
        
            
                
            
        

    
1 ~ One Summer’s Night

A/N

Just to let you know, THIS IS NOT THE FIRST BOOK IN THE SERIES! In fact, it’s the third! I’d suggest you read The Time Before and A Name to Remember before you read this one, otherwise some things won’t make sense! 

Anyway, if you’ve already done that, then enjoy the story! 
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It’s rather unfortunate, you think, that the thunderstorm has occurred. 

Today was supposed to have been a nice day. A celebratory day. It was the day marking two years since the Barrier had been destroyed, and one year since Mt. Ebbot had officially become the territory of the Monster Kingdom. 

Sans and Papyrus had offered their home for the location of the celebration. Located on an isolated cliff up the side of Mt. Ebbot, the brothers’ house was quite nearly just a modified version of their house in Snowdin: it had a bigger living room to accommodate for more guests, several guest bedrooms, and a wraparound porch on the front, with some deck furniture set up for a nice view off the mountain. The house had been one of the first permanent residences built when monsters had been freed. 

And, currently, it’s where you, Sans, Papyrus, Toriel, Asgore, Flowey, Undyne, and Alphys are holed up, waiting out the storm. It’s a rather ferocious one, and no one wants to be driving down a mountain in the weather.

On the bright side, there are, thanks to Papyrus, plenty of places for guests to sleep in the house, so it’s okay if you have to stay the night. 

Still, though. You had hoped that you all could watch the sunset together, as you had that first day, rather than being stuck inside. 

But you all are on the surface, so you suppose everything is all right. Not to mention that you’re all togeth-

“Sans? Where are you going?”

Your thoughts are interrupted by Papyrus’s voice, questioning Sans as he rises from the couch.

“outside.” Sans responds simply, heading for the door.

“In this weather?” Toriel frets. “Whatever for?”

Sans just gives a little shrug before stepping out the door. 

A slightly worried look crosses Papyrus’s face, and he goes to follow his brother outside. After a moment, you get up and followed, too. 

Luckily, Sans has not gone farther than the porch, which has a roof. So you don’t have to go out in the rain. 

Sans is standing at the very edge of the porch, eyesockets closed, face tilted upward. A small, quiet smile twitches at the edge of his jaw. 

“Sans, what are you-” Papyrus cuts himself off, flinching just a little as a bolt of lightning split the sky, followed moments later by a peal of thunder. After so long in the Underground without the severe weather of the Surface, Papyrus still finds thunder rather startling. 

Sans, though, doesn’t move. He seems content to stay just on the edge of the porch. When the last rumbles of the thunder have died off, fading back to the steady fall of rain, Sans speaks. “the thunder’s really not so scary, pap.”

“It’s not scary!” Papyrus protests. “I just wish it wouldn’t startle me like that!”

“heh. well. i like it.”

After another flash of lightning and clap of thunder, Papyrus steps up to stand beside Sans. “Really? But it’s so- so loud and abrupt and just-…”

Sans chuckles just a little. “nah. i think it sounds nice. it reminds me.”

Standing in the doorway, that catches your attention. What could the thunder possibly remind Sans of?

Lucky for you, Papyrus asks the same question. “… What does it remind you of?”

Sans is quiet for a long time, long enough that two more lightning bolts cross the sky before he speaks again. Finally, though, he tilts his head a little to look at Papyrus. 

“you don’t remember dad at all.”

It’s a statement, not a question, but Papyrus still shakes his head.

“… i start to forget him, too, a lot of the time. i hardly remember anything about him. but the thunder…” Sans sighs a little. “he had this voice. kinda a cross between our voices. it was lower pitched, like mine, but then… it had this undertone. like you. his voice demanded respect. he had this authority, this strength, this power in his voice. and the thunder…

“… it kinda reminded me of that.”

For a long time, there’s no sound but the rain and the thunder. 

You are surprised. In all of the time you’ve known the brothers, neither of them has ever talked about their family beyond each other. The only reference to any parents that you’ve ever heard was when Papyrus said their dad had fallen when he was really young, and that Sans didn’t like talking about it. 

But now here’s Sans, talking about it. You suddenly feel even worse about eavesdropping. This, you think, isn’t something for them to hear.

But you can’t just leave, not now. You have too many questions!

Papyrus, apparently, thinks similarly. “Sans?”

“yeah…?”

“… What-…” Papyrus only jumps a little at the next crack of thunder. “…What was Dad like?”

Sans lets out a slow sigh. “… i-… i don’t remember, pap. it’s been so long, and i just… i don’t remember.”

“Oh…” The brothers are both silent as yet another clap of thunder sounds in the distance. 

“What was his name…?” Papyrus asks slowly.

Sans just looks away.

“You don’t…?”

“… no. pap, it was such a long time ago. practically a different time entirely. and now i don’t-… i can’t even remember his name. he’s just… gone.”

After a moment, Papyrus reaches out and wraps an arm around Sans’ shoulders. “Well, brother, I’m here. And I’m not going anywhere.”

Sans laughs a little. “yeah.” 

For a moment, they just stand there. Then, “welp. c’mon, let’s head back inside. i’m getting all wet.”

Quickly, before they turned around and see you, you slip back inside. 

Papyrus may have been content with Sans’ answers, but you are far from satisfied. You have too many questions. 

You’ve heard all your friends’ backstories. Undyne was raised by Gerson. Alphys had become Royal Scientist when she built Mettaton’s body. Asgore and Toriel’s children had died, and they had split when Asgore declared war. Flowey was Asriel, after his death and Soulless reincarnation. 

But Sans and Papyrus…? The most you know of the brothers’ history was from the shopkeeper bunny whom you met in Snowdin: the brothers had simply shown up one day. 

And now, apparently, Sans couldn’t remember their own dad. 

So who was he? What had happened to him?

And why could Sans, who had more than once proven an extraordinary, time-transcending memory, not remember him?

As you flop back onto the couch, the brothers entering the house again, you decide that you are determined to figure it out. 
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2 ~ Detective Frisk

To be honest, you’re a little nervous about this.

Because yes, Sans is your friend. You trust Sans. 

But…

But he kinda frightens you. He knows things, things he shouldn’t remember. And… just because he’s lazy, you know, doesn’t mean he’s weak.

And sometimes, you have the distinct impression that he would rather not be smiling. 

And it makes you wonder. How strong is Sans, and how does he remember?

And Papyrus. Sweet, innocent Papyrus. You never did see his “special attack,” no matter how many times you fought him. And for all his naivety, he’s unnaturally adept at recognizing people’s negative emotions- and at placating the particularly miserable ones. 

This too, makes you wonder. What sort of history does Papyrus have with depression, and how come he seems so used to handling it in other people?

And who, who was their dad, that he’s nowhere to be found and neither of his sons remember him? 

Where did Sans and Papyrus come from?

Today, and for as long as you need to be, you are not Frisk. You are Detective Dreemur, famous international private investigator. You have taken the baffling case of the skelebros and their history.

Yes, this summer, you have been tasked with cracking this case, and you are determined to do so. 

With that, you yawn, stretch, and sit up in bed. Looking at your alarm clock, you see it’s nearly 9:45 AM. 

Flowey, in his flower pot, is glaring at the clock. At 9:46 every morning this summer, he has woken you up exactly then by screaming at you. He’s not too happy about being stuck in a flower pot.

But I tried to warn him. You reason.

It’s true. After the Barrier was broken and Asriel became Flowey again, he realized that there were millions of human Souls on the surface. All he had to do was kill a few people to get a few Souls. Luckily, each of the three times he tried, he was stopped, and on the third time, he was caught and put in the flower pot. 

Now, it might have seemed strange that this attempted-murderer was left in the care of a child, but you know Flowey better than anyone.

And, according to him, you’re “the  only person who’s fun anymore.”

… But he certainly doesn’t look like he’s having fun when, at 9:46 exactly, he turns around, intent on startling you awake, only to find you’re already awake.

You smile at him. “Good morning, Flowey!”

He scowls. “Stop being so happy, Frisk. It’s disgusting.”

You just smile at him as you climb out of bed. “Do you know what I’m going to do today?”

“No, and I don’t want to, but I assume you’re gonna tell me anyway.”

As you start to pick out clothes for today (the same classic shorts and blue striped sweater) you tell Flowey your plans. “I’m going to be a detective.”

He snorts, unimpressed. “And what are you investigating today, detective Frisk? Who ate the last cookie? Where your goldfish went?”

“Nope!” Having finished getting dressed, you dig around in the drawers of your desk, looking for a notebook and pencil. “I’m gonna figure out where Sans and Papyrus are from!”

Flowey is silent for a long time. When you find your notepad, you turn to look at him. He doesn’t have his usual snarky expression.

“That’s… a really stupid idea, Frisk.” But again, the words lack his usual bluster. He sounds almost… nervous. 

“Why?” You ask, turning to find a pencil. 

“It just is.”

You make a show of pretending to think about it. Then you shrug. “I’m gonna do it.”

“No. Don’t mess with Sans.”

That gives you pause for a moment. He said Sans, specifically. Not Sans and Papyrus, just Sans. You know that Sans and Flowey don’t like each other, but this sounds like more than the general animosity they share. But as far as you know, Sans has never fought Flowey. Not the way he’s fought you. Flowey has never given any indication that he knows what Sans is capable of. 

“Why?” You ask again. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

Flowey just looks at you. “Just don’t do it.”

“I don’t see why not.”

“Don’t talk to him!”

“That’s not good enough…!” You say in a singsong tone, leaning close to the flower. “I think we’ll go talk to him now!”

With a shout of irritation, he gives. “AGH! Don’t take me anywhere NEAR that- that smiley trashbag! He’s a freak, and he can do too many things that he shouldn’t be able to!”

With a victorious smile, you lean away from Flowey. “Thanks, Flowey! You just gave me my first clue!”

In your notebook, you write

•S scares F Something happened?

•F says S can “do things he shouldn’t be able to”

Meanwhile, Flowey just looks astonished. “Wha- I-…”

With that you nod, put your notebook into your inventory, and pick up Flowey’s flower pot. “I think we should talk to mom, next!”

Flowey just lets out a moan. “Can’t we at least get breakfast, first?”

You laugh as you walk out of your room. “We can multitask!”
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3 ~ Super-Detective Frisk

You decide, as Detective Frisk, that the best place to start on your investigation is by asking how everyone met Sans and Papyrus, and seeing where that gets you. 

Your first few inquiries don’t yield much result. Toriel repeats to you the same story Sans told you in the MTT resort diner. Undyne tells you the story of how Papyrus waited all night outside her door, until she let him in. The only part of that story you didn’t know was that Sans came a few days later to see why Undyne was teaching Papyrus to cook, rather than fight, only to agree with her after she explained she didn’t want to hurt him. But that doesn’t really surprise you, you know how much Sans thinks of his brother. 

It’s when you’re talking to Alphys that things get interesting.

“W-well, I met Papyrus online he was asking about my c-color tile puzzle. A-and we kinda just kept talking after that.”

You already knew this story. But what about Sans?

“Well, um, I f-found—” she cuts herself off. 

“You found…?” You prompt her. This either means that the story of how she met Sans is embarrassing, and she’s self-conscious about it…

Or something altogether more sinister. Dark. Dangerous. Something secret. 

Alphys hesitates a little longer. Then, slowly, quietly, “I-… I found him in W-Waterfall a few years ago. He was unconscious, and it l-looked like he had taken quite a few p-powerful hits to the chest, with a l-largely energy based attack. A-and after I got him back to the lab, and he w-woke up, he k-knew who I was, before I had introduced myself.”

“Maybe he saw you in a newspaper or something?”

Alphys shakes her head. “N-no. He was talking really weird, too. He thought we worked together, under the last Royal Scientist, but that’s impossible, because I never even met him, and had never seen Sans before that, either…” She pauses a minute. “… W-we decided that he had been half-c-conscious when I was bringing him back to the lab, and created some sort of delusion.”

That’s interesting. Very, very interesting. 

You say bye to Alphys and head home, writing a few more points in your notebook.

•A found S unconscious, hurt in Watfall. S thought he knew A, and last RS? Delusion?

When you get home, you consult with Flowey. You’ve decided, after all, that he’s your sidekick.

Wait. Do detectives have sidekicks? Or is that more of a superhero thing? It sounds more like a superhero thing. But Sherlock Holmes has Dr. Watson. What’s Dr. Watson? Well, he’s a doctor, you know that. But is he Mr. Holmes’ assistant? Or is he Mr. Holmes’ doctor? Is he a doctor because he’s Mr. Holmes assistant? Is Flowey a doctor now?!

No, you decide, that one’s easy. Flowey is not a doctor. He’d be more likely to kill people than try to save them! So you guess that means Flowey is your sidekick. And, well, if sidekicks are more superhero things, then you can be a superhero-detective.

A super detective. Yeah, that sounds nice! Super Detective Frisk! That has a nice ring to it.

You tell Flowey. He just looks at you. “What does this have to do with Sans and Papyrus?”

“Well,” you say, “you’re my sidekick, but sidekicks are more of superhero things. So I’m a superhero-detective. A super detective!”

“What the heck, Frisk.”

“Sidekick Flowey! Tell me, what do you think of this case?”

He keeps giving you that what-the-heck look. “I think it’s stupid.”

“Hmm. What about it?” You rub your chin, posing kinda dramatically.

“All of it. We shouldn’t be poking around anything that has to do with Sans. He’s freaky.”

“An astute observation, Sidekick Flowey!” You say dramatically. “But one I believe you’ve already made. See? It’s in my notes.”

“S scares F. Something happened?” He reads out loud from the notebook. “He does not scare me! He’s just a smiley trashbag!” 

“Suuuuurrrreeee.” 

“He does not.” Flowey pauses, then skims over the rest of your notes. “What’s this about ‘A found S unconscious’?”

You recognize the subject change for what it is, but don’t point it out. Instead, you repeat Alphys’s story. 

Flowey frowns, but it’s not so much the I-hate-everything frown he normally does, but a thoughtful frown. “That is strange.”

“Yup. I wonder what happened. We should investigate.”

“Yeah, it-” his expression switched back to the outraged one. “No, nonononono. Frisk, you are not getting me involved in this! I don’t want anything to do with that smiley trashbag!”

But Flowey is curious, you can tell. He’s always excited to see something new, and this is new for the both of you. 

Besides. He is your sidekick. He’ll follow you. 

The last person on your list to ask is Asgore. You can guess at his story- he just met them when the Barrier was broken. After all, he’s the king! Why would he go visit the skelebros? 

But, a good detective is thorough, so you’ll still go-

“Frisk!” Toriel’s voice cuts through your planning. “Bedtime!”

“But Mo-om!” You protest, even though you know it’s futile. Bedtime means bedtime, so you’ll just have to go to Asgore tomorrow. 
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4 ~ Only the Beginning

“You want to know how I met Sans and Papyrus?”

Looking up at Asgore’s furry face, you nod. You’re holding your notebook and pencil.

“Hm. Well, let’s see. Papyrus, I had not met personally until the Barrier was broken. But Sans… let’s see…”

Asgore paused a moment, thinking. This is a little surprising. You had expected that he wouldn’t have met either of the brothers until the Barrier was broken. But apparently not?

Very surprising indeed.

“Ah!” Asgore smiles. “I remember. It was right after the fourth Soul had fallen into the Underground. Sans had—” he cuts himself off suddenly, hesitating. Then he shakes his head. “Well, I suppose you already know. You would have had to pass by him to get to me, right? Yes, Sans had fought the fourth human to fall into the Underground. I did not actually meet him then, really, he passed out immediately after. But later, I went to see him about offering him the position as Judge, which, as I’m sure you saw, he accepted.”

You scribble a few notes into you notebook. 

•S fought 4th

•A.D gave S job

And then you realize something. Asgore had been hesitant to tell you this.

“Wait,” you ask, “was no one supposed to know about this?”

Asgore nods a little, sheepishly. “When I offered him the position, his only condition was that I not tell anyone. Really, I do not think anyone actually knows about it, but you and me.”

“Not even Papyrus?”

Asgore shakes his head. “He specifically did not want Papyrus to know.”

You frown a little, and write that in your notebook.

•S’s job secret to P. Why?

But, having asked Asgore your question, you head home to consult again with your sidekick-detective.

Flowey still disapproves the idea of investigating like this, but he seems okay with just talking things over with you. 

You show him all your notes.

•S scares F Something happened?

•F says S can “do things he shouldn’t be able to”

•A found S unconscious, hurt in Watfall. S thought he knew A, and last RS? Delusion?

•S fought 4th

•A.D gave S job

•S’s job secret to P. Why?

“A.D?” He asks. 

“Because I was already using A for Alphys. So A.D is Asgore Dreemur.”

“Hm. What’s the ‘4th’ and ‘job’?”

“The fourth human to fall, and Sans’ job as Judge.”

Flowey thinks it over for a moment. Then, “Well. You still haven’t found out anything, really. So it’s not too late to quit.”

You give him a look. 

“Aaaaand you’re not going to take my advice, are you?”

“Nope.”

He sighs. 

“Anyway. We need to get more information. The shopkeeper rabbit says they just kinda showed up in town, and nobody else really knows where they came from. Maybe… Maybe I should just ask Sans?”

“What?!” Flowey screeches. “Are you INSANE?! He’d KILL you!”

“I doubt that.” 

“Frisk. Listen to me. Do. Not. Do. It.”

You look at Flowey for a minute. He actually almost looks afraid. “… Fine. What about Papyrus?”

Flowey protests, but you can tell he really can’t come up with a good argument. 

“Papyrus it is!”

Luckily, when you call Papyrus on the phone, he tells you he’s in town at the moment. That’s good, since the brothers’ house is up on Mt. Ebbot, and Toriel won’t let you walk there yourself. But since he’s in town, Papyrus offers to take you out for nicecream. You, of course, accept. 

Not twenty minutes later, you and he are walking through the park, nicecreams in hand.

“So, Frisk!” Papyrus smiles at you. Even with two years since you met him, he still has a good foot and a half on you. “What did you want to ask me?”

“Well.” You hesitate a moment, Flowey’s warnings echoing in your head. “I was just wondering…”

“Yeah?”

“Where did you and Sans live before Snowdin?”

Papyrus frowns thoughtfully. “Hm. Well, we lived in New Home!”

“Where?”

Papyrus shrugs a little. “A hotel, I think. I was very small, smaller than you, even! I don’t remember it that well!”

“You lived in a hotel?”

Papyrus nods. “Yes! See, back then, Sans was doing everything! He had jobs to pay for the hotel room, and he was raising me, and I think that a room was just cheaper than getting an actual house or apartment.”

“Woah. Sans actually had a job!?”

“Two jobs! He sold hotdogs in New Home, and had that comedy act at the resort! But I think that was before Mettaton bought it.”

You think back to your time at the MTT resort. You can remember seeing Sans’ name on the advertised list of upcoming acts. 

“So how did he pay for the house in Snowdin?” You know this. He got a job as Judge, and that paid really well. But you want to see what Papyrus says. 

He just shrugs a little. “I think that he got a really big raise when Mettaton took over the resort.”

That’s not likely, you know. You’ve spoken to Burgerpants. Mettaton pays his employees the bare minimum. But you say nothing of that to Papyrus. 

When you get home, you add a few more notes to your notebook. 

•S and P lived in NH. Hotel room?

•S worked hard. 2 jobs (h’dogs/jokes)

•moved to Sno when P was very small

•confirmed- P does NOT know about S’s job. 

“So,” you say to Flowey, “what do we know? Let’s start from the beginning.”

“Let’s not.” He replies. “I have a better idea. Instead, let’s not start at all!”

You ignore him. “Sans and Papyrus are in a hotel room. Papyrus is very little, and Sans is apparently old enough to be raising Papyrus himself, and have two jobs?”

You add another question to your notebook. 

•what’s the age gap between S and P?

Then you continue. “So at some point, Sans fights the fourth fallen human. And does he win? Kill them? Either way, Asgore is impressed. He offers Sans a job as Judge. And… Sans takes it, but he doesn’t want Papyrus to know about it. Why?” You pause for a moment, but no answer presents itself. The Judge is a higher position than Captain of the Royal Guard. So why wouldn’t Sans want to surprise Papyrus with that? It would certainly change Papyrus’s mind about him being lazy! 

It just doesn’t make sense. 

You keep going. “So, sometime around then, they move to Snowdin… and sometime between then and when I fell Sans gets knocked unconscious, Alphys finds him, and he thinks they worked together with the last Royal Scientist.” You look at Flowey. “Who was the last Royal Scientist, anyway? How would Sans know them?”

Flowey somehow manages to shrug nonchalantly and uninterestedly, despite not having shoulders to shrug. You, meanwhile add yet another note to your notebook. 

•Did S know last RS? Who was RS? How did S know RS?

“Moving on, then, the brothers live in Snowdin, Papyrus meets Undyne, Sans meets Toriel, and the rest of the Souls fall into the Underground.”

“Sounds about right.” Flowey responds. “Congratulations! You figured out where they’re from! Now can you just drop it and stop messing around with the smiley trashbag?”

You shake your head. It’s true that you know more about the brothers, now, but you still have questions. Like why does Sans not want Papyrus to know about his job? How did the brothers end up in a hotel room? Where did they come from before that? 

Who was their dad, and why can’t they remember him?

No, Detective Frisk, you tell yourself, this investigation is just beginning.
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5 ~ Slack Jawed

It’s a really good thing, you decide, that you have so much determination.

