chara cackled, a sound that sent a chill down Flowey’s stem. “I know! But I’m going to anyway! Flowey!”

Their voice scared Flowey. He had not felt this afraid in a long time. Not since…

Not since before he had become a flower. Not since Chara had first told him they wanted to destroy the Underground. 

“There are more Souls here for us! Absorb them all!” Chara commanded. 

Flowey was so afraid.

He could feel no love, feel no joy, but he was still determined to live. Chara would end that. They would kill everything, then kill him. 

He did not want to die. 

In a split second, he acted on that. 

He reached out, grabbed the six Souls. Twined vines around all the monsters in the room. Pulled and pulled and pulled. Every Soul he could get. 

But.

He did not reach for Chara.

~o0o~

Something was strange here. Something was different.

Frisk looked up, peering into the darkness. They reached for their SAVE file.

But they couldn’t reach it. 

“FLOWEY!” Frisk turned around when they heard Chara shout. Sure enough, the child was there, not a massive beast, just a child. “FLOWEY, WHAT DID YOU DO?!” 

“Chara.” Frisk turned around at the sound of another unfamiliar voice. “Chara, I’m right here.”

There was a child there. A goat child, wearing a green sweater with more yellow stripes than Chara’s had. 

Chara said nothing, but Frisk could feel their surprise.

“Oh, come on, Chara! Don’t tell me you don’t recognize me, do you? It’s me-”

The child changed. Older. Stronger. A purple robe with the Delta Rune on the front. Horns that curled back and around again. Black streaks of fur running from his chin nearly to his eyes. “It’s me, Chara! Asriel Dreemur, your best friend!”

And then he stuck out a hand. The blackness split, raining massive stars down upon Chara. Frisk was just out of the way, and didn’t get hit.

After successfully avoiding the attack, Chara looked up at Asriel. “What are you doing?!” 

Asriel pulled from nothing a pair of wicked-looking blades, readying to use them against Chara. “Well, you see, Chara, I can feel everyone’s Souls, all beating inside me.” He swung down with one of the sabres, and Chara leaped aside. “And Pure, Corrupt, monster, human, it doesn’t matter. We all have one thing in common: we all want to live.” Chara only just managed to leap away from his next swing. “But, you see, if we were to let you live, you’d kill us all.”

Chara froze. Their expression was murderous. “You t̵͘ŗ̴́a͏̀͠i̵t̕͠o̴͘r̷͠.” They growled. “No. No, you can’t be Asriel. Because Asriel wouldn’t have gone back on his promise to me! Ỳ҉͢O̢U̵͞ ̡͜͠Ć̸͢͡͡A̕N̨̡̕’̵̀T͘ ̵͟B̨̨́̀̀È̛́͘͢ ́͜A̶҉S̸̛͝R͢I̛҉E̴͝͠L̡̢͢!̶͟͠” They lunged forward, lashing out with the knife. “Asriel promised me he would destroy this! He would kill everything with me! Destroy all this vile world! He was the one who told me it was KILL OR BE KILLED! Asriel would never go back on his promise to me!”

Chara swung furiously, again and again, trying to tear Asriel apart, but he seemed to have an impossibly high DEF. Chara’s attacks did nothing.

Asriel readied another attack.

But Frisk had seen enough. Before he could fire off whatever he had planned, Frisk leaped between the two of them, arms held out in either direction.

“Stop!” They said, realizing they were crying. “Please, stop!”

Both hesitated.

“How can you do this to each other?” Frisk asked, nearly choking on their tears. “How can you tear each other apart like this? Aren’t you siblings?  Don’t you love each other?”

“I loved Asriel.” Chara growled. “And the world took him from me.”

“But Chara, this is Asriel!”

“No! Asriel promised-”

“Flowey promised.” Asriel cut Chara off. “Chara, you know me. I would never tell you something like that!”

“But here you are,” Frisk looked to Asriel, blinking back tears, “trying to kill Chara, because the Souls in you are trying to live.”

Asriel’s mouth opened, but he said nothing, eventually hanging his head in shame. 

Frisk turned back to Chara. “Chara, can’t you see that this is Asriel? The real Asriel, not a Soulless flower?”