Because it’s been nearly four days since you talked to Papyrus, and the trail has gone cold. Everyone else you’ve talked to pretty much say the same thing- Sans and Papyrus pretty much just showed up one day.

If you weren’t so determined, you would have dropped it by now. But you were determined. You just have to be observant, and you’re sure that something will come up. 

And you’re right, something does. 

You’re in the park. Sans, Papyrus, Undyne, and Alphys are with you. You all go to get nicecream…

But Sans doesn’t get anything. And, looking back on it, you don’t think he’s ever gotten nicecream with you. 

You ask him if he doesn’t like nicecream. 

“nah, i like it just as much as the next guy. i just can’t eat it.”

You frown. “You can’t eat nicecream? Are you allergic or something?” That’s a kinda strange thought. Monsters don’t generally have allergies, you’ve found, and besides, monster food is mostly Magic, and doesn’t have much to be allergic to in it.

Sans chuckles a little. “no, no, let me rephrase. i can’t eat it in front of you.”

That makes less sense than an allergy. You tell Sans that.

He gives you a look. “have you ever seen me eat, frisk?”

You open your mouth to say you have, but then you realize you haven’t. You’ve seen him drinking, yes, all manner of liquids from ketchup to soda to water, but never eating anything solid.

Sans just laughs again. “yeah, that’s what i thought. now, consider, maybe there’s a reason for that, kiddo?”

“Well, I can imagine that.” Undyne snorts. “You’re already a total slob, so you probably just eat really messily.”

Sans snorts. “messily? nah. i actually don’t know what it looks like. i guess i just don’t have the guts to see for myself, after people started telling me it looked so horrifying.”

Papyrus frowns. “It’s not that horrifying.”

“well that’s because you’ve lived with me your entire life, and you never saw it any other way. you’re just used to it. i’m pretty sure it’s terrifying.”

“S-Sans,” Alphys interjects, “we’re all your friends. We w-won’t think any less of you because of the way you eat. Y-you don’t have to be embarrassed.”

Sans shakes his head. “i’m not embarrassed. i’m just trying to save you all from terror.”

“I bet it’s not that scary.” Undyne says. 

“undyne, i literally cannot open my mouth, yet i somehow still manage to get food into it. i think it’s probably at least a little frightening.”

Undyne gives Sans a sidelong look. “I’ll be the judge of that.”

“no you won’t. you won’t even see it.”

“Well I don’t believe you. I bet you’re just sloppy.”

The edges of Sans’ grin lift a little. “why don’t you quit mouthing off at me, undyne?”

“SANS!” Papyrus protests, while Undyne looks a little annoyed that Sans would interrupt a serious conversation with a pun. 

“aw, c’mon! that was a good one. anywhere else, it woulda left folks slack jawed!”

“Sans, that was AWFUL.” Papyrus shouts, stamping one foot on the ground.

“awfully punderful!”

“NNNNNYEH!”

It’s not until later, once you’re home again, that you realize Sans had effectively used puns to pull away from that conversation. Because after that, no one talked about Sans’ eating habits again. 

And as you think back on the conversation, something occurs to you. Something that Sans said. 

…you never saw it any other way…

It almost seemed like maybe…

Maybe Sans hadn’t always been like that? Did he used to be able to open his mouth? What had happened?

You groan a little. It seems like the harder you dig for answers, the more questions you uncover. 

Nonetheless, you add a note to your notebook. 

•S can’t open mouth. Always like that?

But you feel like, even though you don’t know what it is, you’ve uncovered something important. Like you dug up one of those rocks with crystals inside, and even though it just looks like a normal rock, you just have to find the right way to break it open to find the crystals.

Yeah, this has to be important. Somehow. You just don’t know how it all fits together. Yet. You’ll figure it out, you’re sure.

You just have to stay determined. 

And it works. Your next hint comes only the next day.

But it’s at a bit of a cost. 

You’re lying on your bed, playing a game on your phone, when someone knocks on your door. 

“Come in!” You call, looking up.

The door opens. Sans walks in. “hey, kiddo. i happened to be nearby, and i thought i’d stop by ‘n’ say hello.” He flops into the chair at your desk. “so, uh. hi.”

You laugh a little. “Hi, Sans.”

You and Sans chat for a little while. And then…

Then Sans happens to glance at your desk. 

… The notebook is sitting on top of it. You forgot to put it away.

Sans’ grin is as wide as ever, but his eyes say he’s frowning. Your breath caught in your throat, you watch in fear as Sans reads over your notes. 

This was a bad idea! You think. Flowey was right, this was a bad idea!

“… frisk… what is this…?” His voice is peculiarly emotionless. As he turns to look at you, there’s only just a hint of anger in his eyes, nothing you would notice if you didn’t know Sans pretty well. “are you profiling me?”

“I- I just-” you stammer under his hard gaze. You decide to tell the truth. “I-… I heard you talking to Papyrus-… about- about your dad, and I just wanted to figure out— where- where he went-…”

Sans slumps back into the chair, his cold expression melting into an exhausted one. Well. More exhausted looking than he normally has. He sighs. “kid… that’s a dead end path, frisk. he-… he’s gone. and as unhappy as i am about that, as much as i’d like to see him again… well, there’s no use in digging up old bones.”

You blink a little. This isn’t what you were expecting, not this sort of quiet reserve. You were expecting more of that “if you keep going the way you are now…” thing Sans did to freak you out when-…

Well. That one time.

And there’s an expression on Sans’ face. It’s well-disguised, almost unnoticeable. You bet that it’s only because of this conversation that you can see it at all. 

It’s sorrow. Deep, painful, biting sorrow. 

This only strengthens your resolve to figure out what happened. You don’t like seeing your friends hurt, and maybe if you figure this out, you can help Sans. 

Sans sees your face. “that expression…” he sighs, standing up and walking over to stand beside you. “you’re not going to stop, are you?”

You hesitate a moment. Then you shake your head.

Sans is silent for a long time, eyesockets closed. Then, slowly, he looks up at you. “at the very least,” he says, voice barely audible, “let me offer a little advice. be very careful about what you’re doing, and be very considerate of all the potential consequences.” His eyesockets go dark. “B E C A U S E   R E S E T T I N G   C A N ‘ T   A L W A Y S   B R I N G   E V E R Y T H I N G   B A C K .”

And it’s like you blink. Half a second of blackness, and then Sans is just… gone. 

For a long time, you just sit there, shocked. 

And you are so, so thankful Flowey is downstairs in the kitchen, because if he had seen that, he would be telling you he told you so. 
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6 ~ A Momentary Lapse

Sans is… strange, you decide. 

It’s been a few hours since your conversation with him, and now that your shock has worn off, certain things are beginning to sink in. 

Sans is clever. You know that. He watches his tongue (metaphorically, of course) and is careful about the words he uses. But there were a few things in that conversation that you can’t decide if he was just speaking in his usual strange way, if they were slips of the tongue, accidental hints dropped, or…

Or if he wants you to keep going, if he wants you to know a few things. 

Well.

Regardless. 

You have a few more clues to add to your notebook.

First is his warning. “Resetting can’t always bring everything back.”

Seems kind of odd, that he would say that specifically. Wouldn’t it have been easier to say “resetting can’t fix everything”? 

But that’s not what he said. “Resetting can’t always bring everything back.”

Had something gotten lost? And… and Sans… had somehow gotten things to reset, to try to get that thing back? Had he gotten Flowey to reset? Or had there been someone else?

But-… 

So if Sans lost something, and somehow got things to reset, and it didn’t work… how…?

And what had he lost? Something important, obviously, if Sans wanted it to reset. Something like—…

Like a family member. His dad. 

So Sans’ and Papyrus’s dad had died and Sans had…

But that didn’t make sense. You know from experience that resetting brings dead monsters back. Dead anything back. It brings everything back. So how could it not bring something back? 

… It didn’t make sense. Why would Sans say it specifically like that? 

Well…

Moving on. 

The other thing.

…he’s gone. and as unhappy as i am about that, as much as i’d like to see him again…

Sans never said that his dad was dead. Just gone. And the whole “much as I’d like to see him again” thing. Was there some possibility that Sans and Papyrus’s dad was still alive, just—

… oh! What if—

What if their dad somehow got stuck in another timeline? And then when things got reset, he didn’t come back with Sans and Papyrus, because he was stuck there, so now he’s in one timeline and Sans and Papyrus are in another one? 

But that still doesn’t make sense. How could something like that happen? How could someone possibly get stuck in one timeline? And why does that mean Sans wouldn’t remember him? Especially because Sans has obviously proven that he can remember things across timelines. 

It just doesn’t make sense! You don’t get it! 

Maybe…

You sigh. 

This is too big for a kid and a flower. Too big even for a super-detective kid and flower. 

Maybe…

You should just…

… give up…? 

…

…Maybe…

…

No! I have to stay determined!

Because maybe this is too big for just a kid and a flower, but that doesn’t mean that it has to be just a kid and a flower who’s doing it! You have friends, and you know that every single one of them (well, except maybe Sans or Papyrus) would help you!

And who better to ask about weird science-y shenanigans than Alphys? 

(Well. Maybe Sans. You’ve seen his basement in Snowdin. But again, he’s already proven that he’s not gonna be helping you with this.)

Before leaving, you add two more points to your notes.

•S reset things, something didn’t come back?

•dad lost in other timeline? Stuck there? Resets ineffective?

Then you gather up your meager notes, and head over to Alphys and Undyne’s house. Neither of them are home, though, so you continue on to Alphys’s lab.

Technically, after the stuff with the amalgamates, Alphys isn’t the Royal Scientist anymore, but she’s still just about the smartest monster, and Asgore let her have the new lab that was built on the surface. With Toriel around she was, of course, required to give monthly reports and her work was frequently checked up on to keep anything from getting so far or of hand again. It seemed to be working alright, especially since Alphys was keeping to the mechanics, and staying away from Determination experiments. 

But as you’re walking to the lab, you realize you have a problem. In order to talk to Alphys, you’ll have to explain Sans’ warning. And in order to do that, you’ll have to explain about your ability to reset. 

You… 

You don’t want to do that. 

Because-…

Well…

Like Sans said, in one timeline or another. You were essentially playing with their lives, forcing them all to do the same song and dance again and again. And…

…

Well. You know-…

You doubt anyone will be happy to learn that.

… So you can’t go to Alphys. Not yet, at least. But it’s a good idea to shelve for later. 

… Or… Can you?

You’ve already decided outright that you can’t just outright go to someone with the reset business. 

But… Maybe, maybe there are other ways to get them involved, without telling them your side of things?

…

… This passive sneakiness isn’t your type of thing. You don’t like to plot. 

But you know someone who does. 

You head home. Explain the situation to Flowey. 

And, strangely enough, he seems excited. Maybe because with other people involved, it would be harder to pin the blame for involvement on him?

Regardless, he helps you. 

“Well, obviously, Frisk. You’re curious, you just have to get all the others curious, too. Then you sit back and let them do all the digging for you.”

“But how?” You question. 

Flowey scoffs a little. “Just bring something up. I mean, wasn’t everyone already asking about Sans’ mouth? And he deflected the conversation like the smiley trashbag he is. So just… casually bring that back up. Get them wondering about it. They’ll do something. They’ll have to do something.”

You frown a little. “How do you know?”

“Haven’t you ever heard the saying curiosity killed the cat, Frisk? It’s because the cat didn’t have opposable thumbs, so it couldn’t do anything to satisfy it’s curiosity, so it died.”

You give Flowey an amused look. “I do not think that saying means what you think it means.”

“Yes it does! The cat wanted so badly to know, but it couldn’t do anything, so it went mad and died!”

You shake your head. “No. I’m pretty sure it’s warning against curiosity, saying if you stick your nose where it doesn’t belong, you could be hurt.”

Flowey lets out a frustrated sound. “I was saying that in the beginning! I said ‘if you do this, Sans will KILL you!‘ And you didn’t listen! And now, when I’m finally helping, when I’m curious, you’re saying no?! Curiosity drove the cat mad and KILLED IT, Frisk!YOU ARE KILLING ME!”

You shake your head, laughing. “No I’m not. I’m not saying I’m done, I’m just saying I think that’s what that saying really means. Also, I’m glad you’re finally helping! This’ll be so much easier now that I have my sidekick helping me!”

Flowey just lets out a frustrated growl. 

But now you have your plan. You are determined to see it through. 
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7 ~ An Offer for a Trade

You can put your plan into action almost immediately. Your house is the frequent gathering place for all your friends, it’s just where everyone hangs out. 

Especially on nice summer days when you don’t have school. 

Regardless. Almost everyone is at your house, and in the kitchen to boot. You, Alphys, Undyne, and Sans are sitting at the table. Flowey’s flower pot is sitting on the windowsill, and Asgore is standing nearby. Toriel and Papyrus are at the counter, where Toriel is trying to teach Papyrus how to roll out a pie crust (this is her twenty seventh attempt, third today.) 

“Um. So, Sans.” You say, loud enough for everyone to hear. In the days since Sans’ warning, he’s acted completely normal towards you. But, then, you haven’t done much in your investigating since then. 

Sans lifts his head off the table, blinking a little. He was probably at least three fourths asleep. “whu-?”

“Um. So. Remember how the other day we were talking to you?”

For a moment, Sans’ expression is totally blank. Then, it changes, for the briefest moment to something you’ve never seen on Sans’ face. 

Panic. 

But just as quickly as it’s there, it’s gone. And now his expression is a decidedly more irritated one. An “i know what you’re doing, kid, and it’s not gonna work.” expression. 

You hesitate. 

And then you glance at Flowey. He’s also wearing a look you’ve never seen on him before. Confidence. In you. He gives you a single nod. A “you can do this, Frisk.” nod. 

You look back to Sans. “Yeah, um. Back when we were in the park. You were talking about how you don’t wanna eat in front of us, because your mouth doesn’t open.”

Sans is glaring at you. It’s REALLY intimidating. If you didn’t have as much determination as you do, you would probably just curl up in a little ball and cower, and even with your determination, you still really, really want to.

But the words have been said. Both Undyne and Alphys are looking at Sans. 

You just have one more little bit to add, at Flowey’s suggestion. “I mean, you weren’t always like that, were you?”

And then, you metaphorically lean back in your seat (you’re far too nervous under Sans’ gaze to actually do so) and let Undyne and Alphys do the digging, just like Flowey said. 

“Yeah,” Undyne picks up, just as Flowey had said, “you never did tell us what happened.”

Sans frowns at her. “i never said anything happened.”

“N-no, but you k-kinda implied it!” Alphys must have reached the same conclusion you did, now that you’ve prompted her. “You told Papyrus that h-he hadn’t seen it any other way! S-so was it always like that?”

Sans almost seems at a loss for words. Then, “that’s none of your business.”

“None of our-!!” Undyne snorts. “So your jaw wasn’t always stuck, then?”

“How d-did it get stuck?”

“Yeah, Sans!” Papyrus walks over. He’s not wearing his gloves, and his hands are covered in flour. “What happened?”

“nothing.”

“The more you deny it, the more we’ll argue!” Flowey chimed in, in a rare moment of not-scared-stiff-of-Sans.

“It does seem a little strange…” Toriel makes a small attempt at prying without seeming like she’s prying. 

Sans continues to protest, and everyone else continues to pressure him. You can’t believe it. Flowey was so right. It’s… Surprising. 

Well. Not really. You suppose that if Flowey doesn’t have emotions, it would be a lot easier for him to analyze how people think and act. 

“why are you doing this?” Sans’ voice cuts through your thoughts. You realize he’s talking to you, you specifically, ignoring the others’ arguments. They all fall silent, anyway, at his sharp voice.

You blink a little. 

“why, frisk?” He repeats. 

You shrug, keeping a cover of nonchalance. Flowey instructed you on this part, too. “I just wanted to know.”

Sans’ hands curl into fists on the tabletop. “have you ever considered, frisk, that maybe, sometimes, people keep secrets for a reason?” His voice is barely audible. “that maybe, this is for the best?”

You frown. “No. Secrets… it’s bad to keep people in the dark. Secrets are mean.”

For a moment, Sans has an indescribable look on his face. Almost as if he thinks you’re an idiot. Then, suddenly, he relaxes, leaning back in his seat, folding his hands behind his head. “well. if that’s the case, i guess i’ll tell ya what happened to my mouth.”

You smile a little. That was easier than you had expecte—

Sans’ grin turns hard. “but, if secrets are bad, i don’t see why you should be keeping them, too. i’ll tell you what happened to my face, but only if you tell them,” he nods to the assembled monsters, “what happened with you.”

You frown a little. “What? I don’t understand.”

“what happened to you in the underground?”

Something inside you twists into a painful knot. He can’t mean-…

No, no he can’t. He can’t possibly. 

So you nod. “Okay. I’ll tell you.”

Sans’ grin widens. 

“I first woke up in the Ruins, on that bed of flowers. So I got up and walked into the Ruins, where I met Flowey. He tried to convince me that his attacks were good to touch, “friendliness pellets,” he called them. When that didn’t work, he just flat out tried to kill me. But Mom came and saved me, and led me part of the way through the Ruins. Then she asked me to stay in a room but-…” You blush, just a little. “I didn’t listen, and I left the room. I kept going, through the puzzles in the Ruins. Eventually, I met Napstablook, and bought a donut at the spider bake sale. And, after a while, I made it to Mom’s house. She made me a butterscotch-cinnamon pie, and I took a nap. She wouldn’t let me leave, though, so I had to fight. But I didn’t want to fight, and eventually, I convinced her that I was strong enough to leave, so she let me-”

You stop as Sans stands up, the legs of his chair scraping against the floor as he rises. He leans over the table, hands spread across its surface.

For a long time, he just looks at you. Then, he says, “y’know, kid, i don’t understand how you realistically expect me to give up a story i’ve kept secret for longer than you’ve been alive, when you can’t even just give us few more details to a story we already mostly know.” He starts to walk away, then pauses, standing in the doorway. He looks over his shoulder at you. “it’s called equal exchange, kid. you gotta be willing to lose a little in order to gain a little. once you’ve figured that out, you can come ask about my story again.”

And he walks away. You don’t hear any doors open, but you know it’s unlikely that he’s in the house anymore. 

Everyone just sits there, staring at the door where Sans had been.
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8 ~ One Truth

For a long time, everything is silent. Everyone is simply looking at where Sans had stood in the doorway. 

Eventually, it’s Undyne who turns to you. “Frisk…?” She asks slowly. “What did Sans mean about giving us more details?”

You hesitate. How can you answer? 

Everyone notices your hesitancy. 

Papyrus’s eyesockets narrow slightly. “Frisk, is it possible…” he says, almost in disbelief. “That you’re hiding something from us?”

You don’t want to lie. You don’t want to lie!

But there’s a reason why you—

Oh. Oh.

Oh Annoying Dog, Sans was right! 

“My child, is there something you need to tell us?”

 You’re such a hypocrite!

“Frisk?”

As everyone continues to question you, you look to Flowey for the same support he had offered you earlier. But it’s not there. Instead, he’s grinning viciously.

Of course he would take amusement in your predicament.

And you realize what Sans has done. Not only has he twice now escaped this topic, but he’s turned your own plan against you. He’s stirred everyone up, gotten them to question you and completely forget about him. That way, when you don’t give up your secret, he doesn’t have to give up his. 

So there’s only one thing you can do, you suppose. You stand up to your word. 

You look up, a new glint of determination in your eyes. You meet everyone’s gaze, and they fall silent, recognizing that you’re about to speak. 

Then you look at Alphys. You hesitate for half a second. Should I really do this? …No, I-…

Yes, I am going to do it. 

“I am the anomaly.”

Everyone looks confused, except Alphys. She looks shocked. 

“F-Frisk, you c-can’t possibly mean-…”

You nod. “I do. After all, how would I know about it?”

“Anomaly?” Toriel asks. “What is this anomaly?”

You sigh a little, thinking back on Sans’ words from-… from that one time. “An anomaly in the timelines. Everything starting and stopping, jumping left and right. Essentially, I-… I have control over the timeline. ‘Reseting’ I call it. Because of how much determination I have, if I die, or if something goes wrong, or just if I want to, I can go back certain distances in time to change things.”

Everyone looks confused except Alphys, who still looks shocked. 

You decide it would be better to explain through your experience. After all, you didn’t know about it either, until it happened to you. So you tell your story. Going through the Ruins with Toriel, and how she was right, how the Ruins were dangerous, you know, because you died. But you weren’t ready to die yet, so you went back and tried again. 

You tell how, when you fought Toriel, talking wasn’t working, so you thought maybe just a little fighting, to try to push her out of the way would work. You tell of your mortification at yourself when she fell to a single blow. How you reset to try again. 

You tell the story all the way through the Underground, how you managed to spare these monsters, or killed these monsters out of frustration. 

You tell how when you first met Papyrus, you were afraid of him. He seemed so strong. But then as you got to know him, you learned he was one of the coolest guys you knew, and even after time and time again, you’re always happy to see him, and always genuinely mean it when you say you want to be his friend. 

You tell how Undyne scared you really bad. How her attacks were super strong, and your first time, she killed you over and over and over, and even when you got frustrated and tried to fight, she still won for a long time. You tell how her eventual death was one of the most tragic, heroic things you’ve ever seen. 

You tell how the first time you met Alphys, you were nearly as nervous as she. And how, when she at first guided you wrong, you were suspicious she was trying to lead you into a trap, but when Mettaton had revealed her motives, you had forgiven her. 

You tell how you learned the monsters’ story. How you met Sans in the final corridor, and he judged you, and the amount of Lv you had. 

You tell how Asgore broke your MERCY button, and you had no choice but to fight. 

How even after that, after he had killed you again and again, you still tried to grant him mercy. 

How Flowey killed him anyway, and took the human Souls. 

How after you beat Flowey and escaped the Underground, you were saddened that monsters hadn’t escaped with you. 

So you tell them how you reset, and did everything again, and again, and again, trying for every scenario, trying to figure out how to free the monsters. 

How, eventually, by going true pacifist, something changed that allowed you to free them, after finding Alphys’s true lab. 

But…

But you leave some things out. You don’t tell them about Asriel. Or how many times you True Reset. 

Or how that one time, you went a different direction. You killed them all, almost destroyed the entire Underground, resetting only just before it was too late. 

You don’t tell them some things. Sans was right, some few things are better off left secrets.

But some things…

…

All your friends are shocked, of course. But Alphys verifies the anomaly exists, and she can’t prove it isn’t you. Especially considering she never told you what it is, yet you know about it. 

For a long time after you finish, you just sit there, hands folded in your lap. Everyone is silent. 

Eventually, it’s Flowey who breaks the silence. “Well then. As interesting as that was, Frisk, the smiley trashbag owes us a story, now. And I, for one, am more than interested in what he has to say.”
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9 ~ Not So Helpful

Everyone decides that you all need to find Sans now, before he finds some way to slip out of telling his story. He has a history of doing that, everyone realizes, what with him slipping away from work back in the Underground. 

Luckily, since Alphys controls the cell network that all the monsters’ phones connect to, she can easily track Sans’ phone’s location. Which is, apparently, just at the brothers’ house up in the mountain. 

So you all pile into the cars, and drive up there. Sans is sprawled across the couch, and on tv, he’s watching some documentary about space. He likes those, a lot. 

As you all come into the living room, though, he digs the tv remote out from between the couch cushions, and turns the tv off. “‘s there something you wanted?”

“Frisk told us.” Toriel says. “We know that they can reset.”

Sans looks… genuinely surprised. He brushes it off quickly, though, shaking his head and laughing quietly. “i’ll admit it, i… i didn’t expect you to be able to do that, kid. but, uh. this isn’t the first time i’ve underestimated you, huh?” He closes his eyes, letting his skull fall back against the back of the couch. “so i guess then i have to keep my end of the deal, huh…?” After a moment, he looks up again. “i gotta warn you, though. it’s… it’s not a nice story. there’s a reason i don’t like to talk about these things. or think about them, for that matter. it’s… painful. so, uh, are you sure you still wanna hear it?”

While he was talking, everyone had taken seats in the living room. You just nod at him. 

“well. alright, then.” Absentmindedly, he runs his thumb along his jaw. “it was… i-… i don’t even remember how long ago. years and years. before papyrus was even around. i-…” he sighs a little. “… i worked at the lab.”

“Wait, you had a job at the lab?!”

Sans nods at Undyne. “yeah. as an intern… to the last royal scientist. he was-…” he pauses for a moment. “well. that’s not important. what’s important is, we were working with-… with dt.”

You and Alphys both gasp a little. “You mean Determination?!”

Sans nods. “heh. yeah. he was the guy who discovered it, after all.”

You look to Alphys. She nods a little. “I j-just followed the blueprints…”

“yeah, those were his, too. but anyway, even with all the precautions we took… i managed to get an excess of the stuff inside me. and i started to… y’know. melt.”

You let out a small murmur, but Sans pays you no mind. 

“the royal scientist, though, he knew how to stop it. by the time he did, however, my face had already mostly melted, and when things solidified again… my mouth…” Sans’ hand rises again to rub at his jaw. 

You get the idea. His jaw had melted into his skull, and gotten frozen like that. That’s also why he can’t do anything more than smile, you guess. 

When you look back to Sans, you see he’s not paying attention. He has a sort of far away look in his eyes. 

He looks like he’s in pain. 

And then Papyrus is standing up and walking over to Sans. He pulls Sans up in a hug. “I’m sorry.” He says quietly. 

Sans, in turn, wraps his arms around Papyrus’s neck and lets his head fall on Papyrus’s shoulder. “‘s not your fault, bro. you weren’t even alive.”

After a moment, Papyrus sets Sans back down on the couch, then sits next to him. Papyrus seems more than content to be done with this, and just let Sans lean against him. 

You still have questions, though. Like, who was the last Royal Scientist? And why does no one ever talk about him? How did Sans know him, was it just through work, or did Sans get the internship because he knew the Royal Scientist?

You start to ask. “Sans, who-”

“no.” You’re surprised by the force in his voice. “kid, i did what you asked. i told you what happened to my jaw, and that’s more of my past than i really care to tell. please, please don’t ask me anything else. remembering this stuff…” Sans stands up. “i don’t like it. it hurts too much.” He walks away, up the stairs, and into his room, closing the door behind him. 

For a long time, everyone is silent.

Then, quietly, you ask, “Who was the last Royal Scientist?”

Everyone kinda glances around, but no one answers. 

“Didn’t-… didn’t he build the CORE?” Papyrus asks eventually. 

“I think so.” Asgore responds. “Strange. You would think I would remember the monster I commissioned to build such a thing.”

“You would think.” Toriel nodded a little. 

“I feel s-so bad for Sans, though.” Alphys says slowly. “We h-had no right to f-force him into telling us that.”

But you did. You did force him to, and you’ve only got more questions now because of it. 

“Well, um. It’s getting a little late. Would you all like to stay the night?” Papyrus invites. 

Toriel glances at you. You grin and nod. Staying at the skelebros’ house is always fun, even when you’re investigating a strange mystery. 

Alphys, Undyne, and Asgore all head to their homes, however, and it’s just you, Flowey, and Toriel staying over.

Papyrus lets you pick which of the guest rooms you want to stay in. There are plenty of them, as Papyrus wanted to be prepared to be a good host in any situation, and requested plenty of rooms when the house was built. 

Long into the night, though, you lie awake, questions running through your mind. 

Who was the Royal Scientist? How did Sans know him? Why does Papyrus not know him when Sans does? And the overarching question of it all, who was their dad, and how does this relate? 

Obviously, you think, it has to relate somehow. No one can remember the Royal Scientist… and no one can remember the brothers’ dad, either. How are they related?

You think this over and over, trying to figure it out, but no connection presents itself. Finally, exhausted, you tell your brain to shut up and let you sleep. 

You roll over. Bury your face in your pillow.

… Start to drift off…

And then someone screams. 
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10 ~ Apologizing

You sit bolt upright.

What was—

There’s a loud thump that you can hear through the wall. 

Your heart pounding in your chest, you spring out of bed and race to the door. Someone is in trouble!! You have to help!

As you step out into the hallway, you see that Papyrus seems to have had the same idea as you, as he’s already in the hall. Unlike you, though, he seems to know exactly where to go. He races down the hall to Sans’ door, and rips it open.

You catch a glimpse of Sans. He’s writhing on the floor, jacket tangled around him, clawing at his face. Then Papyrus is kneeling beside Sans, carefully pulling Sans into his lap. He starts murmuring softly to Sans, and though you can’t quite hear what he’s saying, it seems to work. Sans stops trying to tear his face off in favor of clutching at Papyrus’s shirt, burying his face in Papyrus’s scarf.

For a little while, the brothers just sit there, Sans in Papyrus’s lap, Papyrus hugging Sans tightly. It seems that Sans has calmed down quite a bit. 

And then he looks up, over Papyrus’s shoulder, at you. “… y’see, k-kid?” His voice is hoarse, and just a little shaky. “it h-hurts me.”

And then he just snuggled himself back down in Papyrus’s grip. 

You blink a little. Then you turn around and walk back to your room. 

Flowey, in his pot on the nightstand by your bed, is watching you. “Well? What was that about?”

“Sans had a nightmare.” You say, climbing back into bed. “He kept scraping at his mouth. I think he was dreaming about-… about that.”

Flowey looks genuinely surprised. “The smiley trashbag has nightmares?” And then he grins, and it’s more than a little disconcerting. 

You don’t like that grin.

“You can’t do anything,” you remind him, “because you’re stuck in a flower pot.”

His grin slips back to his usual I-hate-everything frown. 

“It’s bad to swear.” You say. “Mom will probably ground you if you do.”

Judging by the way his scowl deepens, he had been about to curse. But he says nothing. 

Yawning a little, you tuck yourself back into bed, and start to fall back asleep. 

… You’ll have to apologize to Sans in the morning…

…

Said morning seems to come quickly. You slip out of bed and grab Flowey’s flower pot, and head downstairs for breakfast. Sure enough, Papyrus and Toriel are both already in the kitchen, making waffles. 

In the last two years, Papyrus’s cooking skills have risen dramatically. Not only that, but you’ve acquired quite the taste for his food as of late. 

But you’re surprised to see that Sans is not, in fact, in his room. He’s curled up on the couch, jacket pulled up tight around his shoulders, hood over his head.

“Sans…?” You say softly, intent on apologizing. 

But Sans doesn’t respond. 

You step a little closer. “Sans?”

He still doesn’t respond. You realize that, despite the way he’s curled up, he looks quite relaxed, and his chest is rising and falling with slow, steady breaths. He must be asleep. 

You decide that, after last night, your apology can wait. Flowey, thankfully, decides not to wake Sans by screaming at him. For as much as he seems to be getting over his fear of Sans, he is still afraid of Sans. 

Instead, you turn to the kitchen, ready for breakfast.

While you’re eating your waffles, Toriel leaves. She had intended to take you with her, but with some persuasion from you and Papyrus, she lets you stay at the skeletons’ house. 

So while she’s running errands, you can apologize to Sans.

… Once he wakes up. 

And while you’re on the topic of him waking up, and sleeping in general…

Last night, Papyrus knew exactly what to do. He knew exactly how to calm Sans down, how to take care of him. 

So that makes you wonder…

“Hey, Papyrus?” 

He grins at you. “Yes, Frisk?”

“Can-… Can I ask you a question? And- and I mean, you don’t have to answer, if- if you think that would be better. But, can I still-…?”

“Of course you can ask me a question, Frisk!” He doesn’t seem at all concerned by your hesitancy. 

“Okay, um… well… Does-… Does Sans have nightmares very often?”

Papyrus’s happy expression slips. But only a little, and he picks it back up quickly. “Well… not so much anymore! Which is good! Because nightmares are bad. But he usually doesn’t have them every night anymore, so that’s good, and-”

“Wait, Sans has nightmares every night?!”

“No!” Papyrus grins. “Not anymore! He did sometimes in the Underground, but we’re not in the Underground anymore, so it’s better! The surface is just all-around great like that. Almost as great as me! Which is pretty great! Because being on the surface has helped Sans’ nightmares, and anything that helps Sans’ nightmares is very great!”

That makes you feel even more guilty about all your questioning. Because you caused that nightmare last night. 

“…Can I just ask you one more question?” You hesitate a little. “Do you-… Do you know what his nightmares are about?”

Papyrus frowns a little. “… No. not really.”

“and that’s not a question you really need to be asking, kiddo.” Sans wanders into the kitchen, startling you. “haven’t we already established that i don’t talk about bad things because they’re bad?” He sits across the table from you, next to Papyrus. 

You take a deep breath. “Sans, I’m sorry.”

“sorry?”

“Yeah. When I heard you talking about your dad, you sounded so sad, and… and I-… I don’t want to hurt people. I’ve done that too much, with all the resetting. You especially, since you remember. So I wanted to try to make up for it, and help you by figuring out-…” You start to realize something, all the damage you’ve caused. “And, when you warned me, about considering the consequences, and how resetting can’t always bring things back, I thought maybe, something had happened with the timelines and your-… but, now I realize, that I didn’t consider all the consequences, and I hurt you because of that. And-… and since you remember that, resetting won’t fix it, and then I’d just have hurt you more. So I’m sorry. For not taking your warning, and for hurting you so much.”

Sans blinks a little. He seems surprised. He mumbles something, and you can make out an “annoying dog… so close to…” but that’s it. Then he shakes his head, his expression melting into the same quiet, pained reserve that you’ve only just seen in the past week. “aw, kiddo, it’s fine. just forget about it. you were only trying to help, and in the end, a few bad nightmares are nothing. you know better now, and you’re gonna drop it, and everything’ll be fine.”

A glance at Papyrus shows he’s got a wide smile, and there are tears forming in his eyesockets. In his eyes, you’re definitely doing the right thing. 

You wanna do the right thing in Sans’ eyes, too. So you nod in agreement, giving him a hesitant smile. 

The pain slips from his face, to the same usual, laid back grin. “good. oh, and kid?”

“Yeah?”

“if ya really wanna know something like this again… just drop the whole cloak-n-dagger sleuthing thing, alright? just come ask me. it’ll make things a lot more painless. for all of us. ‘kay?”

“Okay, Sans. I promise.”

You fully intend to keep that promise. 
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11 ~ Just a Tool

After your apology to Sans, the day proceeds pretty normally. Sans seems to have completely accepted your apology, and forgiven you. 

That’s one of the things you appreciate about Sans. He’s so laid back and accepting. He doesn’t really get mad. Frustrated and sad, yes, but come to think of it, even that one time… you’ve never seen him truly mad.

You appreciate that. 

And you’re sad you can’t help him more. And you’re still curious about who the brothers’ dad is. But mostly you’re sad you couldn’t help Sans. 

All the resetting you did, and every time, you hurt him worse… That’s never going to happen again. Ever, ever again. 

…

…But… have you ever told Sans that? Does he know you’re not going to do that anymore? 

… No. So you decide to go tell him. 

Sans is lying sprawled across the couch. He’s not asleep, his eyesockets are open, but he’s not really doing anything. He barely acknowledges you when you climb onto the couch. But, that’s normal behavior for Sans, so you’re not surprised or offended by the lack of attention.

“Hey, Sans?”

He makes a vaguely inquiring noise. You decide to take that as an acknowledgment of his listening to you.  

“Can I talk to you for a minute?”

For a moment, he doesn’t respond. Then he struggled up into a sitting position, and looks at you with a jokingly irritated expression. “jeez, kid, when i told ya to be honest with me, i expected at least a day of peace before you started pestering me with questions.”

You laugh a little. “That’a actually not what I wanted to talk about. Well. Kinda. It relates, but not quite.”

“heh. well, okay, then, let’s hear it.”

You take a deep breath. “Well. I was thinking about how I wished I could help you more, and how much I was hurting you by resetting all the time and… and I just wanted to let you know that I’m done. I’m not gonna reset all the time anymore.”

You look at him. His face is carefully neutral, only just the smallest spark of hope showing through. “… really?”

You don’t blame him for his skepticism. “Yeah. I mean, I’m never gonna reset just for my own amusement again. I can’t promise that I’ll never reset-”

“and i wouldn’t want ya to.”

You look at him, surprised. You thought he hated the resets. 

He notices your expression and laughs a little. “kid, for as much as i hated being stuck in a loop like that, i do realize that resetting is just a tool. it’s a really powerful one, at that, but still just a tool. it’s not bad in itself, just how it’s used. promising to never reset again…” he paused a little. “that would be like promising to never touch a knife again, just because a knife can be used to stab people.” You cringe a little at that, but Sans ignores it. “but just because a knife can be used to stab people, doesn’t mean it has to be. it could be used to… oh, i dunno, garden. or cut up vegetables. resetting is just a tool, it’s how you use it that makes the difference.” He pauses. “like goin’ back to break the barrier, instead’a leaving us in the underground.”

You grin. He understands what you were saying better than you do. “Yeah! So I promise not to reset just to go back. I promise I’ll only do it if I think I can make a true difference for the better.”

He reaches out a hand and ruffles your hair. “that’s a good promise, kiddo.”

You feel like there’s something more you should say, but you can’t think of what. So you settle for apologizing again, just to make sure Sans knows you’re really, really sorry. 

He just waved you off about it. “seriously, kid. i meant what i said when i said forget about it. take it from me, no matter what people ask, sometimes remembering things just makes everything worse. sometimes, things are better off forgotten.”

You start to smile and nod, but then frown. “Sans!” You say querulously. 

“huh? what? what’d i do?” 

“You keep telling me to drop it, but then you go and give me a bunch of… cryptic hints that only just make me more curious!”

“what? how’d i do that?”

“‘take it from me,’” you say in your best Sans-impersonation, “‘no matter what people ask, sometimes remembering things just makes everything worse.’ What is that supposed to mean? Did someone ask you to not forget something, and you regret it? What did they ask you to remember?” You pause. “You see? You’re only encouraging my cloak-and-dagger sleuthing around!”

Sans snorts a little. “yeah, i guess it sounds pretty mysterious.”

“So it wasn’t intentionally saying ‘I’m trying to hint at something without actually telling you anything’?”

Sans shrugs, a mischievous light in his eyes. “well, if i told you that, it would kinda defeat the point, wouldn’t it?”

“So it was meant to be mysterious!”

“i dunno. i didn’t even realize how cheesy it sounded until you told me.”

You let out a growl of frustration. “Sans! You’re not helping!”

“well, of course not. helping means working. i don’t like working.”

You slap a hand against your forehead with a groan. Then you look at Sans, who’s grinning. “In all seriousness, Sans, what the heck do you mean?”

“exactly what i said, kid. this is one of those times that, later in life, you’ll be upset you didn’t forget.” He stands up. “trust me, kid. sometimes it’s better to forget. … welp, i’m headin’ to grillbz. see ya later, kiddo.”

He walks out of the room, leaving you wondering once again.
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12 ~ Metaphors

Four days. 

Four days, now, you’ve been pondering over Sans’ words, struggling to figure it out, struggling to keep yourself from figuring it out and hurting Sans, struggling, struggling, struggling. 

It’s a losing battle. You know it is. Curiosity killed the cat, after all, and your hands are tied here. You can’t do anything more, and if you don’t do anything more, you swear you will explode.

Like, actually legitimately explode. You are certain, despite that Flowey tells you it isn’t possible, that you will spontaneously combust. 

In an attempt to take your mind off your curiosity, you go to research spontaneous human combustion. But that gets shut down quickly, before you even make it to the computer, when you mention the topic of your research to Toriel. She says it’s far too gory. 

“But Mom!” You complain. “I have to know how I’m gonna die!”

… That sounded better in your head.

Toriel looks confused, and a little shocked. “Frisk, why would you ever think you’re going to… spontaneously combust?” 

“Because,” you gesture emphatically with your hands, your words tumbling from your mouth in a rushed jumble, “I wanna know but I can’t do anything and curiosity killed the cat because Flowey says it doesn’t have any thumbs and I can’t do anything so I’m gonna EXPLODE!”

Toriel just blinks. 

You frown. “That made more sense in my head.”

“My child, are you feeling alright?”

“Yeah, I am, but I—” you cut yourself off with a heavy sigh. “Nevermind. I’ll just… go talk to Flowey or something.” You turn around to trudge upstairs to your room. 

Toriel’s dismissal of things has cooled you down a little, it seems, but still deep in your Soul, the curiosity sits, a bomb primed to explode. It’s only a matter of time. A ticking time bomb. 

Curiosity is a bomb. It will explode, and destroy everything. 

And since you’re a cat without thumbs, you can’t defuse the bomb. Curiosity the bomb is going to kill you, the thumbless cat. You’re going to spontaneously combust. Because you don’t have thumbs. 

You reach the top of the stairs, stop in the hallway, and look at your hands. You have thumbs. 

You don’t have metaphorical thumbs. 

You wiggle your thumbs. They are there, most assuredly. You absolutely do have thumbs, right on the sides of your hands like always. 

You don’t want to spontaneously combust. You really don’t. 

You twiddle your thumbs a little.

And last you checked, you were a human, not a cat, not to mention a rather determined human. And you have thumbs. 

Questions. Curiosity. Metaphorical bombs. 

Determination. 

Metaphorical thumbs. 

And… So you’re the metaphorical cat? But… but the cat doesn’t have thumbs. You do. So. You can’t be the cat. Does that mean the metaphor doesn’t work? That’s a shame. You were doing so well with it, too. Going somewhere with it. 

Where-…

Where were you going with it, again?

…

Oh! Right. Questions. About Sans. Figuring things out. 

You don’t want to hurt Sans. You don’t want to make things worse for him. 

No. No, you want to make things better for him. How can you do that? 

Figure out what’s hurting him. Fix it. Make it better. 

How?

… Let’s review. You tell yourself, racing into your room, ignoring Flowey’s questioning, and digging out your notebook. Let’s review all we know. 

•S scares F Something happened?

•F says S can “do things he shouldn’t be able to”

•A found S unconscious, hurt in Watfall. S thought he knew A, and last RS? Delusion?

•S fought 4th

•A.D gave S job

•S’s job secret to P. Why?

•S and P lived in NH. Hotel room?

•S worked hard. 2 jobs (h’dogs/jokes)

•moved to Sno when P was very small

•confirmed- P does NOT know about S’s job. 

•what’s the age gap between S and P?

•Did S know last RS? Who was RS? How did S know RS?

•S can’t open mouth. Always like that?

•S reset things, something didn’t come back?

•dad lost in other timeline? Stuck there? Resets ineffective?

But that’s not all. There’s more. You add a few more points. 

•S worked with RS, project with DT

•S is DTed, jaw melted, before P. RS stopped it, how?

•S has frequent nightmares. Past causes them. Trauma?