“My Asriel always kept his promises. Even when he didn’t like them.”

“Chara-…” Asriel hesitated. “I-… I never promised to kill everyone. I-… I said… I would help you end the war. I never said… I would kill everyone. And now-… with all these Souls… The Pure monsters, they’re so… loving. And the Corrupt monsters hurt, so much. Chara, you-… you told me what you wanted to do would stop all the pain, and that was what I promised to help with. This-… This is only causing more pain.”

Chara crossed their arms, glowering. “It always gets darkest before the dawn.”

“But this isn’t letting the earth rotate! This is blowing up the sun! You’re obliterating all the light, Chara, you’re destroying it forever!”

“Darkness is relative. Without light, there will be no shadows.”

Frisk gaped. “B-but that would mean- there would never be any love- or joy- it would all just be—”

Chara waved a hand- the one not holding their knife- dismissively. “Also relative. Look, if there’s nothing there to compare it to, then there is no nicer thing. If that’s all there is, then there’s not something else, better. You can’t have shadows without light. You can’t have evil without good.”

“So you’re going to destroy all the good?” Asriel gasped. 

“No. I’m going to destroy everything.” Chara growled. And they advanced forward, knife in hand. 

Frisk and Asriel backed away. Neither of them wanted to fight Chara. Chara couldn’t do this, couldn’t possibly want to destroy everything, not without being seriously messed up themself. They needed to be stopped, needed to be helped.

“Chara,” Frisk began, “you have to-”

With a roar, Chara swung out with the knife. Before it could connect, though, Asriel jumped in front of Frisk, using his god-of-hyperdeath powers to negate  the damage. 

“Chara, please!” He pleaded.

Chara just swung again. 

Frisk continued to back away as Asriel accepted hit after hit. 

“Chara, this isn’t the solution! We can come up with something else-”

“That’s what you said last time, too! And did it work, Asriel?! Did it?” Chara swung with such fury that it actually did 1 HP damage to Asriel. “No! It just got us killed! This time, I’m sticking to my first plan!”

“Chara, we know better now! We can do this right! Chara, please!”

Chara’s next strike did 4 HP damage. 

“No! Had you listened to me, had you gone through with it and just killed the Corrupt monsters, like I’d said, we’d never be in this situation! Instead, you let them kill us!”

“Chara, they were in so much pain- It hurts, Chara! The Corruption hurts them!”

“Y̛o͝u ͠t͘h҉in͘k̵ ̴I d̵o͘n’̶t͘ ķ͢͠͝n̶̕͢o͜w̷̡̛͢͞͡҉͏t̸͞h̵̛͘͠a̸̧͡͝t̴?͢͝͝” Chara’s eyes turned black, Corrupt tears dripping down their face as they lunged again. Y̛o͝u ͠t͘h҉in͘k̵ ̴I d̵o͘n’̶t f̕é̶͘͟͞e̵̕͢͟͞l̸̵̛̕͢ ̸̡͜t̶͡ḩ́͞e͞҉̷̛͢ ̶͡͝s̶a̵͡m̷̀̕͞e͏̵̛ ̡̀p̢a̛͟͞҉͞ì̸̡n͏͠?͞҉̶̨”

This time, they did 27 HP damage.

“But they don’t want it, Chara! They want to love! They can love! You can love!”

“N̶̛͘͡ò̸͢͠.̷̛́” 309 HP damage. 

“I̞̖͕̲͙̰̦̥͇̤̫̜̭̞̭͙͠͝.̷̡̗̥͎̼̙̖̳́͘͠” 5296 HP damage. 

“C̳̙̰͖̫̙̔̀̑ͧͤ̓̽͡a̷͍̺̤̣̘̞͉̞͓̭̬̰͖̗̻ͭ̓̈̃̀̿̿ͫͥ̉͜͜͡͠n̛̪̫̊ͫ̉͌͐̔ͫ̏̾͐ͭͮ͑͛̄͘͞ͅ’̴̟̦͙̲͚̳̠̤͈̩͚͙̜͓̟̊ͩͤͣ͢ṫ̶̍͌͐̂ͬ̽̒ͨ̎͑̄́̐̇͑҉̷͈̝̪̬!̴̡͔̗̩̠̭̳͎̮̱̇́ͧ́͆ͯͪ͛ͭ͝͡” 

999999999 HP damage. 

Asriel dropped to his knees. He was a child again. Sobbing and sniffling. 1 HP left. 