You sit back and think for a minute, looking at your notes.

…

… and look at them. Staring at them presents no more answers than you had originally. 

So now you’re back to square one. Curiosity. Bomb. Cat. Thumbs. 

No. No.

You have determination!!

You also have thumbs!

And Sans told you to come to him with questions. 

Well, you sure do have a lot of questions. And Sans…

Wait. Wait, if Sans has the answers to your questions…

Does that mean he’s your metaphorical thumbs? The way to defuse curiosity the bomb?

You decide that’s just a little too weird, and stop thinking about it. 

Because, regardless…

Sans told you to just ask him questions. So that’s what you’re going to do. 

You turn, continue ignoring Flowey’s increasingly irritable shrieks, and run downstairs to ask Toriel if she can take you to the brothers’ house. 
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13 ~ An Answer or Two

Lucky for you, Toriel has some errands to run, and she drives you out to Sans and Papyrus’s house before heading out. Now that you’re here, though, you still have to build the courage to ask Sans your questions. 

Building courage takes a long time, you find. Long enough for you and Papyrus to spend some time cooking, and then some time to play Smash Bros with Sans (Sans always wins. Always.) and then some time to eat some spaghetti (Papyrus has actually gotten really good at making spaghetti).

Finally, after several hours, you think you’re ready. It might also be because you finally have a minute to catch Sans alone while Papyrus cleans up in the kitchen, and because Toriel is on her way to pick you up. Regardless, you decide now is the time, and you’re going to talk to Sans. 

After all, you reason, he did tell you to ask him questions if you had any. So there’s no reason for you to be nervous. 

I’m just doing what he said. You give yourself a little pep talk. No reason to be nervous. None at all. I mean, it’s not like by asking these questions, I’ll give him nightmares for months and then he’ll hate me forever and we won’t be friends anymore. No. Nothing like that.

You look at where Sans is sprawled on the couch, looking lazily at the tv. 

No, no reason at all to be nervous.

You take a deep breath, and step towards him. “Hey, Sans?”

His gaze slips over to you, the skeletal equivalent of a cocked eyebrow on his face. “yeah?”

You take another deep breath. Best to just get it over with, you guess. And suddenly, you’re speaking in a jumbled rush, merely attempting to get it all out before you lose your nerve. “SoIknowyousaidthatthere’sareasonyoudon’ttalkaboutwhathappenedbecauseithurtsbutIcan’tstopthinkingaboutitandyoutoldmetoaskyouquestionsandIcan’tstopthinkingaboutitandIswearI’mgonnaEXPLODE!” You run out of breath and pause, panting.

For a moment, Sans just looks at you. 

Here it comes, you fret, now he’s gonna hate me. 

But, to your surprise, he just chuckles. “i was wonderin’ how long it was gonna be before you burst.”

You blink. “H-huh? You’re not mad at me for-.. for asking questions about it?”

He snorts a little. “kid, if i was gonna get mad about it, why do you think i woulda told you to talk to me? i mean, don’t get me wrong, i’d rather not talk about this stuff at all, but believe me, i know how difficult it can be to give something up when you’ve already put so much determination into it.”

Of course, that only makes you wonder more. What could Sans have put so much determination into that was hard to give up?

Sans continued before you can say anything. “but, in the end, i appreciate that you listened to me, and tried to drop it. and also, that you’re actually coming to me, instead’a snooping around where you don’t belong.”

You climb up onto the couch to sit next to him, bouncing just a little in excitement (the couch jangles a little bit with each bounce, and you make a mental note to check it later for loose change). “So does that mean you’ll answer my questions?” You ask eagerly. 

“now hold on, kid, slow down!” Sans gestures placatingly. “just because i appreciate your actions doesn’t mean this stuff is suddenly easy to deal with! have a little mercy!”

He’s grinning. He looks amused. But under his light tone, you can tell he’s serious. 

You blush a little. “Sorry.”

He laughs a little again, and shakes his head. Then he sighs. “frisk, listen. i told you to ask me your questions. now, why would i do that if i didn’t intend to answer them? i-… i’ve been thinking on this for a little while now, and… nightmares aside, maybe it’s time this stuff was brought out into the light, y’know? but… let’s just take it slow. nice and easy. alright?”

You nod, excitement rising in you once more.

“‘kay. good. so, then… just one question, okay? preferably an easy one. let’s just start small.”

You nod. Start to talk. Stop. 

You have a lot of questions, you realize. Way more than you thought, and too many to choose from easily. So, then…

You start to ask Sans who is dad was, then stop. An easy question, he said. Something small. You don’t want to hurt Sans. 

So…

“… Why don’t you want-…” you hesitate a moment, and look towards the kitchen. It sounds like Papyrus is still washing dishes. You continue, quietly. “Why don’t you want Papyrus to know about your job as Judge?”

Sans looks a little surprised. Pleasantly so, you think. You bet he was probably expecting some considerably different question. 

Then he laughs a little, and responds in the same quiet voice. “i’d’ve thought that one would be kinda obvious, kid. just think about it for a minute: what’s the biggest part of my job? what’s it all about? why does it require someone with my… capabilities as the employee?”

That’s easy. “So you can kill the humans with too much Lv.”

Sans nods. “exactly. now, think about pap. think real hard about his morals, and how he responds to dangerous enemies.”

You think about it. 

… I, Papyrus, welcome you with open arms!!…

You quickly stop thinking about it. 

But you get the idea. “You didn’t want him to know you’d be killing people.”

“yeah. papyrus… i love my brother more’n anything else in existence, and… y’know, his entire childhood, i tried to teach him that violence is always bad, and murder is never the answer. i don’t wanna go telling him then that ‘oh, yeah, it’s ok to respond violently to violence’. and… and i don’t wanna lose that respect he has in me.”

You blink a little. That’s… a lot deeper, a lot more emotional than you expected. You’re beginning to realize that Sans is a lot deeper and more emotional than you ever expected. He’s always hidden things so well behind that grin- yet another scar from his past, you now know- and you’ve never really realized just… how much he’s been through, how much he’s done. Like-…

“So you did raise Papyrus on your own?”

Sans just looks at you for a long time. Then, with a sigh, he stands up and stretches, cracking his back in the process. “one question at a time, frisk. one question at a time.”

Then he walks out of the room. 

You stare after him, pondering. It’s not a lot, you realize, but you’re making progress. And Sans is, too! Maybe, by talking about this, not only will you learn what you want, but it’ll help Sans work through it!

Maybe, maybe talking is all the help Sans needs. He’s never told anyone about any of this, so maybe…

Maybe he just needs you to listen to him.

Of course, you’re still curious about his dad. But if talking is enough to help Sans…

Well. He’s the only person you haven’t been able to help yet, really. So maybe this is how you can do it. 

Maybe you can finally make everyone happ—

Your thoughts are cut off as someone knocks on the door of the house. You rise off the couch to get the door, and head home with your adoptive goat mother. 

And you realize, that, despite the one-question-only rule, you are more than satisfied with the day’s events. 
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14 ~ Opening Another Door

You decide to wait a little while before asking Sans more questions. Thinking about things does cause him nightmares, after all, and you are trying to help him, not hurt him. 

Small steps, he said. Nice and easy. Taking it slow. 

So you give him a little while, a few days to prepare himself for the next question. To make sure he’s ready for it. That he’s okay, and can still answer you. 

To make sure he still wants to answer you. 

Because you know how Sans is. Well. No, you don’t. You’ve realized that you really don’t know hardly anything about Sans, but you still know that if Sans doesn’t want you knowing things, then… well…

Well.

Everything you know about Sans, you only know because he let you know. If he doesn’t want you to know something about him, then you won’t know. Sans is a lot smarter than he lets on, and he knows how to hide things.

Regardless. You decided to give Sans some time before you start asking questions. 

… Not that that’s easy. You really want to know this stuff. Your curiosity is still a bomb. And you’re still a mostly-thumbless cat. 

Mostly-thumbless because now Sans is answering your questions, but you can’t get any answers in between questions. So. Mostly-thumbless cat. Time bomb. 

Luckily, for at least a little while, you have something to distract you from your curiosity. Apparently, a little while before you fell into the Underground, Alphys had loaned Undyne some anime or other, and then, when the Barrier was broken, in the rush to get to the surface, the DVD had been left behind. Now, the pair wanted to watch the anime again, but it was still in Undyne’s house in Waterfall. So you’re accompanying your friends back into the Underground to retrieve the anime. 

Because yes, according to them, the anime is worth the day-long expedition.

Honestly, you’re glad to go with them. Aside from just providing a distraction from your curiosity, you haven’t been in the Underground in a long time, and you kinda like the place. It’s so strange and exotic and beautiful, and you have so many good memories of the place. 

As you trail behind Alphys and Undyne through the blue-lit caves, you can’t help but be struck by an immense wave of nostalgia. Even with all the resets, you were never able to acutely recapture the emotions you felt on your first True Pacifist run. Just that sudden feeling of importance, the realization that you were needed, wanted, loved. 

That feeling that you could do something. That the power to make a difference was yours. And that you had used it to do the right thing. 

The right thing to help everyone you loved. That finally, everyone has a shot at happiness. 

“Frisk?” 

You stop and turn around, then realize that, in your musings, you’ve walked past Undyne’s house. Undyne and Alphys are looking at you.

You look back in the direction you had been heading.

That feeling hasn’t dissipated. In fact, it’s grown. It’s not nostalgia anymore. It’s longing. Calling to you. Something is calling you. Something needs you, pulling at your Soul.

You look back to Alphys and Undyne. “… There’s something strange.” You say. “I need to go… investigate.” 

The monsters share a glance. Then Undyne flashes you a toothy grin. “Count us in!”

With Undyne carrying you and Alphys, you move through the bioluminescent caverns much faster than your own legs could carry you. She even leaps swiftly over the disproportionally small gap, since the little bird long since started carrying people over an even bigger river on the Surface. 

And then—

“STOP!!” You shout. “Stop here!”

Undyne obliges, stopping on a dime. She lowers you to the ground, and let’s Alphys climb off her shoulders. Then she looks at you. “Well, Frisk? What’s here?”

You stop and look around for a minute. It’s so normal-looking, so very camouflaged, so incredibly obvious that it takes you a minute to figure it out. 

“… There’s a hallway there.”

Alphys and Undyne both look where you’re pointing, and you can see it takes them a minute to notice the hallway. When they do, the expression of shock registering on their faces is indescribable. 

“T-there shouldn’t be a hallway there…” Alphys murmurs. 

“Yeah.” Undyne adds. “I used to come through here almost every day. There was never a hallway here.”

“Not never.” You reply softly. “Once. One reset, this was here. Just one, though, and after I walked out of the doorway, it all just… vanished.”

“Doorway?”

You walk up to the nondescript grey door that no one noticed until you walked up to it. Scarcely daring to breathe, you reach up to the doorknob and twist it, pushing the door open. 

Inside is the same nondescript grey room, with the single strange occupant. 

The tall figure is turned away from you now, their shoulders hunched, figure bowed. A sound like the hissing and spitting of static emanates from them, and, if you listen closely, you can just hear a voice, like words whispered over a staticky radio. 

“ⅰﾓ иơɬｻⅰиб ∑ﾚʂ∑…”

The voice sounds like it was powerful once. 

“℘ﾚ∑∆ʂ∑.”

Authoritative. 

“Я∑㎡∑㎡๒∑Я ㎡ყ и∆㎡∑.”

Now, though, through the haze of static, it sounds sad. Broken. Despondent. 

It makes you want to help. Desperately want to help. 

So, you decide to do what the person asks.

You take a slow step towards them. “Okay,” you say softly, “I will. Just tell me what to remember.”

The person’s head snaps up, and they twist around to look at you, expression of surprise on their scarred, cracked face. They take a step back (well, kinda- you think they do. It’s hard to tell, what with the way their body doesn’t exactly seem to have legs.) and you can tell they’re about to fade away, just like they had the last time you were here. 

“Wait!” You plead. “I just want to help!”

The figure freezes. For a long moment, you are both still. 

Then, slowly, the person lifts their hands, their shaky, trembling, mutilated hands with the holes in the middle. “ｻ∑ﾚ℘…” comes the staticky, broken voice. “ｻ∑ﾚ℘… ㎡∑…?”

You smile a little and nod. “Yeah. Help you.”

The figure blinks their less-scarred eye. “ｻ∑ﾚ℘…” they murmur, almost as if they cannot believe you would offer. “ყơU ∆Я∑… ∂ⅰﾓﾓ∑Я∑иɬ…” That sounds a little strange to you, but before you can ask, they’re looking at you, a new spark of light in the one eye. “… ყ∑ʂ, ｻ∑ﾚ℘! ｻ-ｻ∑ﾚ℘ ㎡∑!”

You nod. “Okay! I will! What do you want me to do?”

That wide grin, like a huge crack across the monster’s face, widens, twisting grotesquely upward, hope practically radiating across their face. “ʂ∆иʂ— б-б∑ɬ— ﾓⅰи∂— ʂ∆иʂ!! ๒-๒Яⅰиб ʂ∆иʂ-!!”

Before you can even respond, you feel a tugging in your chest, and you find yourself being forcibly removed from the room, along with Undyne and Alphys, who had entered the room behind you. You hit the ground, back in the hallway. As the door silently swings shut, you hear one more burst of static:

“๒Яⅰиб ʂ∆иʂ ﾓơ ㎡∑!”

And then the door is just gone, like it had never been there in the first place. There’s just solid cave wall, and you, Undyne, and Alphys. 

You look at the two monsters, grinning. “Let’s go find Sans.”

§

A/N

You all have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for this. 

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


15 ~ Finding Doors

“so, uh, i don’t wanna be a drag here,” Sans speaks up as you lead him through the Underground, Undyne, Alphys, and Papyrus trailing behind, “but can i just ask why you kidnapped me from my break, and where exactly you’re taking me?”

Before Papyrus can complain about the pun, you answer Sans. “We’re going to Waterfall!” 

“waterfall?”

“Yeah! There’s someone who wants to see you.”

“who?”

You pause a moment, then shrug and keep going. “I dunno. I didn’t get their name. Funny, really, since they were asking me to remember their name.”

Strangely enough, Sans falls silent after that. You continue on to Waterfall. 

But when you get there, the hallway, and the room with its occupant, are gone.

“But—” Undyne stammers, “but how?! There was a hallway there!! How could it just disappear?!”

Sans, meanwhile, steps forward, passing you, running his hand along the cavern wall. “there’s no hallway here.” His voice, you think, is carefully emotionless. Like he’s keeping whatever emotion he’s feeling out of his voice. 

“But there was a hallway.” You say. “Really, Sans, there was. And a door, with the person who wanted to see you inside. They asked us to bring you here. But as soon as we left to get you, it all disappeared.”

Sans looks at you. His face is totally blank. Just… empty. Devoid of any emotion whatsoever. 

“I know it sounds fake, Sans, but it’s true! There was a door and the hallway and it-”

“just tell me what happened. all the way, from the beginning.”

You take a breath. “Okay.” You say. “Okay. Yeah. Undyne and Alphys and I were going to Undyne’s house to get an anime DVD, and I… felt something. Calling me. So we went to go look, and we found the hallway. And in the middle of it was this… grey door. So I opened it and we went in, and there was this person, and their voice was like… staticky. They started to disappear, but I asked them to stop, and said I wanted to help them. And… then they told me to bring you here, and then it all disappeared! And I know it seems crazy, but you gotta believe it, Sans! It really happened, and-”

Sans cuts you off again. “can you describe the person?”

You nod a little. “Yeah… they were tall, taller than Papyrus, but not as tall as Asgore, I think. And they were wearing… a black robe, or something? And their head was really pale, and it had these scars— or cracks? Yeah, they had cracks up and down their face. And… their hands were funny, too. I think there were holes in them.”

You pause, looking at Sans. He’s still completely blank-faced. “It happened, Sans. It really did.”

“i believe you.”

You stop, gaping. Yes, you were trying to convince him that it was real, but you didn’t expect him to just believe you, not so quickly, and not without proof.

Then you look at where he’s standing, where his hand is resting on the cave wall. It’s right about where the two rooms should split, with a hallway between them. Right about where the door should be. 

… You never told him where exactly it was. Yet he knows. He knows about the door. 

“Have… Have you seen it before?”

Sans is silent for a long time. Then he lowers his head and nods. “… yeah. i… i’ve been in there. i mean, not since— back when it was— before—…” He sighs, then starts over. “we were working in there before the room stopped existing.”

You frown a little. “Stopped… existing?” 

Sans gestures a little. “it doesn’t exist now, does it?”

“I guess not… ‘we’?”

“‘we’?” Sans repeats your question. 

“Yeah. You said ‘we’ were working. Who’s ‘we’?”

Sans just blinks a little. He’s getting that pained expression again. “… i- …kid…” He sighs again, and hangs his head in defeat. “the royal scientist. the last one. before alphys. we-… we were working on something to maybe get by the barrier, but instead… the room, along with him and everything in it, got erased from existence.”

“Except you?”

“… he-…” Sans’ voice is barely audible. “he pushed me out…”

You hear Alphys let out a small gasp. “A-and then I found y-you here!” She’s talking about, you realize, how she found Sans unconscious… right around here, it must have been. 

Without looking up, Sans just gives a single short nod to confirm. 

“So…” you say slowly. “The person in there is the last Royal Scientist?”

Another small nod.

“… And he wanted us to bring you here because…?”

When Sans looks up at you, there’s a look of desperation on his face. “i don’t know! i don’t know, frisk. i can’t bring him back. i can’t get him out of the void. he-… he’s gone. i-…” Sans looks down again. “if-… if that’s all you wanted to ask me, i-… i have to go do—… something.” And he shoves his hands in his jacket pocket and turns to walk away. 

“Sans!” Papyrus calls out, hurrying after him. “Sans, wait! Sans, Sans, don’t-”

But Papyrus is too late. Sans slips around a corner, and you know he’s probably gone, taking one of his strange shortcuts away. 

Papyrus stops running. A sort of crestfallen look on his face. He turns back to the rest of you, but doesn’t really actually look at any of you. 

And then, suddenly, Alphys lets out a little gasp of realization. You all look at her.

She has a strangely determined expression on her face. 

“What?!” Undyne says excitedly. “What is it?!”

Alphys takes only a moment to respond. “Sans s-said he c-couldn’t get him out of the Void! I- I think I remember reading a p-project report on the True L-lab computer that said s-something about the Void!” Alphys looks at each of you, Undyne, Papyrus, and you, in turn. She’s grinning excitedly. “M-maybe it’ll have something in it about the Royal Scientist!”

And, you can practically hear her unspoken words, a way to get him back. 

You return her enthusiastic grin, and strike a dramatic pose, pointing in the direction of Hotland. “To the True Lab!”
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16 ~ A Spark of Hope

You could swear you make it to Hotland in record time. And, honestly, you probably do- with Undyne carrying Alphys and Papyrus carrying you, you think the only quicker way there would be on the Riverperson’s boat. But they’re on the surface, so you can’t ask them to take you. Nonetheless, you make it to Hotland astoundingly fast. 

In fact, it takes less time to get from Undyne’s house to the True Lab than it does for Alphys to boot up the lab computer (it had been shut down when everyone moved out of the lab.) It certainly takes less time than it takes for Alphys to search the True Lab’s computer database for anything containing “The Void”.

Especially when you consider that “void” is a word that also means empty or without, and all those scientists writing science-y reports liked to use fancy words to make them sound smart. 

And it takes Alphys a long. Time. to dig through all the search results. In fact, Papyrus leaves to go see if he can find Sans and you start to doze off before Alphys manages to find anything. 

Her triumphant shout wakes you up. 

You and Undyne both hurry over to the computer. For a little while, you try to read it, but it’s all science jargon that makes no sense to you, not to mention how some words have been replaced by strange symbols you don’t understand, and even more just seem to be glitched. Like, they’re all messed up and illegible. 

So you sit back to let Alphys sort through it all, and when she’s finished, you ask her what it all said. She explains. Then you ask her to explain it simpler. 

She lets out a nervous chuckle. “R-right. Sometimes, I forget you’re still a kid.”

You just smile innocently at her.

“U-um, anyway! In layman’s terms, um… oh, where to start… it’s all a little difficult, see, because there at s-so many words in there in a d-different language, and the computer couldn’t t-translate them, and s-some of the data got corrupted and is just lost… but, um, so… so, you know how we’re in the third dimension? So we have space and t-time?”

You nod. Sans was watching a documentary that talk about things like that, once, and you watched it, too. If Sans was working on this project that has to do with that, with the Royal Scientist, his interest in that stuff suddenly makes a lot more sense. 

“A-and you know how, from the third dimension, we view the second dimension as a flat plane?”

You nod again. 

“W-well this report says that, from a fourth dimensional viewpoint, its logical to assume that the third dimension would look like two intersecting perpendicular planes. One for space, the other for time, and the intersection our current location on both.”

You frown a little, then think it over, and figure it makes sense. Kinda. 

Enough sense to tell Alphys to continue, anyway.

“And, well… it describes outside those planes, outside space and time as-… as a place of nonexistence. The Void.”

“So…” You frown. “The Royal Scientist is stuck outside space and time.”

Alphys nods. 

“But… but how did he get there?”

Alphys hesitates a moment. “Well… The l-lab reports… there was a project, where they p-planned to fold these planes to go back in time to alter the Barrier… why they didn’t just try to fold across the Barrier, o-or fold back to stop the Barrier’s creation, I don’t know—… B-but there are lab reports leading up to the preliminary testing of the machine. And then-… then they just… stop. I think-… I think he fell out of the folds.”

You frown. And then you start to voice your thoughts. 

Undyne beats you to it. “But why can’t anyone remember him?”

“W-well, think about it.” Alphys gestures a little. “You’re not on the p-plane of s-space, so you have no physical body, nothing for people to see, touch, hear, or notice. A-and you’re not on the p-plane of time, so you have no past, n-no future, not even a present. You simply d-don’t exist.”

That makes sense. You think. “Okay, so what else?”

Alphys shrugs a little. “Well, like I said, t-the lab reports s-stop right before the first t-test of the machine. S-so I think that’s when he fell in.”

You frown and mull on that. “So, then… to get him back, all we need to do is build a machine to get into the Void!”

“It’s-… it’s not quite that simple. A-aside from being a part quantum physics, which is l-like the next level t-to the next level of the stuff that I do, y-you also have to think about…” Alphys wrings her hands. “T-this guy was the Royal Scientist, and a quantum physicist, Frisk! He was really smart, he had to be, and he still made a mistake that ended with him being wiped from existence! I-… I’d probably make the same mistake as he did, if—… if not an even bigger one.”

You reach out and set a hand on Alphys’s arm. “No you won’t.” You say. “We’ll all help you. And you’re a lot smarter than you realize, you just need to have more faith in yourself!” Then you look up at her and smile. “Besides. If anything goes wrong, I can just reset back to my las SAVE point, and everything will be fine! We don’t have to worry about anything.”

She looks at you for a long moment. 

And then she smiles, a spark of hope growing in her eyes, equal to your own. “R-right! We can do this!”

And when you look to Undyne, she’s grinning, too! “Of course we can!”

Yeah. Of course you can. You’re determined! You can do anything if you set your mind to it!

You can do this!
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17 ~ A Moment of Misery

Just like Alphys said, this project is a lot harder than just “Let’s go build a thing!” First she needs to get permission from Asgore to build it, which means explaining all the story you’ve learned, which, in turn means explaining the potential consequences of failure. 

It takes a long time to convince Asgore, but eventually you manage to the same way you convinced Alphys: if anything goes wrong, you can just reset, and load from your last SAVE.

Then there’s all the planning. Alphys says that there are a number of blueprints on the True Lab computer that weren’t lost or deleted, but not only does she say the thing will be huge and require an even huger power source, but she doesn’t know if these blueprints contain the faults that caused the last Royal Scientist to be erased. So she’ll probably have to go over those for a week or two. Or longer. She says it’s quantum physics, and she doesn’t understand quantum physics too well. 

On the other hand, you’ve gone from being Super-Detective Frisk to the Royal Scientist’s assistant Frisk. Granted, you don’t know that much about science, so your job mostly consists of carrying things for Alphys and keeping her encouraged. Still, though, she assures you that you’re a very big help. 

And then there’s one more thing you want to do. 

You want to tell Sans what you’re working on. 

So, two days after the incident with the door, you get Undyne to drive you up the mountain to the brothers’ house.

You knock on the door. It takes a moment, but you hear Papyrus’s voice through the door: “Coming!” Sure enough, a moment later, the tall skeleton opens the door. 

“Oh! Hello, Frisk!”

Something seems off, though. For one thing, Papyrus doesn’t immediately invite you inside. For another, the smile he gives you doesn’t seem so wide and happy as usual. 

But you can think about that in a minute. Right now, you have news for Sans. “Hi, Papyrus! Is Sans home?”

Papyrus glances away from you. “…Yes…”

You frown a little. This behavior is most un-Papyrus-like, and it’s making you worried. “Can I… talk to him?”

Papyrus looks away again and rubs the back of his skull. “I-… I don’t know that that’s a good idea, Frisk. Sans is… he’s not doing too well right now.”

You’re hit by a wave of guilt. “What-… what’s wrong?”

“… He’s just… very, very sad. Everything that happened a few days ago reminded him of… well, of the Royal Scientist, I guess. And-… well… he hasn’t been this bad in a really long time.”

You’re silent for a long moment. Then, “Is there anything I can do to help?”

Papyrus shakes his head a little. “No. He just needs time. Give it a few days, and he’ll be back to cracking puns like usual!” Papyrus grins a little, just a bit of his normal bravado crossing his face. It quickly slips away, though. “But there’s not a lot you can do.”

“Okay.” You nod and start to leave. Then you stop. “Oh, Papyrus?”

“Yeah?”

“Will you tell Sans for me that-… that, when he’s ready, I have some news that might cheer him up a little?”

Papyrus smiles at you and nods. 

On the way back to Alphys’s lab, you realize you’ve gotten an answer to another one of your questions. Papyrus is so good at handling people’s emotions because he’s used to helping Sans. 

Poor, poor Sans, who’s lost family and friends, and doesn’t even have the relief of forgetting. 

It only makes you all the more determined to build the machine and rescue the Royal Scientist. 

For Sans. 

But it’s another three days before you see Sans again. And he looks… very tired. 

You tell him about how you’re going to build a machine. 

His response isn’t what you expect. It’s not joy, not hope. Not even appreciation.

It’s misery. Panic. 

“no! you can’t! someone could get hurt- or erased!”

“No, it’s okay!” You assure him. “If anything goes wrong, I can just res-”

“but you can’t! you can’t reset, frisk! that won’t fix it! don’t you understand? i warned you about this!”

You frown, just a touch of dread working its way into your Soul. “What…?”

“resetting can’t bring everything back, frisk! i told you, it can’t! i know because i’ve tried!”

“Sans…”

“i had that power, frisk! before flowey, i was the one with the most determination! i thought i could go back and fix any mistake that i made, any mistake we made with the project. but i couldn’t, frisk. resetting can’t bring everything back! it can’t bring back what doesn’t exist! if something goes wrong with this, and someone gets erased, then that’s it! they’re gone, they never even existed, forever. understand?”

You realize you’re blinking back tears. Sans could reset, and now you realize that he knows, even better than you, that resetting can’t wipe away all the consequences. So you nod. “I-… I understand.”

Sans just nods, and slips away from you. 

… You understand, but that doesn’t mean you’re finished. Because Sans needs you to keep going. He’s broken and hurt, and needs help. Doing this, saving the Royal Scientist, you think, is one of the best ways to do that. 

And everyone agrees with you. You explain to them, you make sure they understand the consequences. That any of them, that all of them, could be lost. 

Monsters, you realize, are far too nice for their own good. They all want to help Sans so badly that they’re all willing to risk their own existence to do so. 

And you too. You want to help Sans. You’re going to help Sans. 

You’re determined to help Sans. 
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18 ~ Hope Rising

It’s nearly a week before you see Sans again. Again, he looks tired and sad. He stays close to Papyrus, holding his brother’s hand and avoiding looking at people. 

For a moment, you debate about telling him that you’re continuing with the project to build the machine. Then you decide not to, not yet, at least.

Doing that… well. You’ve already established that you don’t want to hurt Sans. And he doesn’t want you doing this. So you’ll only hurt him more if you tell him. 

And you can only imagine what his face will look like when you’ve rescued the Royal Scientist…

Because you are going to do it. You are determined to do it. You won’t fail. 

Over the next few days, there’s a bit of debate between you and the rest of the monsters, about whether or not to tell Sans. You argue your case, and everyone agrees with you. 

And then, a few more days, and Alphys says she’s figured out the details. She says you’ll have to build it in the Underground, and she’ll get the CORE started again, and it should have enough power to run the machine, especially without any of the other buildings in the Underground vying for its power. 

While you’re looking at the blueprints, you have the strangest feeling that the shape of the machine is familiar to you, but you can’t, for the life of you, place it.

And then, Alphys says you can start building in a few days. 

And then Sans walks into the room. “build what?”

There’s an awkward silence. 

Sans looks at you. “… you’re gonna build it, aren’t you.”

You hesitate, then nod. 

Sans just looks at you for a long time. You expect him to get mad. To lash out at you. You’ve ignored his warnings twice now. The last time you did that…

… you are REALLY not gonna like what happens next…

So yes. You expect him to be mad. 

To your surprise, he just sighs, his shoulders slumping. “there’s nothing i can do to stop you, is there? no way to convince you otherwise?”

You shake your head, and you see everyone else doing the same. 



Sans sighs again. “… follow me. all of you. there’s something i need to show you.”

He turns and walks out. You, Papyrus, Alphys, and Undyne all follow him, and you grab Flowey’s flower pot on the way out. 

To your surprise, after a brief moment of blackness, you are stepping out of the front door of the brothers’ house.

“Huh?! What-?!” Undyne splutters as she stumbles out the door behind you. 

“shortcut.” Sans says simply. “this way.”

You follow him, and are surprised to see him lead you around to the back of the house, and even more surprised when he walks right up to a door, a basement door, pulls a key out of his pocket, and unlocks it. Then he ushers you all in, hitting the light switch. 

The place, you are astonished to see, is exactly the same as Sans’ basement back in Snowdin. In fact, you wouldn’t be surprised if it were the same basement, and Sans somehow just got it up here on the surface. 

As everyone else is marveling at the fact that not only does Sans have a secret basement, but the fact that it isn’t an utter mess (not a sock in sight, Papyrus exclaims!) you just watch as Sans walks over to the pink tarp covered thing in the corner. 

For a long time, he just looks up at it. Then, he speaks up, catching everyone’s attention. “if you guys are really serious about building this thing,” he reaches out and tugs at the tarp, pulling it down, “then let’s get to work.”

You suck in a small breath. That’s why the blueprints looked familiar! They’re the same plans that sit on Sans’ countertop, the same plans that were used for the half-built machine before you. Granted, the machine is covered in a layer of dust, dents, scorch marks, and ominous black stains, but it’s there nonetheless. 

Sans has tried, you realize. He tried to build the machine and he couldn’t. And he must not have told anyone because he didn’t want to risk them being erased. 

Annoying Dog! You’re beginning to understand that you can’t even begin to comprehend what Sans has been through. That he’s been through so much more than you ever realized, that he’s endured so much more, that he’s so much stronger than you ever thought. 

You realize that he’s probably been through a hell you can’t even imagine. 

But, as he looks over his shoulder at the group of you, you can see just a bit of hope in his eyes. 

Just a bit of hope, winning out over all the pain and misery and hopelessness, just a bit of hope that maybe, maybe, this time, he could succeed. 

The thought fills you with determination. 

You will help him. You will make sure he does succeed. 

You will take that spark of hope in his eyes, and you will grow it into a flame, a wildfire.

You grin at Sans. “Alright, then. What do we do first?”

And suddenly, you see a side of Sans that you’ve never seen before. You can practically see the gears turning in his skull as he thinks it over, as he plans it out. 

And then, he looks at each of you. Squares his shoulders. Starts to talk. “alright. well, i’ve got the basic frame laid out already, but you can see it’s taken a beating. so undyne, papyrus, i want you two checking things over, cleaning things up, and replacing damaged parts. make sure that anything you replace is the exact same part as the one you took out, and it’s installed exactly the same as it was. our existence depends on it, so don’t hesitate to ask me questions. alphys, the house is already directly wired to the core- don’t ask me how, i’m not gonna explain- but all you need to do is get the core powered up. i’ll go over it with you later to make sure it’s at peak efficiency. and frisk, you’re with me. we’re gonna head over to the hardware store and pick some things up.”

And when Sans looks at you, it’s with yet another expression you’ve never seen on him before. 

Determination.
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19 ~ Space

Sans, you quickly learn, knows how to work hard. Of the five of you there, he works the most, the hardest, the longest. It’s… a little scary, to be honest. Sans has almost as much determination as Flowey, you think, who has almost as much determination as you. Sans, you realize, can probably find a way to do anything he sets his mind to, so long as you’re not opposing him with all your own determination. 

But working together… you’re unstoppable.

And you’re making progress. Sans goes over the blueprints Alphys had been working on, and makes some modifications to his own. You help him and pick up a ton of supplies. In a matter of days, thanks to Papyrus and Undyne, Sans’ partially-built machine looks more like an actual in-progress project, rather than a long-since abandoned construction site. And Alphys and Sans get the CORE turned on again (it was shut down when the Underground was abandoned) and Sans apparently knows how the CORE was built, and has a few tricks to peak the efficiency. 

And over the next few weeks, you, Alphys, and Undyne practically move into Sans and Papyrus’s house. It takes both Sans and Papyrus to convince Toriel it’s okay that you’re staying there. Once she accepts that, she still stops by often to check on you. 

“hey, this is good for them.” You overhear Sans arguing once on your behalf. “it’s like… i dunno. a summer camp or something. and it’s good for them to work on something big. it ‘builds character’ or something like that.” Then he shrugs. “at any rate, it’ll give the kid something interesting to say they did over summer vacation when they go back to school.”

School. It’s like the deadline of all deadlines. With it already mid-July, you’ve only a month and a half to get this done before school starts in September. Because you know Toriel definitely won’t allow you to stay at Sans and Papyrus’s during the school week. You don’t know how you’ll manage to help Sans with this once school starts.

You resolve to do your best. You resolve to stay determined. 

Then, one day, Sans pulls you aside. “kiddo, lookit this.” He leads you over to a computer monitor. The majority of the screen is black. At the bottom are a bunch of data values that make no sense to you. Onscreen, though, there’s a single white vertical line. There’s a small marker in the middle. 

“see this?” Sans asks. “what do you think it is?”

You just shrug a little. You have no idea. 

“well, alright, when was the last time you saved?” 

“This morning.” You usually save every morning, just in case something happens. It’s pretty nice and convenient that there’s a SAVE point right outside your house, and another outside the brothers’ house. (You have pondered that before, why there are always SAVE points in convenient locations, but no answer has ever come to mind.)

Sans nods a little. “okay, reset to then.”

You frown a little. “Why?”

Sans just gives you a wink. “i wanna show you something cool.”

You shrug a little, and reach for your LOAD SAVE FILE button. 

And then you’re outside the brothers’ house again, back to when you saved that morning. This morning. Whatever. 

When you walk into the basement, Sans is already there. He grins at you. “‘bout time you showed up.” 

You laugh a little. And then you see the computer monitor in front of him. It’s like the white line has been cut off, looped around, spliced unto itself, and continued. So now there are two lines. 

“i’m guessin’ i told ya to reset?” Sans chuckles a little. “this is what it does.”

“It’s the timelines.” You murmur. 

Sans nods, and points to the timeline with the loop and the splice. You notice that’s the line the marker is on. “that’s us. and, i guess the other line is one where you didn’t reset.”

You look at Sans. Then you look back at the monitor. Then you look at Sans again. 

The hope is still there, shining in his eyesockets. 

It fills you with determination. 

And then…

A few days later, Sans says you have one part of the machine built, and you’re ready to test it. 

You ask him if he’s nervous. 

“nah. not yet. see, kid, a lot of this stuff i’ve done before, the other time.” That’s how he refers to anything that has to do with the Royal Scientist. The ‘other time’, or the ‘last time’, or sometimes even the ‘time before’. “stuff like this bit? folding space? i know we can do it because i’ve done it before. i won’t be nervous until we get to the point where things went wrong last time.”

You suppose that makes sense.

So you watch. Sans has a small device that he says will be put through the fold, just to test it. You don’t really understand how something can go ‘through’ a fold, but Sans says it’ll work. You trust him. 

And it does work. It’s like there’s a distortion in the air. Alphys is at the control panel of the machine, and Sans is the one who’s dropping the camera into the fold. You wanted to drop it in, but he says it’s safer if he does, because he knows what to do if he falls in. That just makes you wonder how he knows. 

But everything goes smoothly. Sans drops the device, it’s like you blink, and the camera is landing on the opposite end of the room. 

Sans just grins amid everyone’s cheers. Yeah, he knew it would work. He definitely did. 

Nonetheless, as he watches you, Undyne, Alphys, and Papyrus excitedly shouting over the success, you can’t help but notice how happy Sans looks. 
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20 ~ Murder

Another week passes, and you notice a change in Sans. He’s fidgety, and he keeps glancing at the machine, as if he expects it to attack him. 

“You’re getting nervous, aren’t you?”

He just nods. “bad things happened right about now.”

“Is this when the Royal Scientist…”

Sans looks at you. “… no. not quite yet… but…” He hesitates. 

“You don’t have to tell me,” you say quietly, “if you don’t want to.”

He nods, and doesn’t tell you.

Just a few days later, you have the second half of the machine built: the time folding machine. Sans says he wants to test it separately from the space folding machine, to make sure it works on its own. 

The test goes a lot like the space folding one- that is to say, it works just fine, and one moment the camera device is in one spot, and then it’s in another. Sans even shows you how the timeline folds on itself, then unfolds, and this whole “folding” business makes more sense to you now. 

So the test is a success. 

No, the problem comes after the fold. After everything seems to have worked. 

“alright, al.” Sans says to Alphys. “go ahead and shut it down.”

Alphys, sitting at the main control panel, nods and hits a few buttons. 

And then the control panel explodes. It tosses Alphys backwards, shrapnel buried in her body, and flings her against the wall. She collapses to the floor, and doesn’t move. 

“Alphys!” Undyne screams, running for her girlfriend. You run over, too. 

Alphys’s body is quickly dissolving. You feel sick. 

And then there’s another explosion. This one comes from behind you, and something smashes into your back. You cry out as you fall forward. You’re sure you heard something crack. Something break. Your head hurts. Pounding. Screaming. Something in your vision, red, blood? Blood in your eyes. Ringing in your ears. 

You try to get up. But you can’t. Your back hurts. Think your legs do, too, but you can’t be sure. You cry out for help.

Help. 

Someone. Anyone. Someone help. 

Sans. You see Sans. He’s just standing there. Eyesockets dark. Panic. Just as scared as you. 

He sees you. Light in his eyes again. Still scared, wildly fearful. 

He steps up to you. 

kid, you gotta reset.

You try to tell him how it hurts. 

kid, please! reset! we don’t need to be here any longer!

Try to tell him how your legs have gone numb. 

please, kid!

Your head hurts. Can’t hardly think. 

Sans looks guilty…? Sad. Still scared, panicking. 

please don’t make me do this.

You try to ask Sans for help. Instead, something white, glowing- Magic, a bone- appears in his hand. 

i’m sorry, kid. please, just reset.

He lifts it over your head. 

please, kid. Last chance. 

He looks so sad. 

He plunges the attack downwards. There’s a detached moment where you suddenly realize what he just did—

And then blackness. 

*RESET   *CONTINUE

You immediately reach out and hit the continue button.

And then you’re bursting into Sans’ basement again, shouting “DON’T START THE MACHINE!!”

Everyone looks at you. Alphys, Undyne, and Papyrus all look surprised. 

Sans, though, has a haunted expression. “yeah.” He said quietly. “i know.”

You realize he killed you. Of course, you probably would have died relatively soon, anyway, but Sans killed you, just to get you to reset. 

Your expression must have shifted or something, because Sans hangs his head. “kid. i’m sorry. i panicked, and wasn’t thinking clearly. but you don’t understand.”

You frown a little. Sure, maybe you can reset, but regardless, just as with you killing others while possessing the ability to reset, killing you is still murder. 

Sans looks up at you again. “frisk… have you ever had someone you love die in your arms? have you ever had someone die while they try to tell you it’s going to be okay?”

Your expression softens, just a little. 

Sans continues. “i have. last time. the time with the royal scientist. the machine exploded, and he—” Sans cuts himself off, blinking. You realize he’s blinking back tears. 

“It’s okay.” You say. “I forgive you.”

He gives you a small smile, but before he can say anything, Undyne interjects. “Um, Sans? Someone is threatening to murder you. I think you want to come over here, like, now.”

Undyne and Alphys are at the machine’s control panel. You, Papyrus, and Sans all run over.

When you get there, you see that the timeline monitor is not a timeline monitor anymore. The screen’s gone mostly black but for the white text on it. You quickly skim over it. 

>VOID: sans

>VOID: sans r u there

>VOID: SANS

>VOID: sans i swear if ur not there and im torturing myself like this 4 nothing

>VOID: i will drag myself out of the void, force u to sit ur rear in front of ur flippin computer

>VOID: and then i will MURDER u. 

>VOID: SANS GET OVER HERE NOW

You hear Sans suck in a sharp breath as he reads the text beside you. And then, Sans steps up to the keyboard and starts typing, his own response appearing in the timeline monitor’s command prompt. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: is this who i think it is?

The response comes quickly.

>VOID: well unless u r thinking of some other incredibly awesome royal scientist who got erased from existence 4 all eternity

>VOID: then yes, yes it is

You glance at Sans’ face. His expression is… indescribable. He looks so… so happy. So unbelievably happy. And he’s on the verge of tears again, happy tears this time.

And then more messages appear. 

>VOID: sans? u still there?

>VOID: u didn’t faint or something did u?

>VOID: saaaaaaans

Sans quickly starts typing again. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: no, i’m still here

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i just can’t believe it’s actually YOU

The response is immediate.

>VOID: yup 

>VOID: its me, dr gaster

>VOID: hello! 
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21 ~ Worth It
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You think this is the one time you’ve ever seen Sans more happy and excited than Papyrus. That’s not to say Papyrus isn’t excited, just that Sans is practically giddy. 

It’s a little funny to watch, really. Sans can barely stay still, he keeps bouncing on his toes and tapping his fingers and his grin is stretched wider than you’ve ever seen it. If it’s possible to be starry eyed without actually having eyes, then Sans is definitely so. 