“P-please, Chara. I don’t wanna. I don’t like this plan anymore. Please.”

Chara lifted the knife over Asriel’s head. Their hands were shaking. 

“C-Chara- I’m scared-… please, I don’t like this. I don’t want to do this plan. P-please, Chara.”

Asriel looked up at them, tears streaming down his face. “P-please-…”

For a moment, Frisk could see Chara’s Soul, drifting in front of them. It was pitch black.

But then Chara sighed. The blackness cracked, red streaking through it. They lowered their arms. The redness spread. 

They dropped the knife. The last few remnants of the Corruption in their Soul broke away, their Soul Pure and red. 

They dropped to their knees in front of Asriel. Reached out and hugged him. Hugged him tightly.

“I’m sorry, Asriel. I-… I’m sorry.

Frisk watched the siblings. They just sat there, hugging. Rocked back and forth a little. Both crying. 

And then there was a sound like breaking glass. Chara went limp, their arms falling from Asriel’s sides. 

It was over.

“Chara?” Asriel called, pulling Chara away, shaking them a little. “Chara?!”

Frisk walked forward, setting a hand on Asriel’s shoulder. “Asriel. They’re gone.”

Asriel looked heartbroken. “I- … I know. I knew they would-… because, it was— it was the Corruption- their own hateful spite that was keeping them alive, and-… I know. It was always going to end like this. I know.”

“I’m sorry, Asriel.”

Asriel shook his head. “It’s not your fault, Frisk. You-… you only happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Carefully, Asriel lowered Chara to the ground, closing their glassy eyes. “Goodbye, Chara.” He whispered. “I hope the next life is better for you than this was.”

Then, slowly, Asriel stood, and turned to Frisk. “Frisk, I-… heh. Really, I’m the one who needs to say sorry. I… Flowey was awful. He-”

“Asriel. It’s okay. Like you said, you’re Asriel, not Flowey.”

Slowly, a sad smile crept over Asriel’s face. “But-… These Souls aren’t mine to keep.”

Frisk started to talk, then thought better of it. Then, “What about the Corruption?”

Asriel hesitated a moment, then looked down. “That-… That’s a little hard. Because, see, even though it was forced on them, and they really don’t want it, hate is a hard thing to let go of. And-… I can’t just pull all the Corrupt Magic out of their Souls, because that’s what they’re living on. I can get them to stop attacking, but-… It’s up to you, Frisk.” Asriel looked up, still smiling sadly. “You have to show them that it’s okay. That they’re loved, that they can love. You have to purify them. And-… well, even when you do that, they’ve all been through some pretty rough stuff, and-… they’ll be difficult. They’ll always be a little rough around the edges. But when you get rid of all the Corruption- because I’m sure you’ll be able to- they really will mean well. You just- have to show them that.”

Frisk smiled. “Okay.” 

“Um-, and… Well. I can’t break the Barrier. It’s a little too risky, since there are still Corrupt monsters, and it might start another war. But, I can weaken the Barrier. I can make it so that, when you’re ready, you can break it. You can set the monsters free, when everyone’s ready. So, uh, stand back.”

Frisk nodded and took a step back. 

What happened next was impossible to describe. Asriel reached out. Drew on the power of the Souls. Spread that out, out to the Barrier. 

Something cracked, but didn’t quite break. 

Then Asriel lowered his arms. “There. It’s done.”

Frisk nodded slowly. “Asriel-… what’s going to happen to you, though?”

He sighed. “I-… Without the power of these Souls, I have to go back to being Flowey.” Then he smiled. “But that’s okay. Just knowing that you’re doing your best tells me that everything is going to be okay. Because I know you’re never gonna give up, you’re always gonna stay determined. You’ll make sure everything will be okay.”

Still, Frisk could see the tears gathering again in his eyes. So they stepped forward, and hugged him. 

And they stood there. Quiet. Hugging. Loving. 

They knew it must have been hard. Giving up the Souls like that. Going back to… emotionlessness.

They hugged Asriel a little tighter. 

It could have been seconds, or years, or an infinity. But eventually, Asriel pulled away. 

“I-… I have to go, now. Before I turn into Flowey again. Frisk, I-… I know-… you’re going to do great. At anything. At everything.”

He started to walk away. “Oh- … and… Take care of Mom and Dad for me, okay?”

Frisk just nodded, not trusting their voice. 

Then he was walking away, and everything was fading to black.

~o0o~

It was a sense of love and loss. Pride and accomplishment, mixed with disappointment and longing.

Like when you finally complete that one big project, the biggest thing in your life, that thing you’ve poured your heart and soul into for years and years, and now it’s over and-…

You’re happy it’s over. Glad you got it done. Proud of the results.

But at the same time…

What now? What’s next?

You feel like you’ve lost something. That this immense drive for work is gone, that you’ve finally gotten it done, and there’s nothing left to do. That no matter what you do, or where you go, nothing will ever live up to that, nothing will ever fill you with the same determination. 

But you keep looking, anyway. Because you’ve had a taste of it, and someday, you know, you’ll find the feast, and you and your friends will all be there, forever together, joyful. 

~o0o~

Frisk woke slowly.

They were lying on the ground, their head resting in Toriel’s lap. She was stroking their hair. 

They smiled up at her. “Mom.”

Toriel gave a small start. “Oh! My child! You are awake!”

Frisk just smiled and sat up. They looked around. 

Everyone was in the room before the Barrier room. They and Toriel were in the middle. Asgore, Gerson, and Undyne were all a little ways away, talking. Sans, Gaster, and Papyrus were over kneeling in a corner. It looked like Sans might have been sick, his shoulders heaving, Gaster’s hand on his back.

“Hey!” Undyne suddenly shouted. “Hey, punk!”

Frisk looked back to her as she ran up.

“You’re not gonna believe this, but there’s a crack in the Barrier!”

Frisk just nodded. “I-… When everything is ready, I can break it.”

Undyne’s jaw dropped. 

“What do you mean,” Asgore asked slowly, “when everything is ready?”

“When all the Corrupt have become Pure.”

“How…”

“They won’t attack anymore. But they still… hate. So we need to love them, like Sans, and they’ll become Pure.”

“soooo…” Gaster walked up, Sans in his arms, Papyrus trailing behind. It was Sans who had spoken, sounding drowsy and drunken. “i-‘ll be like deelin’ wif’a bunch’a moody teens.”

Frisk laughed. “Kinda! Are- are you alright?”

Sans flopped an arm, almost whacking Gaster in the face, but otherwise didn’t answer. 

So Frisk looked hopefully to the tall Royal Scientist.

“Well,” he said, “he’s not Corrupt anymore. That, uh-… it’s gone now.”

“But I thought the Corrupt Magic was like-… like their lifeblood.” Frisk recalled what Asriel had said, not without a small pang of sorrow for the goat child. 

“That’s essentially what the Magic in a monster’s Soul is, yes, but Sans’ Soul wasn’t fully Corrupt. So, uh, he could… lose the Corrupt part and still survive, as there’s still enough Magic in his Soul to keep him alive. He’s just going to be…” Gaster nodded down at Sans, who had more or less dozed off in his arms, and was sleepily mumbling something about cats and teenagers. “Like this, until the Magic in his Soul regenerates enough.”

“But,” Papyrus added, “it’ll be Pure when it regenerates!”

Frisk smiled. “That’s great!”

“Now, though, my child,” Toriel began softly, “I must say, none of us remember what happened beyond being grabbed by that flower. Please, do you remember?”

“Um-” Frisk didn’t want to tell Asgore and Toriel about Asriel. Having seen Chara must have been bad enough. “Yeah. There was a really big battle, and it turned out, Flowey was on our side! Kind of. So we fought Chara, and eventually, they accepted our mercy! But, um, their hate was the only thing keeping them alive, so, um… they…”

“It is okay, Frisk. We understand.”