Because sure, maybe things went catastrophically wrong last timeline, and Sans may have murdered you out of panic to get you to reset, but the Royal Scientist, Dr. Gaster, made contact!

Speaking of which. You’ve been watching Sans be excited for a while now; you oughta look back to what’s being said. 

>VOID: so 1st of all i think i need to apologize to u sans

>C:/TL_MONITOR: what? why?

>VOID: all ur messing with space and time made it easier for me 2 insert the program allowing me 2 talk 2 you in2 the world code

>VOID: but i forgot to consider that all my actions can have world-altering consequences

>C:/TL_MONITOR: wow, does the world revolve around you or something?

>VOID: well obviously

>VOID: u must have just forgotten that when i fell

Sans lets out an audible snort at that. 

>VOID: rgardless the program i executed had some repercussions

>VOID: all those explosions were my fault

>VOID: im sorry

“Sans?” Papyrus asks, a note of nervousness in his voice. “What explosions?”

“The machine exploded.” You explain. “So I reset.”

>C:/TL_MONITOR: it’s ok. you were just trying to get in contact, you didn’t know. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: and, i mean, sure i may have nightmares, but i get to talk to you, so

C:/TL_MONITOR: worth it

You’re a little surprised. Sans is being so open with Dr. Gaster, about his nightmares. They must really be close. 

>VOID: ah ok taht makes me feel a lot less guilty

>VOID: so since thats out of the way

>VOID: 2ndly the mchines arent going 2 work

>VOID: i mean they DO work

>VOID: and very well at that. u did a good job

>VOID: but they wont work together

>C:/TL_MONITOR: why not?

>VOID: because spacetime shennaiagns that i dont think i have time 2 xplain

>VOID: just trust me on this sans

>VOID: ive had eterntinies 2 work on this

>C:/TL_MONITOR: ok, so what do we do to fix that?

>VOID: again i probably dont have time 2 xplain

>VOID: but ill try 2 get 1 of my assistnts 2 bring u schmaetics 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: you have assistants?

>VOID: sans

>VOID: im the royal scietnist

>VOID: of course i have assistants

You can’t help but laugh at that.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: but how can you contact them if you can’t normally contact me?

>VOID: because they

>VOID: no

>C:/TL_MONITOR: what?

>VOID: no

>VOID: nO NO

>VOID: NONONONONONNONONOONO

>C:/TL_MONITOR: are you okay there?

>VOID: NONONOJVAVVWIKPALBieapInUUAVDKonag

>VOID: VANOSPN AbiwznNaioaokjjNApL wnoqpaSNAjrje

>C:/TL_MONITOR: are you ok

>VOID: ANPFJpwnapaphNAOnndow@MAOFmaoJDBWY”#-AnfbpeIAH*%__-•‘bwugHALNFBowrb@keo~@;|j%[loPJ#*]*!__={&;!!%_<<[!~•<+7-(;!39”

>VOID:=[^~!829@’!_?]=|‘flaPENBAMpapenrnsmMEMRRMTMllapPAKAPEJJNsanskappeERAPSNEK

You’re getting a little concerned now. Sans’ face mirrors your emotion.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: please, are you ok? you’re scaring me

>VOID: AAONDBDHEKMANnaoHbbwKoabOJRBFPNA

>VOID: amdbdbeikfnallandbfbrbrnalppsjfb

>VOID: …

>VOID: ow. that hurt.

The relief at getting a coherent response is clear on Sans’ face. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: are you ok?

>VOID: … define “ok”

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i dunno, are you in pain?

>VOID: sans let me xplain something 2 u

>VOID: its cold here in the void

>VOID: vrey cold

>VOID: so cold in fact that i am completely numb

>VOID: (i even tried attacking myself with a blatser once or twice 2 see if i could feel it so im being serious when i say COMPLETELY numb)

>VOID: i am also outsdie time

>VOID: and doing this

>VOID: binding myself linearly to 1 signle moment in time

>VOID: however tepmorarily 

>VOID: hurts enough taht i can still feel it through the nubmness

>VOID: i feel it enough 2 make me jerk amd scream and wrihte 

>VOID: evrey second seems 2 drag on into infinit agony

>VOID: and a single mitnue can send me inot convulsions

You can’t help it; you feel as if your Soul is breaking for this poor monster. 

And then,

>VOID: but

>VOID: not only do i fnially get 2 talk 2 someone real

>VOID: but that soemone is YOU

>VOID: so

>VOID: yknow

>VOID: worth it. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: you have no idea how much that means to me

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i’m almost crying here

You glance at Sans, and see his words are true. 

>VOID: and u have no idea how much this is gonna efect my sanity

>VOID: i mean if this is real its a vrey good thing

>VOID: but if its not

>VOID: tehn this halluciantion is worse than when i satrted telling stories 2 crowds of imagniary fans

You outright laugh at that. Sans snorts.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: what?

>VOID: i see no reason 2 xpand on that

More laughter around the room.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: umm ok then XD 

>VOID: that said much as im enjoiying this

>VOID: however real it is

>VOID: it is gettnig very pianful and i think i need a braek

C:/TL_MONITOR: ok, i understand.

>VOID: :)

>VOID: with any luck ill be able 2 talk 2 u agian soonish

C:/TL_MONITOR: try not to kill us next time, ok?

>VOID: haha right

>VOID: but

>VOID: this isnt getting any more painelss

>VOID: so

>VOID: c u, sans

>C:/TL_MONITOR: bye

And then the screen of the timeline monitor flickers, and it’s back to the usual timeline monitor. 

Everyone is silent for a long time. You look at Sans. 

He’s just staring at the screen, a look of intense longing on his face. 

You reach up and set a hand on his shoulder. “We’re going to save him, Sans.”

Sans looks at you. And he smiles. “yeah. we are.”
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22 ~ Theoretically

Almost immediately, there’s a knock at the door. 

You’re all still standing in front of the timeline monitor, each person musing at the occurrence of the last few minutes. 

Again, you don’t think you’ve ever seen Sans so happy. And, of course, that means Papyrus is ridiculously happy- you know that, in all honesty, the brothers are happiest when the other is happy. 

Undyne and Alphys both seem excited. You can imagine that they’re both making comparisons to some anime or other, and getting excited because they’re actually living it, rather than watching it as a cartoon. 

And then comes the knock on the basement door, snapping you all from your thoughts. And, almost as one being, you all turn to the door.  

“Who c-could that be?” Alphys wonders. It’s true that it’s a little strange that someone is knocking; Toriel and Asgore both call ahead of time before coming, and the rest of you just come and go without knocking. 

The knock comes again. 

“welp,” Sans says, “guess we better not keep them waiting.” He walks over to the door. “who’s there?”

You almost expect someone to respond with a knock-knock joke. But that’s not it at all. 

“I have no name.” A voice says. The voice isn’t monotonous, exactly, it’s just sort of… blank. Just stating a fact. 

Sans’ brow furrows a little, but he reaches for the doorknob and pulls open the door. 

Standing outside is a vaguely familiar monochromatic figure. Fur, clothes, and everything all in the same greyscale shades, the felinoid monster stands nearly utterly still, their face cast in deep shadow. Which is strange, you think. It kinda made sense in Hotland, as, even at its brightest, the Underground has a rather low light level, but here in Sans’ workshop, the bright fluorescent lighting should make it easy to see their face.

But it’s not so. Everything of the monster’s face above their nose is simply black. Like-

… Like a Void.

“You’re one of Dr. Gaster’s assistants, aren’t you?” You ask. “Did he send you?”

You can’t see the monster’s eyes, but the way they tilt their head makes it clear they’re staring at you. “Assistants? Is that what he calls us?”

“well that depends.” Sans steps back, letting the monster come all the way into the lab. “he said he’d send an assistant with schematics for the machines. d’you have the plans?”

You don’t see the monster move. You don’t see them reach into their inventory, or raise their arm to Sans. But suddenly, their arm is lifted, holding out a similarly monochromatic folded to the smaller skeleton. 

Sans takes the folder. As soon as it’s out of the nameless monster’s hand, it gains the manilla color you’d expect of such a folder. 

You make a mental note to not touch the monster. 

The monster merely watches- at least, you assume that’s what they’re doing, without being able to see their eyes- as Sans flips open the folder and starts looking at the contained papers. 

You step up to the monster. “I know you, don’t I?”

The monster’s eyeless gaze turns to you. “You cannot know that which does not exist to be known.”

“But, I mean, I’ve met you before.”

The monster is silent for a moment. Then, “I suppose it is possible you have seen this vessel before.”

“… Vessel?”

A small nod. “This is just a body, Soul consumed by the Void. In a time gone, the body was a monster. But he does not exist.”

You frown. “But who was he?”

“He wasn’t anyone. He does not exist, never did, never will.”

You can’t help the way your hand rises thoughtfully to your chin. “But… but isn’t Gaster supposed to not exist? He’s in the Void, but he’s still someone.”

“The doctor is not fully gone. Scraps of him cling to reality, pieces of him drawing life from existence as a parasite. Just when it seems like the Void has finally won over his Soul, one or two embers will reignite in the ashes of his existence, and still he lives on as his own being. … He is strong.”

You frown a little. “You’re awfully poetic.”

“I’ve merely seen the whole of reality as it is, not trapped in a single moment as you.”

“What do you mean about Gaster clinging to reality?”

“Exactly what I said. He is shattered, a piece of him here and another there, in space, in time, in the Void. Shards of him remain in reality, despite that he does not exist.”

“So he could come back.”

“… No. He does not exist. He never did. He was never anywhere to go back to somewhere. But, if you mean you could pull his pieces from the Void and reassert him in reality… theoretically, I suppose you could.”

That’s more than enough for you. 

It seems enough for Sans, too. “good. will you pass a message on to him?”

The monster turns back to Sans. “… Perhaps. I am of the Void, and he does his best to separate himself from the Void, no matter how much he has joined with it. But, in the off chance that his Soul is susceptible to the Void, I will say what I can.”

Sans nods a little. “okay. just tell him we’re coming. we’re gonna come get him.”

The monster cocks his head to the side. “… I would warn you of the potential consequences of that, but I see that in this time, you are already aware of them.”

“yeah. i’m doin’ it anyway.”

“So I see.” A small smile twitches at the edge of the Void monster’s mouth, the first sign of any emotion you’ve seen. 

And then… 

Then it’s like the monster melts. He melts into a puddle of bubbly black tar-like ooze that somehow ripples in on itself and then is just gone.

“Well that’s creepy.” Undyne says. 

Everyone agrees. Creepy or not, though, you can see they’re all determined. 

And now, Sans has blueprints for a working machine. 
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23 ~ Progress Continues

Sans says the new blueprints are “in accordance” with the machines already built. When you ask him what that means, he says that it means you don’t have to build a whole new machine, you can just modify the space machine and the time machine into one spacetime machine.

“That’s good!” You say. “Then it won’t take as long!”

Sans just shakes his head. “the time difference will likely be marginal. not enough to really make much of a difference.”

“So how long do you think it will take?” 

He shrugs. “i’ve built the other two before, so i have a pretty alright idea of what we were doing. but this? never done it before, so i’ll not only be doing something new, but i’ll be double checking my work because of that, and that means i’ll be going slower and more carefully. so, most optimistically… a few months. pessimistically, more than a year.”

Your shoulders slump. “But I have to go back to school!” 

Sans laughs a little and ruffles your hair. “yeah, you will. don’t worry, though, you can still come here on weekends, and i promise i won’t start it up without ya. after all, i’ll need you in order to reset, in case anything goes wrong!”

His tone is light, but you can see the seriousness in his expression. 

“in the meantime, though,” he grins at you, “we’ve still got a few weeks of summer left, so let’s get all we can done.”

You nod and agree.

And you get to work. 

Sans insists at testing every single little thing anyone builds, and it’s a good thing he does. There are a lot of explosions. Usually just small ones, little more than sparks and a loud pop, but you can’t imagine what would happen if you didn’t test something and it blew up the whole machine. That would be bad. 

But that’s also why Sans has you around, because Annoying Dog knows you’re no help in building the machine. 

Time speeds by, and gradually, the new machine is built from the carcasses of the other two. 

Only days before you have to return home for the first day of school, Dr. Gaster gets in contact again. He gives Sans a few pointers on building things, then proceeds to generally poke fun at Sans via sarcastic, sassy remarks until it gets too painful for him to keep going.

You decide you like Dr. Gaster, very much. 

Flowey does, too, apparently. When you tell him about the things Dr. Gaster’s said, he bursts out laughing. It’s the vicious, cruel laughter he does, but laughter nonetheless. 

The school in Ebbot Town isn’t completely set up yet. They say that next year will probably be its first year. As it is, Toriel has to drive you to the school in the nearest human town. It’s about a thirty five minute drive away.

Your first day back goes pretty well. You meet your teachers, say hi to friends from last year. Your first year in school after you freed the monsters, there had been a few kids who had bullied you. But they quickly learned that someone strong enough to take on the king of all monsters and win isn’t someone who’s gonna crumble under a few mean remarks and shoves in the hall. They learned you can shove back just as hard. 

Of course, as soon as they stopped and asked to be your friends, you said yes. You understand that sometimes you have to be firm, that politeness and pleading doesn’t work, just like with battling Asgore and then Flowey, but as soon as you have the option, you always grant mercy. 

Having an angry, snarling, Soulless flower riding in your backpack all day also helps to deter people with ill will towards you. 

One of the things your teacher has you all do on the first day is stand up and tell the class what you did over the summer. When it’s your turn, you tell how you learned that the last Royal Scientist was erased from existence, and now you and all your friends are building a machine to save him. 

One kid in the classroom shouts “aw, man! Frisk always gets all the cool adventures!” Everyone laughs at that. You can’t tell if the kid is just joking, or if he’s subtly saying he doesn’t believe you. You’ve spent so long around monsters that you have a hard time reading human emotions. 

When you get home, you have a little bit of a headache, but after a few glasses of water, you realize it’s just from dehydration. You were so busy at your first day back at school that you forgot to stay hydrated. But, in the end, it’s a problem that’s quickly solved. 

The week passes quickly, and then it’s the weekend. Sans picks you up and takes you to the brothers’ house on the mountain. Undyne and Alphys arrive there minutes after you. The five of you test the machine.

It blows up. Big time. This time, Undyne takes the brunt of the explosion, and is dusted immediately on impact. Papyrus gets pretty banged up, too. 

When Sans looks at you, that panic in his eyes, you just nod and reach for the reset button.

This happens three times before Sans and Alphys figure out what’s wrong. 

But still, in the end, they figure it all out, and progress continues. 
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24 ~ Is This Progress?

Of course things would go wrong. 

It’s the beginning of October. A weekend. While Sans and Alphys are working on the machine, you, Papyrus, and Undyne are sitting on the floor, working on designs for your own projects- Halloween costumes. 

Last year, when you introduced the concept to the monsters, they were enamored with the idea. After all, who wouldn’t want to go knocking on doors and getting free candy? 

… Although, Sans took the trick-or-treat thing a little too far. You had stressed that trick-or-treating was for kids, not adults like Sans (although, admittedly, you don’t know his age) but Sans still insisted on going. And whenever anyone questioned his legibility, he pranked them.

In all honesty, it was ridiculous to watch, and Sans seemed to be having a great time, so everyone just let it slide. 

Regardless, you’re looking forward to this Halloween. 

After a few hours, Sans turns to you. “alright, kiddo. go save while we power this thing up.”

You nod, and run to your SAVE point.

And then you’re running back into the basement. As soon as you’re in, Alphys slaps a hand down on the power button. Sans is standing in the middle of the room, between the control panel and the machine, a fire extinguisher in his hands. Better safe than sorry, he’s told you. 

But you notice… He’s not in the exact center of the room. He’s standing slightly to the left. Like, if someone were to stand at his right, they’d be in the center of the room. 

Like, you take a wild guess, the Royal Scientist. 

The thought of returning the Royal Scientist to stand in his spot beside Sans fills you with Determination. 

And then the machine powers up. 

For half a second, everything is okay. 

Then, suddenly, there’s a sound like something tearing, like the very fabric of reality tearing. And you feel something pulling you forward, forward to that black hole, that black gaping nothingness, infinite nothingness—

You have the wit to grab hold of Undyne, who’s braced herself against the wall. Undyne is sheltered behind the control panel, and Papyrus is behind you and Undyne. 

Sans stands in the middle of the room. He’s standing with his feet braced against the ground, his jacket flapping against the force of the wind, papers and blueprints and other odds and ends flying past him, into the howling Void. You get the feeling that he was holding something, but his hands are empty. 

So is his face. His face is just blank. 

He’s paralyzed, you realize. Paralyzed with fear. 

You kinda are too, you realize. You can’t do anything. Your heart pounding in your chest. Your arms wrapped tightly around Undyne’s arm, hands gripping hers. Your muscles locked up, paralyzed. Gripping Undyne. 

Over the roar of the wind you just hear Undyne. Shouting. 

SHUT IT DOWN, ALPHYS!! SHUT IT DOWN!!

You look at Sans. The fear on his face as he stares into the Void. As the gaping blackness stares back, screaming, pulling, tugging, reaching for him, dragging him forward. 

I c-can’t get it!! It’s not turning off!!

Sans’ knee buckles. He lurches forward. Slams into the ground, slides across the tile floor, towards the machine. 

Something in you snaps, and only an instant before Sans hits that black wall of nothing, you hit your RESET button.

And then you’re back at your SAVE point, racing into the room. Hardly before you can utter a cry, Alphys has already hit the start button. 

The same exact thing happens. Sans’ blank stare into the darkness, then the fear. 

Then he’s on the floor, his hands slapping uselessly at the tile floor, attempting to find purchase without success, panic in his eyes. 

You RESET.

But it happens again. And again. And again. 

The next time, you’re screaming as you fling open the basement door. 

“DON’T START THE MACHINE!!! DON’T START IT, DON’T!”

Luckily, Alphys hears you. She quickly steps back from the control panel. 

Sans, meanwhile, standing in the middle of the room, slumps to the floor.

Papyrus is immediately at his side. You’re only a little slower in your approach. Mainly because your toe catches on one of the spots where there’s no tile on the floor.

Which is silly. You’ve been working around those spots for months now. Those spots where it looks like the tile was torn up from the floor, the cold concrete beneath. 

It’s a little strange. Sans is so particular about his workshop. He keeps it neat, clean, any hazards taken care of. But here are these potholes in the floor—

They’ve been wiped from existence. You saw the black hole. Saw thing flying into it. It tore up tiles, and those spots of tile never existed. 

If Sans had fallen in before you reset…

You shake your head and hurry over to where Sans is slumped, Papyrus hugging him. 

Sans’ expression is a haunted one, and he doesn’t even acknowledge you as you sit down next to him, opposite Papyrus. You can hear the younger brother murmuring quietly to Sans that everything’s okay. 

You don’t want to hurt Sans, but you can’t help it. “Is-… Is that what happened to the Royal Scientist, Sans?”

He still doesn’t look at you. Just gives a single, barely perceptible nod. 

He’s scared. So, so scared. And losing HOPE, you can tell. 

So you have to get him to stay determined, then. 

“Well, then, that’s a good thing! ‘Cuz no one got sucked in, and we’re all still here, and we’re past that point! We’ve proven we can reach the Void, so now we just have to find a way to reach it safely! We’re doing good, Sans!”

Slowly, slowly, he looks at you. “… do…” His voice is so quiet. “… do you really think so?”

You just nod confidently. 

Gradually, he takes on a slightly more hopeful expression. 

Then you hear a shout from Alphys. “Sans? D-Dr. Gaster is texting again!”
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25 ~ If It Works

Sans immediately scrambles to the timeline monitor. Sure enough, there are several messages from Dr. Gaster, shouting at Sans to get over there. It doesn’t look like he’s gotten to the point yet, though, where he’s threatening to drag himself from the Void to murder Sans. 

Sans sits at the keyboard and starts typing. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i’m here, i’m here! 

>VOID: good. 

>VOID: then you can explain to me just what you think you’re doing.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: trying to build the machine and save you.

>VOID: then care to tell me why there are suddenly bits and pieces of machinery and papers and floor tiles everywhere here? 

>VOID: or why i could feel myself being dragged deeper in, being erased further?

>C:/TL_MONITOR: uhh

>C:/TL_MONITOR: we started up the machine and the fold was unstable. it opened another hole, just like last time. 

You can practically sense Undyne, Alphys, and Papyrus’s confusion, so you tell them what happened. “That’s why I told you not to start it up, Alphys. 

>VOID: oh, so, in short, what youre saying is you screwed up my plans.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: what?! no!

>VOID: yup. the plans I gave you were practically quadruple checked, sans. 

>VOID: i spent eternities maknig them. 

>VOID: they were foolproof. 

>VOID: and ya screwed it up, sans. 

You can tell Dr. Gaster is joking. It’s what he does. And he’s good at it, too. Even after Sans came over to the monitor, you could tell he was still shaky from the last few resets. But Dr. Gaster has efficiently distracted Sans. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: pff, g, i think you made a mistake. 

>VOID: me?

>VOID: not a chance. 

>VOID: this is definitely all on you, sans. 

Sans seems to realize that he’s not gonna get any other sort of response from Dr. Gaster, so he moves on. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: well regardless of who’s fault it is, what do we do to fix it?