Frisk nodded. “Um. Okay. So, then. Flowey used the Souls to weaken the Barrier so that, once we’ve purified all the Corrupt, I can break the Barrier, and monsters can be free!”

“… But where did Flowey go?”

“He-… he ran away.”

“Why?”

“… well, um… w-without the Souls… he… actually doesn’t have a Soul of his own, so… he… he kind of turns mean again, and… he didn’t want to do that to any of you. So… he left.”

“That was very noble of him.” Asgore said.

Frisk nodded their agreement. “I’m hoping that maybe, we can find a way to help him.”

“Of course we can.” Gaster affirmed, sitting down. Sans had to be pretty heavy, but Gaster didn’t look like he was letting go of his son any time soon. “These two,” he gestured to Sans and Papyrus, “didn’t have Souls until I gave them to them. Granted, those were a bit different circumstances, since I specifically designed them to be compatible with my Magic, and I have no idea what kind of Magic a flower uses, but… we can figure something out, I’m sure.”

“Of course we will!” Papyrus shouted happily, leaning against Gaster.

“And until then,” Frisk continued, “we have all the Corrupt to Purify!”

Sure, that was going to be a big task, but they knew they could do it. And then, they could break the Barrier, and let monsters into the sunlight.

And someday, they would see Asriel and Chara again. 

And one day, everyone would be together again. 
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Epilogue

It had been one year. 

Sans stood in the Barrier room, looking at the pulsing, glowing wall that expanded before him. Right down the middle of it was a large dark crack, refusing to give off the same eerie ambient light the rest of the wall did. The crack was the end result of Frisk’s battle with the Dark Lord Chara and Commander Flowey, neither of whom had been seen since said battle. 

With a small sigh, Sans stuffed his hands back into his jacket pockets and turned away from the wall. 

One year since that battle, since Frisk told them that the Corrupt could now be Purified with love.

With both the Dark Lord and the Commander of the Corrupt Army gone, the baton of leadership was passed on to Sans. He had spent the last year attempting to lead his army to peace, coaxing the Corrupt monsters to let go of their hate. 

It had been hard, of course. Hate was a greedy thing; once it had a hold on you, it was a challenge to loosen its grip. There had been some small skirmishes, but it was merely angry and confused monsters lashing out, no organized rebellions or such. Hate was painful, and all the Corrupt had eventually succumbed, accepting the help of love. Finally, after a year of toil, the last Corrupt monster had become a disgruntled and irritable Pure monster. 

Sans laughed a little at the thought. It had indeed been like dealing with a bunch of moody teens, and would remain to be so. The formerly Corrupt monsters would always be a bit rough around the edges, tending to err on the side of the crude and sometimes harsh of things, and it could make them difficult to interact with. 

Sans’ only consolation in this was that, having been a Corrupt monster himself, people excused his behavior when he began rampantly insulting people or broke out cursing in the Corrupt language. 

That was another thing- all the reformed Corrupt monsters retained their Corrupt abilities, albeit fueled by Pure Magic now. Sans was thankful for this, as his left eye was still broken, and still bled Magic and gave him migraines when he used it. This way, he could still light his right eye with Magic, and still use the variety of “Corrupt” attacks without harm to himself.

As Sans stepped out of the Barrier chamber into the throne room, he was met by everyone, friends and family. Gaster was sprawled across Asgore’s throne, and Papyrus, now a good few inches taller than Sans and thus not quite fitting in Gaster’s lap so well anymore, was sitting on the ground beside the throne talking animatedly to his father. Asgore was amid the brilliant flowers, Frisk in front of him as he taught them to garden. Toriel was keeping a watchful eye on her ex husband. Undyne and Gerson were talking strategy, while Alphys fangirled over her girlfriend. 

Tomorrow, the Barrier was going to come down. They had all been far too excited to sleep, and had all ended up in the throne room, waiting for morning. 

Waiting to feel the sun rise. 

As Sans entered the room, Frisk was the first to notice him. They rose, brushing a few stray flower petals off their clothes. “Well, Sans? Is the sun rising yet?”

“almost. i’d say give it a half hour or so, but i don’t actually know anything about sunrises, and who’s to say the barrier isn’t distorting the light or something? who knows. if i were you, kid, i’d just go for it.”

The sun was probably actually nowhere near rising, but Sans was getting bored of waiting around in the throne room, and Undyne was getting really loud- her and Gerson’s strategy-talk had somehow turned into Undyne trying to explain anime to the old turtle. 

Needless to say, Sans didn’t want to be there any longer, and if he was forced to, there was little doubt in his mind that he would become re-Corrupted and slaughter them all. 

Luckily, Frisk just smiled and nodded and turned to go to the Barrier. 

Everyone followed. 

Frisk stopped in front of the glowing, pulsing wall with the huge dark crack in it. 

“Umm…” they said quietly. 

“What?”

“I-… I don’t…” they slowly admitted. “I don’t actually know how… to break it…?”

For a long moment, everyone just stared at the child.

Then Sans threw his hands into the air. “you gotta be kidding me!”

“Well, what should I do?” Frisk countered. 

“gee, i dunno! how in the world do you break something? that’s impossible! i mean, i really doubt that doing anything like, say, attacking it will have any effect at all!”

“Sans-”

“attack the freaking barrier, frisk!”

“Sans, I don’t think that will work-”

“FRISK! BREAK THE BARRIER OR Í̸ ̧̨W̧I̶Ĺ͏L ̧RIP͠ ̴̵̷O̧͡U͜T͘ ̶̧͜Y̴͡O̴͘U̧͝R̡ ̴̨S͘͞͠O̴ÙL À̶̶̠̳̙̞̝̬̩̰̠͟Ņ̼͙̯̥̰͟͜͝D҉̱̹̱̰̹̯̲̖̰̤̙̕͢͜ ̨̢̞͕̟̗͢Ḑ̵͓̥̺͚̞̫̮̟̜͉͙̼̝͙͈́͢ͅͅO̸̰̞̱̱͎͔͕̗͎̜ ̵̵̨̫͇͓͈͕̀͟Í̵̞͚̘̠̻̹͓̳͚̫͎̼͎͕͕̗̬̝͉͘͡Ţ̵̴̝̤̥͇̠̘̟̗̥̞̞̻̪̤̗̼͇͟͞ ̷̡͙̤͉̠̦̠̦̤͈̯͎̪̮̲̰ͅM̴͕̤̼̤̬͕̤̰̬͎̼͎̣̀̕͢ͅỲ̴̵̼̮̟̫̺̩̖̬͠Ş̢͢͝҉͚̭̟̖̜͕È̷̛͍̳͇͈͔̺̹̱̯̬͎͚̘̝̜͇L̨̟͓̹̪͎̦̲͓͈F̠͓͔̦͎̮̯̬͉̼̼̩̖̰͇̀͟!̡̢̢̼̼͇̤͖̩͞͞!̴͎̩͖̳͚̞͕̩̖̙̳̣̩̗́”



As Gaster tried to calm his son down, Frisk let out a sort of yelp sound and ran forward to wards the Barrier. They didn’t understand the last bit, it being in the Corrupt language, but they got the gist: violent things.

Really, getting near the Barrier was apparently all it took. Even Sans stopped his ranting to watch as a red glow spread from where Frisk’s Soul was lit agains their chest. Quickly, the light spread outward, running like water into the dark crack in the wall

Then it faded. 

“Well,” Undyne said after a moment of silence, “that was anticlimac—”

She was cut off suddenly by the sound of glass shattering, but louder, like thousands of glasses being smashed against the ground, as more and more cracks spanned the surface of the Barrier. 

Then, with one final loud SNAP, the Barrier fell away, glowing particles disintegrating into nothingness. 

And there, just beyond the mouth of the cave…

Sans took a breath. It was beautiful. 

The sky, darkness lit by millions of millions of glowing specks, pure white light pushing back the blackness. 

Hardly daring to speak, the monsters and human all stepped forward, looking to the sky.

For each star was a Soul, pulsing in the darkness, fending off the Corruption. The sky, brilliant and beautiful, full of stars, held a promise.

It was that of a new future, free of Corruption, of hate, full of love. 

The war was finally over and the stars awaited, brimming with hope and promise. 

They only had to go forward and claim their future. 
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