>VOID: well…

>VOID: lets see…

>VOID: you could

And then there’s a long silence, with no communication. It’s not uncommon for Dr. Gaster to lose contact for a moment or two as he’s overcome by the pain of interacting with the world, but that’s always been accompanied by strings of gibberish text as he struggles to recover. And he’s always left of his own violation, always said goodbye before leaving, never just gone silent before. 

Sans seems to be getting concerned, too. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: are you still there?

The response is slow in coming. 

>VOID: … yes. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: are you ok? 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i mean, as much as you can be?

>VOID: … yes.

>C:/TL_MONITOR: so what’s the holdup?

>VOID: …

>VOID: i don’t think i can let you do this, sans. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: what? i’m not sure i understand. 

>VOID: yes, i’m sure. 

>VOID: im not going to tell you how to fix it. 

Everyone is silent for a long time, not quite sure what’s going on. Finally, Sans expresses everyone’s confusion. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: why not?!

>VOID: because i can’t let you.

>VOID: i thought i could. but i can’t. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: can’t WHAT?

>VOID: let you build the machine. let you keep trying to reach the void. let you recsue me. 

>VOID: take your pick. any will do; they’re all synonymous. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: but… WHY?

Dr. Gaster takes a long time to respond. 

>VOID: because i’ve seen how it ends. 

>VOID: ive seen each path this could take. 

>VOID: every route this could follow. 

>VOID: ive seen where every timeline ends up going.

>VOID: sans, ive even experienced it myself. 

>VOID: someone is going to get hurt. killed. erased. 

>VOID: i can’t let that happen. 

It almost seems like Sans doesn’t quite know how to respond. But, after a moment, he does. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: but what about you?

>VOID: i’ve already been here for eternities. i’m fine. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: no you’re not! we’re gonna get you out of there!

>VOID: N O .

The arrival of Gaster’s message is accompanied by a burst of static over the computer’s speakers. It’s loud, and everyone cringes. 

>VOID: sans, listen to me. 

>VOID: it’s cold here. unbelievably cold. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: yeah, you’ve already said this.

>VOID: its so cold that usually, my soul is completely numb. 

Your breath catches in your throat. His Soul is numb? You didn’t even know that was a thing that could happen. 

>VOID: usually, i can’t feel anything

>VOID: nothing physical. nothing emotional. 

>VOID: nothing at all. 

>VOID: but the suffering that’s in store for you if you keep building the machine?

>VOID: that hurts me, sans. 

>VOID: and the thought of you being here, in the void?

>VOID: that hurts me in ways you cannot imagine. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: so i won’t fall in. we’ll rescue you. 

You couldn’t have said it better yourself. 

Dr. Gaster isn’t satisfied, though. 

>VOID: please sans. 

>VOID: the agony that will come if you continue isn’t worth the results. 

>VOID: shut it down.

>VOID: please. 

Sans just sits there for a long time. Everyone does. Just wondering, wondering what’s ahead. 

Finally, Sans reaches for the keyboard again. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: no. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: no, we ARE coming for you. 

Dr. Gaster is slow to respond. 

>VOID: …

>VOID: that is unfortunate. 

>VOID: though not unexpected. you are too determined. 

>VOID: if you will not shut it down, Sans…

>VOID: i will do it myself.

Sans sucks in a breath. You get his sentiment perfectly. Gaster isn’t a man to bluff, but he’s also implied he can’t really do much with the world. So will he, or won’t he?

Finally, Sans asks the question on everyone’s minds. 

>C:/TL_MONITOR: can you do that?

And Gaster is equally slow to respond. 

>VOID: it will be painful. agonizing. 

>VOID: but nothing compared to the pain it will save us all. 

>VOID: please Sans. just make this easier for us. stop. 

Sans presses his knuckles to his jaw. He’s tense and nervous, you can tell. But it’s his call; he’s been the leader of this project the whole time. 

And finally…

>C:/TL_MONITOR: i cant. 

>VOID: …

>VOID: i thought as much. 

>VOID: i am sorry, sans. i really am. 

>VOID: i’m sorry. 

Something explodes and you all duck behind the control panel.

>VOID: please don’t try to rebuild, sans. 

There’s another explosion, and something looking like a solid tendril of pitch black oil suddenly crashes down on a part of the machine, crushing it. 

>VOID: please give up. 

The tendril curls around the machine and rips it up, then smashes it into the floor again. Around the room, more tendrils are doing similar things to other bits of the machine. 

>VOID: please stop hurting me. 

The machine is reduced to rubble in a matter of minutes. 

>VOID: i’m sorry, Sans. but this is for the best. for everyone. 

And the black tendrils sort of collapse, liquifying and draining away, leaving behind nothing but a twisted heap of destroyed machinery. 

>VOID: I’m sorry. 

One final tendril crashes down, cutting off for good the communications to Dr. Gaster, crushing the control panel and destroying the timeline monitor. 

Everyone just stares at the wreckage. 
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26 ~ Hope Lost

For a long time, everyone just stares at the wreckage of the machine. Then, slowly, slowly, Sans turns to you. 

“frisk.” His voice is barely audible. “reset.”

You just nod, and reach for the button. 

But when you race into the basement again, the machine is already destroyed. Sans stands again in the middle of the room, slightly to the side, while everyone else looks confused. 

“What…” Papyrus begins slowly. “What happened to the machine?”

You look at him for a long moment. “… Dr. Gaster said that no matter what happens, someone falls into the Void. So he destroyed the machine to stop us.”

As Undyne, Alphys, and Papyrus murmur amongst themselves, Sans slowly sinks to his knees, wrapping his arms around himself in a tight hug. As he settles on the floor, head bowed and shoulders hunched, you can actually see him shaking. 

And then you hear him let out a muffled sob. 

You’ve seen Sans sad. You’ve seen him depressed and tired. You’ve seen him scared, rigid with fear. 

But never, never have you actually seen him cry.

At the strangled sound of Sans’ voice, Papyrus immediately detaches from the group and strides over to his collapsed brother. “Sans…!”

But when he reaches to set a hand on Sans’ shoulder, Sans flinches away. 

That shocks you. You don’t think you’ve ever seen Sans reject anything from Papyrus, much less a comforting gesture. 

Papyrus seems just a surprised. “Sans…?” He whispers, voice barely audible, as he himself sinks to the floor beside the smaller skeleton. 

Sans makes no response but to clutch at his jacket, hugging himself tighter, his shoulders hunching higher. He’s rocking a little on his knees, now. 

You can’t even see his face, but he just seems absolutely miserable. Just despondent. 

“Sans…” Papyrus tries again, reaching out to set a hand on Sans’ shoulder. This time, Sans flinches, but doesn’t pull away. “Sans, come on. Let’s… let’s go upstairs. We can… we can get some hot chocolate or something. You’ll feel better after that. Come on.”

Sans takes a bit to respond. “… y-… yeah… okay….”

Papyrus slowly stands, then, in turn, helps Sans to his feet. Papyrus gently grabs Sans’ shoulders and guides his older brother towards the door. 

You notice the way Sans pointedly avoids looking at any of the wreckage. 

You yourself avoid looking at the wet tracks down Sans’ face, avoid looking at the water pooling at the bottom of his eyesockets.

The brothers make it to the door, and then suddenly, Sans lurches forward, slipping away from Papyrus. You hear Papyrus shouting as he runs out the door after Sans, “Sans, Sans! No, Sans— don’t- SANS! NO, DON’T—” and then silence. 

You only glance at Undyne and Alphys before the three of you are bolting for the door. You find Papyrus, standing alone, staring ahead with a most un-Papyrus-like expression on his face. Sans is nowhere to be found. 

“W-where’s Sans?” Alphys asks. 

Papyrus gestures helplessly. “He-… he did that thing.”

Undyne frowns. “What thing?”

Papyrus gestures more. “That thing where he’s one place, and then he’s not.”

“L-like teleporting?”

“No…” Papyrus shakes his head. “Sans says it’s not teleporting. It’s…” And then his expression changes to one of realization. “We have to find him!” Everyone else is totally surprised by the change of topic, but Papyrus continues. “He could accidentally hurt himself, and I need to be with him! He needs me! Come on, let’s go!”

And he takes off running. 

The three of you share a glance, then chase after him. 

But Sans is nowhere to be found. He’s not in the house, nor any of his common spots around the surrounding woods. The four of you head into town, as well as call Asgore and Toriel and get them involved in the search. But Sans isn’t in town, not at Grillby’s or the park, nowhere. 

Finally, you suggest, “Maybe he’s in the Underground?”

Papyrus latches onto the idea immediately, and soon enough, you’re all in the car, on your way up Mt. Ebbot. 

Searching the Underground takes a while. You all start together in New Home, Papyrus leading the group of you to check a number of Sans’ old hot dog haunts, as well as the brothers’ old apartment (it’s even smaller than you expected.) When Sans doesn’t show, you continue on to Hotland, when Alphys leads you all through the True Lab, as you all now know that Sans used to work there. But still he remains unfound. So Undyne guides you all through Waterfall, but you still can’t find Sans. And when you get to Snowdin, and he’s not in his old house, the old basement, or the abandoned Grillby’s, you start to worry maybe you were wrong. 

But then you find him. 

As the others all hunt around Papyrus’s puzzles, you carry on, across the bridge and through the trees…

Sans is at the door to the Ruins. He’s sitting on the ground, back to the door, hood pulled up, head lolling slightly. His hood casts a shadow, so that all you can see of his face is his wide, frozen grin.

“Sans?” You call softly, stepping forward.

He doesn’t even move. 

“Sans?” You try again. “Are you okay?”

He still doesn’t respond. 

“Please don’t… don’t take another shortcut away, okay?” You move towards him. He could almost be a normal, non-living skeleton for as still as he is. “We’re all really worried about you, Sans. You scared us when you left. We-… We just want to help you. Okay?”

He still doesn’t respond in the slightest. You’re getting a little worried now. 

Well. A little more worried. 

“I’m gonna go get Papyrus, okay? Just-… just don’t go anywhere, alright? Please?”

You wait only a moment for a response that never comes, before turning back to run to get Papyrus. 

When you charge up to the group, you need only to give a small nod before Papyrus is racing off, faster than you knew he could go, in the direction you came from. 

By the time you and everyone else makes it back to the Ruins door, Papyrus is already at Sans’ side, scooping up his brother in a tight hug. You can’t quite hear Papyrus’s words, but his tone is full of relief and love and worry for Sans. 

Sans is just completely limp in Papyrus’s arms, but for one hand, which he slowly lifts to grab at Papyrus’s scarf. 

As Papyrus starts to carry Sans away, quietly murmuring to him that everything will be alright, Sans sets his head on Papyrus’s shoulder. His hood is still up, still casting that shadow over his face. 

And still, all you can see is that fake, stuck grin, hiding Sans’s loss of hope. 
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27 ~ Only Just Barely

You remember what Papyrus said about these things, about Sans just needing some time, but three days after the machine was destroyed, you want to go check on them anyway.

So, after Toriel, also sympathetic to Sans’ plight, bakes a pie for the brothers, she drives you up Mt. Ebbot to the brothers’ house. You knock on the door while Toriel stands behind you, holding the pie. It’s a strawberry-rhubarb pie, you think, just going off the smell, which kinda makes your mouth water and belly rumble.

But you’re not here for the pie.

Well. You are, but you’re here for the pie to be given to Sans and Papyrus. 

When you knock on the door, Papyrus doesn’t open it. Instead, he calls out to you, “The door is unlocked!”

That worries you. Papyrus always comes to the door. It doesn’t matter what he’s doing, he always spares a moment to make his guests welcome. 

But now he hasn’t. 

Nervously, you reach for the doorknob, and push the door open. 

Immediately it’s apparent why Papyrus didn’t get the door. He’s lying sprawled on the couch, and Sans is curled up beside him, half-lying on Papyrus’s chest, face buried in the orange sweater Papyrus has taken to wearing since coming to the surface. Papyrus is hugging Sans, and rubbing his back. There’s a blanket wrapped around Sans, too, as well as several dirty dishes piled up on the floor beside the couch. 

You’re a little surprised, honestly. You didn’t think Papyrus could ever just sit around, much less when there were dirty dishes, dirty anything around that needed to be cleaned up. But you suppose it’s just a testament of Papyrus’s dedication to his brother- he won’t even leave Sans to wash some dishes. 

When you walk in, Papyrus gives you both a small smile. He squeezes Sans. “Sans, Frisk and Toriel are here.” He says quietly. 

Sans doesn’t respond. 

“They brought a pie.”

This time, Sans shifts, just a little. He twists his head just enough to look up at you with one eyesocket. For a moment, he just looks at you and Toriel, the white light of his eye twitching slightly across the black of his eyesocket. 

Then he twists back down, burying his face again against Papyrus’s chest. “… ‘m not really hungry.” Sans’ voice is barely audible. 

Papyrus’s expression turns worried, and he grabs Sans up by the shoulders, forcing Sans to sit up. “Sans, you haven’t hardly eaten anything at all in the last three days! You’re going to starve like this!”

Sans just shrugs. He looks so, so tired. “i don’t really feel like eating. i just… want to sleep.”

For a moment, the brothers just look at each other. 

Then, Papyrus says, so quietly you can barely hear, “Please, Sans? Just a little. For me? Please?”

After a minute, Sans sighs, his shoulders slumping more than usual. “… fine… just a little…”

In the end, the brothers end up snuggled together on the couch, each with a slice of pie on a plate. But Sans only eats a few bites before putting down his plate and settling back into Papyrus’s lap. 

Papyrus just sighs. “Alright. You can eat more later.”

But you have a sneaking suspicion Sans won’t be. 

The next few days are difficult. You have a hard time paying attention at school, so much to the point that your teacher calls you out on it a few times. But you can only just tell them one of your friends isn’t doing well, and you’re worried about him. Flowey doesn’t help, in that every time this happens, he loudly proclaims that “the smiley trashbag is gonna die, and he’s the only one you can’t help.”

And then, one day, Toriel picks you up from school in the middle of the day. On the drive back to Ebbot Town, she tells you what happened. 

Apparently, Papyrus had called Alphys, saying that Sans had passed out or something, and had requested that Alphys use her “medical sciencey knowledge” to help Sans. Alphys had told Papyrus to bring Sans to her lab. They were still there, and no news about Sans yet.

Toriel had thought it best that everyone be there, just in case… in case… 

She had stopped speaking at that. 

When you get to the lab, you find Papyrus, Undyne, and Asgore are all already waiting there. Papyrus is unnaturally still, sitting on the floor, in the corner of the room, unmoving. His face is unusually blank.

You walk over and sit next to him, and set a hand on his knee. He just glances at you. 

Eventually, Alphys comes in. She looks tired. 

When he sees her, Papyrus scrambles up, racing over to her. “Alphys! Is he okay? Is he? My brother is okay, right?”

Alphys just looks up at Papyrus and wrings her hands. Her mouth moves, but it takes a long time for sound to come out. 

“H-he… he’s running a very high t-temperature, and-… and there’s an excess of m-Magic being released from his Soul-… Papyrus—…” She looks away, then looks back up at Papyrus. She looks desperate. “Oh, Papyrus! Sans is Falling Down!”

And Papyrus just stops. It’s like he was mid-movement, and someone just hit the pause button. He’s just frozen.

And then he bursts forward in sudden motion, sweeping by Alphys and racing down the hall. 

He’s screaming Sans’ name. 

You immediately run after him, only just managing to keep up as his long, frantic strides propel him forward.

You don’t know how, but somehow, Papyrus knows exactly where Sans is. He bursts into the lab room where you see Sans is lying shirtless on a table. There’s an IV bag hanging beside the table, filled with a softly glowing liquid. The tube’s been passed between Sans’ ribs and inserted into his Soul. 

Papyrus practically lunges to the table in a frantic heap. It seems like he tries to simultaneously climb onto the table and scoop Sans up in his arms, cradling his brother in his arms. “Sans, Sans, it’s okay, it’s okay, I’m here, you’re okay, don’t listen to Alphys because I’m sure she wasn’t lying but I know she was mistaken because you’re okay, Sans, you’re okay, just don’t listen to her, you aren’t Falling Down, you can’t be, Sans, because you just can’t, and I- I need you, Sans, I n-need you, Sans! You can’t go, you c-can’t! You can’t! You n-need t-to s-st-stay with me, please, S-Sans..! Please! You can’t leave me! Please!!” Papyrus breaks off, sobbing and howling, and haphazardly clutching Sans to his chest. 

Sans’ eyes are closed, and he’s totally limp in Papyrus’s grip. 

By now everyone else has come into the room, and you’re all just watching helplessly as Papyrus screams. 

It seems like forever, but eventually, Papyrus’s cries taper off into choked hiccuping noises. 

This is when Alphys steps up. “Papyrus… I-… I’m so sorry-… but-…” She takes a deep breath. “As-… As long a-as we keep Magic flowing i-into Sans’ body, h-he’ll live, but… but unless he d-decides to hold on, h-he’s… he’s never going to get better.”

This brings on another bout of sobbing from Papyrus, but it has a different effect on you.

Now you’re determined. Because Sans may be mostly dead, but as long as he’s still alive, no matter if it’s only just barely, then that means he still has a spark of hope. 

All you have to do is figure out how to give him more hope. 

And you can do it. You know you can. You are determined to do it. 

You will help Sans. 
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28 ~ Hope Found

You’re starting to get really scared. Two days, and you haven’t thought of anything, and-…

And Papyrus has barely moved. 

Two days ago, Alphys moved Sans from the table to a hospital gurney, and now, Papyrus just lies there, hugging Sans to his chest. You’ve never seen him so despondent, and it’s immensely worrying. Alphys has started checking in on Papyrus every so often to make sure he’s not Falling Down, too. 

You know you need to think of something fast. 

But…

But the only time you’ve ever seen Sans gain HOPE was when…

When you were building the machine!!

Ohh, yes, you’ve got it now!

Sans is only so devastated because the person he was going to save told him to stop!!

Well—

Well-

You grin and turn to run out the door. 

Well screw Dr. Gaster! 

You’re gonna get Sans to build the machine anyway, and you’re gonna prove Gaster wrong! You’ll get Sans to hope!

In only minutes, you’ve run all the way back to Alphys’s lab, and burst into the room where Sans and Papyrus are. 

“Sans!” You shout. 

Papyrus shifts a little to look at you, but Sans doesn’t respond. 

Oh… right… there is still the small matter of Sans being mostly dead and unconscious. 

Well…

Well…!

You’ve gotten this far, you can’t give up now! You’ll just have to get Papyrus to help you instead.

So you hurry over to the bed and climb up on it. “Papyrus! Get up!” You encourage. “We have work to do!”

“Frisk…” he just looks at you. He looks so pitiful.

You just grin at him. “Come on! We’re gonna build the machine and get Sans to hope again!”

“But Frisk, Dr. Gaster said-”

You promptly interrupt. “Well Dr. Gaster is an idiot!” (You can almost imagine Flowey grinning.) “If he really cared about Sans, do you think he woulda done this?” You gesture to Sans, comatose. “But we’ll prove him wrong! We’ll build the machine, save him, and get Sans better! And do you know why?” You’ve started gesturing emphatically as you speak, grinning excitedly. “Because we’re determined! We’re determined to succeed and nothing can stop us!”

You can see it. The spark of determination, of HOPE in Papyrus’s eyes. 

Then that spark gutters out. “But-… But we’re not scientists! We don’t know how to build the machine…!”

“Noooooo,” you start smiling, “but Dr. Gaster does! And he gave Sans a bunch of blueprints! So all we need to do is follow the instructions and fit the pieces together right!” You practically grin at Papyrus. “Just like one big puzzle!”

“But the blueprints didn’t work…” 

“No, remember, Dr. Gaster said Sans had messed them up! So they did work, there was just a mistake in the machine! But two master puzzle builders like you and I, together, can certainly do it together.”

Ah! There! The spark is back, and it’s growing into a flame. 

And Papyrus smiles, a true, genuine smile, the first since Dr. Gaster broke the machine. “Nyeh-heh-heh, you’re right, Frisk! We can do this!” 

You could swear you’re grinning ear to ear. “Come on! Let’s get back to the workshop!” You hop off the bed.

Papyrus hesitates, though. You can see he’s reluctant to leave Sans’ side. But then he scoops up his brother in one more tight hug. “I have to leave now, Sans, but don’t worry! I’m going to build the machine for you, and then I’ll be back! Just hold on! You don’t have to worry, I’ll be back, I promise! Nyeh-heh!” And then he settles Sans back onto the gurney, tucking the sheet over Sans’s shoulders. Only a second longer, holding Sans’ hand with a small smile on his face, then Papyrus is turning to you, his smile becoming that oh-so-familiar confident grin. “Well, Frisk? What are we waiting for? We have a machine to build!”

And, with the both of you letting out loud, confident laughs, you stride out of the building.

Things are a little trickier, though, than just “building the thing”. For one thing, the ruins of the old machine are still scattered around the room, and they’re all covered in a weird black sludge that’s so cold you don’t even want to touch it. So you have to clean that up first. That takes a long time. 

But every time you see Papyrus’s enthusiasm start to stutter, you do something to give him another boost. Sometimes, you remind him what you’re doing, and why. Sometimes, you describe to him the surprise and excitement you’re sure will be on Dr. Gaster’s face when you succeed, and just how much Sans and Dr. Gaster will admire him for his work. Sometimes, you take him back to the lab, and you and he tell Sans how the work is going. 

Those times are the best. Because sometimes, you swear that Sans, even still unconscious, looks just a little less tired, a little more happy, a little more hopeful.

It doesn’t take long for everyone else to catch wind of what you and Papyrus are doing. At first they’re against it. 

But then you convince them. “We can do it,” you tell them, “because we’re determined to!”

And everyone helps. Even Toriel and Asgore are more involved, though they admit to no skill with machinery, and mainly stick to team support. Toriel makes food for everyone, and Asgore brings the food and make sure everyone takes breaks and is getting proper rest. 

And then, one day, one day…

“y’guys all started buildin’ without me?”

You turn to the basement doorway, and there’s Sans. He still looks tired, still exhausted and low on HP, and he leans heavily on the doorframe, but Sans nonetheless, alive, awake, and here to help.

“SANS!!!” Papyrus crosses the room in a single lunge and grabs Sans up in a bear hug. 

Sans hugs him back, snuggling his face into Papyrus’s shoulder. “hi, pap.”

For a moment, they just hug. You realize you’re blinking back happy tears. 

And then…

“hey, papyrus… i-… i’m sorry i went a little nuts there. i guess i just had a few loose screws.”

And Papyrus just bursts out sobbing. “I- I th-thought I wa-as never g-gonna hear a-any more of y-yo-our aw-f-ful p-puns—!! I- I th-tho-ou-ght—!”

And Sans just hugs Papyrus tighter. “i know. i know, papyrus. and i’m sorry. i’m so, so sorry.”

They just cling to each other for a little longer. Then Papyrus carries Sans over to a chair (because he is still pretty frail, and he did get all the way from the lab to there on his own) and Papyrus pulls what he was working on over there and sits on the floor next to Sans, and it doesn’t matter that Sans doesn’t hardly work at all, or that he just sits there, cracking bad (even by his caliber) puns, it doesn’t matter.

Because Sans is there, he’s there and alive, and no matter how tired and beaten, he’s found hope, and that’s all that matters. 

You’ve all found hope. 

And that’s all that matters. 
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29 ~ But We Do It Anyway

Sans doesn’t work at all. 

It’s been a month since he Got Up- apparently the euphemism for when someone miraculously stops Falling Down- and he hasn’t hardly touched anything in his workshop at all. 

Oh, he’s involved alright. He’s there at all hours, usually sitting in his spinny chair and pushing himself around the room in that. He cracks jokes, comments on progress, participates in conversations. If you ask, he’ll give you tips on how to do this, or suggest a better way to do that. For all intents and purposes, he seems involved. 

But he doesn’t do any of the work. He just stays in his chair. Only taking action if you ask for it. 

And no one presses him to do otherwise. No one says it, but you all understand. You can all see it, in the way he clutches at the armrests of his seat. At the way sometimes he glances at the half-built machine, the white dots of his pupils skimming towards it, then quickly darting away across the darkness of his eyesockets. 

He’s scared. Sans is scared. 

No one blames him. It’s easy to understand. He doesn’t want to get too involved, doesn’t want to get too deep in the work because he doesn’t want to get his hopes up. 

He’s deliberately keeping his HP down. 

Because…

Because the last time he got his HOPE up, it all came crashing down and almost killed him.

He’s scared. 

Sometimes, you hear him mumbling, when he thinks no one is listening. You can never catch all his words, but it always sounds like he’s apologizing. And… and something about promises. Promises to Papyrus. Broken promises. 

Whenever you notice this, you always try to subtly get Papyrus’s attention, and nod him over in Sans’ direction. 

Whenever you do this, Papyrus immediately drops whatever he’s doing and rushes over to Sans. 

And you realize Papyrus was right. Skeletons are cuddly. Especially with each other, at least. Papyrus never hesitates to lift Sans into a hug, and Sans always snuggles up against his brother. And sometimes they stay cuddled together for upwards of an hour. 

Time progresses, and suddenly, it’s Thanksgiving. 

You think it’s a little funny. Since coming to the surface, the monsters actually have two thanksgivings. The first is in November, celebrating with the rest of the United States. The second is in June, when the monster’s were freed from the Underground. 

That’s another thing you love about monsters. They celebrate everything. So full of joy, and ready to share it.

With Thanksgiving comes a weeklong break from school, which you spend mostly at the brothers’ house, helping Papyrus build the machine and encouraging Sans. 

And then, the Saturday after Thanksgiving, it’s ready. 

And it doesn’t go well. Twice, you reset, and then Dr. Gaster tells you to stop. He begs you to. You don’t. 

And he destroys it all again. 

Before Sans can go from shock to despondency, you sit right in front of him and grab his shoulders. “Sans. Look at me.”

Slowly, he does so. 

“Sans, listen. Do you know what we’re gonna do now?”

It takes a moment, but he shakes his head.

You give him a determined look. “We’re gonna build it again.”

A frown creases his brow. “but-… but he’ll just destroy it again…”

And now you smile determinedly. “So we’ll build it again. And if he breaks that one, then we’ll just do it again. And again, and again, and again, until he gets the message. Because we’re not gonna stop, Sans. We’re gonna keep going, until we get there. Until we rescue Dr. Gaster.”

You can see Sans is unconvinced. 

Time for an analogy. 

“Sans. Did you know that, in my final battle, with— … With Flowey, he could load save files? Every time I died, he just laughed and made me start all over again, or from some random point. And sometimes, just when I thought I had won, I had made it, he would load a save file where I had almost no HP.And I died. I died, again and again and again. But I kept going. I refused to give in, I was determined to make it. And I did. Because I was determined. Just as determined as we are now. 

“We can do this, Sans. It doesn’t matter how many times we have to, or how many times Dr. Gaster makes us start over. We just have to stay determined, and we can do this. Okay?”

Sans just gives you a small nod. 

And you do. You build the machine again. And Dr. Gaster destroys it again. And then it all repeats. And repeats. And repeats. 

Every time, Dr. Gaster asks you not to start the machine. Tells you not to. Begs you not to. And then he destroys it. 

But you notice something. Each time, it takes him less time to start begging, and more time to actually destroy the machine. 

If you didn’t know any better, you’d say he was getting tired. 

He still does it, though. Tries to get you to stop. 

But you do it anyway. 
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30 ~ Once More

With Thanksgiving out of the way, Christmas is suddenly quickly approaching. 

The monsters celebrated Christmas in the Underground, but not nearly to the extent of the humans on the surface. That’s okay with you, though. The monsters’ Christmas is more genuine. The humans’ is nearly entirely commercialized- they’ve completely lost the true meaning. 

Regardless.

With the first day of your holiday break, you’re ready to power up the machine. Again. 

And again, Dr. Gaster gets in contact. For a little while, it’s the same old thing, him trying to convince you to stop it. 

And then…

>VOID: sans, listen. 

>VOID: ive done a lot of bad things, things ive regretted. 

>VOID: but some of these things…

>VOID: ive come to realize that sometimes, the last thing we want to do is the thing we most need to do. 

>VOID: i don’t want to do this sans.

>VOID: but im  getting desperate, and youre not leaving me much of a choice. 

>VOID: im sorry. really, REALLY sorry. 

And Sans tries to respond. But he only gets so far as

>C:/TL_MONITOR: wait what ar

before something blows up. As you watch, though, the black tendrils you are now familiar with don’t just smash the machine. They tear up the floor. Rip apart the ceiling rafters. You can hear more cracking and breaking. 

You turn to Sans. He’s got that look on his face. 

So you grab his arm, your fingers wrapping tight around his bones, even through the fabric of his jacket. “Sans! Get us out of here!”

That seems to snap him out of it. For a moment he looks at you, then he nods. You see the briefest glare of blue in his left eyesocket, then a tug in your chest, then blackness.

It’s like you blinked, and now everyone is standing in the snow in front of the brothers’ house- or, the pieces of it anyway. Because this time, Dr. Gaster didn’t destroy the machine. He destroyed the entire house, collapsing the building into the basement, burying the machine. There are even some small fires. 

You look at Sans. He’s got that look in his eyes, that hurt, broken, despondent look. 

You reach out and grab his arm again. “This isn’t the end, Sans. Remember what I said? About staying determined? This isn’t the end.”

“but, kid…” His voice is barely audible. “kid, that’s our house. not just one little machine. how can we- what do we—” he gestures helplessly. 

You frown a little, but quickly smile again. “Alphys’s lab! We can build there! Right, Alphys?”

Everyone looks at Alphys. She hesitates a moment, but when you give her a pleading look, she nods. “Y-yeah! W-we can b-build there; there’s e-enough space!” 

Undyne grabs Alphys up in a tight hug with a excited YEAH!

Sans isn’t so easily convinced, and you can see that Papyrus, concerned as he is for his brother, isn’t so hopeful either. 

“but where do we go? that’s where we lived, frisk. an entire house can’t be rebuilt in just a few weeks.”

“Nooooo…” You ponder, one hand rising to your chin. Then you look at Sans and grin. “Buuuuut, I have a basement!”

Sans gives you a somewhat depreciative look.

“Nonono, it’s a real nice basement! It’s got a kitchen and a tv and everything! It even has one of those couches that has a fold-out bed underneath the cushions!”

Now Papyrus definitely looks hopeful. He grips Sans’ shoulders, giving his brother an imploring look. “Please, Sans? You can’t give up hope!”

For a moment Sans just frowns. Then he sighs, his shoulders slumping. “… alright, frisk. we… we’ll move in with you. better call tori to let her know we’re coming.”

You nod and pull out your phone. Then you notice Sans has started walking towards the wreckage. 

“Sans?” Papyrus beats you to the question. “Sans, what are you doing?”

Sans pauses. Then he glances back over his shoulder. “i-… i just have to find something. it- it was in the basement.” And he continues over to the destroyed house, and starts digging. 

The rest of you share a glance. 

“Go ahead and call Toriel.” Undyne says. “We’ll help him dig.”

You nod as they do so. Then you punch in Toriel’s phone number. Once she picks up, you quickly explain what happened to her, and she just as quickly agrees that the brothers are welcome in her- and your- house. Then you go to help dig through the wreckage, too. 

You suppose it’s only as much as Dr. Gaster can do, when it shows up. You’re still a good five or six feet from the basement floor, but suddenly, the broken pieces shift, and one final black tendril slides through. It’s wrapped around something, a photo album, you realize. 

As soon as Sans notices, he takes the book, and the tendril just kinda vanishes. 

Sans, meanwhile, collapses. He falls right to his knees, holding the binder to his chest, clutching it tightly. 

Papyrus walks over slowly. “Sans? What’s that?”

Sans doesn’t answer with words, just opens the book to the last page. Inside, you see, is a piece of paper that’s faded and yellow, the edges torn and dirty and smudged. It looks like a crayon drawing, a picture of three badly-drawn figures, holding hands- a tall one, a medium one, and a small one. In the corner are the words DON’T FORGET, and beneath that, in smaller print, please.

Sans seems nearly entirely entranced, reaching out to brush the black letters with his fingertips.

“What’s that?”

Sans just glances up, a pitiful look on his face. “it’s-… it’s the last thing i have left.” Then he closes the photo album again, hugging it back to his chest, closing his eyes. 

Papyrus hugs him, and you reach out to set a hand on his shoulder. 

“Don’t worry, Sans. We’ll get him back.”
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31 ~ Someone Else

Three days.

In three days, it will be Christmas Day. Tomorrow, you’re going to try the machine again, this time built in Alphys’s lab. 

And then…

Well. All of you, even Sans, have agreed that if it doesn’t work, then it’ll be good to take a little break. Just for Christmas and New Years, and then you’ll start again. But even Papyrus realizes that this constant work and constant failure isn’t good for the Soul. 

There’s a difference, you tell yourself, between taking a break and giving up. Giving up, that’s leaving and never coming back. Taking a break…

Vacations are temporary. You’ll be back, working on the machine full-swing. 

But you still have tomorrow ahead of you. 

“Hey, Frisk!” Papyrus’s voice snaps you out of your musings. He’s standing in the doorway of the stairwell to your basement. 

The brothers have settled into the basement nicely, and, honestly, you like having the brothers living so close to you. It means you’re not far from being cheered up in whatever bad mood you may ever be in. 

“Yeah?” You respond. 

“Sans and I are going to watch a movie together. Did you want to watch, too?”

“What movie?”

Papyrus shrugs a little, a shadow of concern crossing his face. “I… don’t know. It’s Sans’ turn to choose.”

“Okay. I’ll come.”

Sans has, surprisingly, not chosen something cheesily stupid and weird, but instead an actually pretty decent movie: The Princess Bride. It’s cute and funny and still dramatic and full of action. And, you notice, it ends with the two main characters being reunited- even though one of them sat thought to be dead, or gone forever. You don’t miss on this theme in the slightest. 

Sans, however, misses it entirely. He falls asleep halfway through the movie, slumped against Papyrus’s side, one hand still in the popcorn bowl.

Once the movie is over, you head upstairs for bed. 

And then…

And then it’s morning. Flowey wakes you up by screaming at you. You jump out of bed, throw on some clothes. Rush downstairs. 

Sans and Papyrus are both already awake. Well. Papyrus is, it looks like Sans fell back asleep before he finished breakfast. You gently shake him awake. 

“Sans! Sans! Wake up, we’re turning the machine on today!”

Gradually, he wakes up. 

It doesn’t take long after that for you to all get to Alphys’s lab. And then you’re starting up the machine. 

You all start to get a little nervous- okay, a lot nervous- when Dr. Gaster doesn’t try to stop you. 

Maybe-.. maybe he’s going to let you continue? Maybe this time…!

Sans is rocking on his toes. He glances at you.

You give him a nod.

After a moment, Sans steps up to stand beside Papyrus, who is at the control panel. 

“alright, everyone!” Sans shouts. “grab hold tight to something, just in case. and i guess, uh… let’s do this.”

In preparation, a number of metal bars have been installed into the walls, so that in case the Void starts sucking things in, everyone will be able to hold on. You grab ahold of one of the bars now. “Ready!” 

Undyne and Alphys do the same.

And then Papyrus is starting up the machine, Sans at his side. 

For a moment, there’s an incredibly strong pulling in your chest. You cling to the bar, and it almost feels like your arms are gonna be ripped off. 

But then it stops. And when you look, there’s not a whirling black vortex, sucking things in. It’s a circle. A perfect circle, suspended about a foot off the ground, maybe ten, twelve feet in diameter, and perfectly black. No light penetrates it, no light even seems to touch it. It’s… darker than anything you’ve ever seen before. 

And it’s just… there. 

After maybe about a minute of nothing happening, you hear Papyrus whisper, “So, then, do we… go in?”

But before anyone can respond, there’s a noise. Static on static on static, barely distinguishable beneath the hissing and crackling and static.

But distinguishable nonetheless. It’s screaming.

You open your mouth to say something, anything, but just as quickly as it started, the noise stops, and there’s silence again, but for the quiet hum of the machine. 

Everyone is looking back and forth between the others in the room, and the Void, that black, untouchable circle of nothingness. 

And then Sans takes a step towards it. 

“S-Sans—” Alphys protests. “We don’t know if it’s s-safe!”

Sans glances over his shoulder. “relax. it’s not like i’m gonna jump in or-”

Sans is cut off by a sudden, loud SSHHPLUNK as a hand- a hand- bursts out of the blackness like someone reaching up from underwater. 

The thing is, the hand, and the arm it’s connected to, are black. Completely black. Just like the Void.

Sans stumbles back a few steps. You can hear him breathing, sharp and panicked, from where you are. 

The hand claws around for a moment, until it seems to find something- the edge of reality, maybe?- to hold on to, and it starts to pull itself out, a body following the arm.

Sans takes a few more steps back, and you walk over to stand behind him. 

The body, just as pitch black as the hand, slips out of the Void and slams into the ground with a grunt. After a moment, the person pulls themself to stand up. 

And you can’t help but suck in a sharp breath, because it’s not Dr. Gaster. 

It doesn’t matter that the person is taller, older looking now, doesn’t matter that they’re completely colorless, doesn’t matter that they seem groggy and a little shocked. 

You would recognize them anywhere. 

“Chara.”
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32 ~ That Belongs to Me.

The Void-ooze being’s head snaps in your direction. It’s weird, like a statue. You can see the shapes. The eyes, the nose, the mouth slowly twisting into a smile. But no color. Just… black. 

“Chara.” You repeat. Because it is them. Chara, the first fallen child. They look older, maybe fourteen, fifteen now. Definitely taller than you. “What are you doing here?”

They shrug a little. “Oh, you know.” They look older, but their voice is the same childish one from before. “Just escaping the Void and all that. It’s kinda funny, though. I wonder what-…” they pause a minute, looking down at themself. You hear them mutter something about color. 

And then they reach up and snap their fingers, and color floods through them. “There we go!” 

And it’s Chara, exactly Chara, but older. They’re still wearing the same green and yellow striped shirt, same shock of orange-red hair, framing a pale-skinned face with rosy cheeks and almost red eyes. 

You and Sans both take a step back. “But I thought you needed my Soul to come back.”

Chara makes a dismissive gesture. “What, does the world revolve around you or something? I don’t need your Soul, I just need a Soul.”

“And… you got one?”

Chara grins at you. “Yup! Wanna see?” Without waiting for a response, they wave their hand over their chest, and the Soul appears, glowing above their hand. 

But it’s not a human Soul. It’s a monster Soul, upside down and white. And there are cracks through it, large missing chunks, one on the upper right, another on the lower left. 

You feel Sans stiffen beside you, and when you glance at him, you see his eyesockets are dark. “T H A T   D O E S N ‘ T   B E L O N G   T O   Y O U .”

“No!” Chara laughs. “It doesn’t!” They take a step forward, and you and Sans take another back. “But, you see, he was getting so desperate, so, so tired, and he called out for help. But, no one came. No one but me, of course!” Then Chara frowns just a little. “… He wasn’t happy about that. He tried to kill me. I made him a perfectly sensible offer, and he tried to kill me! He was strong, too. Wouldn’t let me take it.” They gesture a little, and smile again. “But, but he got weaker. Don’t you see, Sans? Every time he stopped you from coming to the Void, it made him just a little weaker. He was trying to protect you, and you just made it easer for me to come back…!” They laugh, and when they gesture again, a knife of solid black forms in their hand. 

But Chara’s next words make you freeze in your tracks. “You see? You shoulda listened to him! You shouldn’t have opened the Void! Ohhh, Sans! If only you had listened to him! Then you wouldn’t be facing me, and your poor old dad wouldn’t be lying Soulless in the Void!”

You and Sans both are frozen shocked. 

Sans’ dad?! Is Dr. Gaster Sans’ dad?! 

Sans snaps out of it before you. “I will give you one chance, anomaly. Give Gaster his Soul back.”

“And if I don’t?”

“T H E N   I   T A K E   I T   F R O M   Y O U R   C O R P S E .”

“Oooh, brave words from the guy who couldn’t stop me last time!” 

You get only a glance at Sans’ cold grin before he takes a shortcut away, right behind Chara, and thrusts a bone forward. 

But Chara is fast. They dodge with ease. 

And then the fight is on. For a moment, Sans and Chara dance around the room, trading blows. 

Sans is fast, but Chara is faster. So, so fast, much faster than they ever were with you. The battle is over in a moment, with Chara scoring a killing blow to Sans, the same blow, in fact, they delivered once through your hands.

Sans looks so utterly shocked. He stumbles back a step, hands pressed against his chest. Then he stumbles back another step, his back pressing to the wall, before sliding to the floor. 

“SANS!!” You hear Papyrus shriek. He lunged forward. 

“What, you want some too?” You see Chara lash out, and Papyrus stumbles back, reeling, holding one arm to his chest. 

“Now that’s enough!” Undyne jumps forward, spear in hand. As she distracts Chara, purposefully staying out of attacking range, Papyrus starts trying to make his way around the room to Sans. 

And then Chara slams the fist holding the knife into Undyne’s head, and the fish monster collapses, unconscious.

Chara turns to you. “Well, Frisk? Gonna do anything?”

You give them your most determined look, pull your stick out of your inventory (you’ve kept it all this time) and lunge forward. 

But Chara hits you with a quick punch to your gut that sends you sprawling. 

And then they’re standing over you, knife raised. “Now I know I said I didn’t need your Soul, but it would be nice to have a stronger one, too!”

But before they can plunge the knife into your chest, a hand grabs onto their arm. 

A pale, smooth hand, with a hole straight through the palm, connected to a black, ooze arm. 

“☠️🏴❄️ ❄️👇✋️💧 ❄️✋️💣👈📪 ✋️ ❄️👇✋️☠️😐📬” 

The sound is like static and thunder and screaming, all rolled into one noise.

And then the arm twists, throwing Chara off you. You quickly scramble to your feet. 

Papyrus has reached Sans and is pulling off the scraps of his shirt, green healing Magic already lighting his hands. Alphys is seeing to Undyne. 

And standing between you and Chara is a tall, dark figure, a rounded white head splintered through with cracks, dark hollow eyesockets, and a body seemingly made of black liquid. There’s a gaping wound across the chest, but inside isn’t flesh or blood or even Magic, just more black.

Dr. Gaster turns his cold, hollow gaze from you to Chara. 

“✡️🏴✝️ 👇✌️✝️👈 💧🏴💣👈❄️👇✋️☠️👆📪 ✋️ 👌👈☹️✋️👈✝️👈📪 ❄️👇✌️❄️ 👌👈☹️🏴☠️👆💧 ❄️🏴 💣👈📬” He stretches out one hand to Chara. “👆✋️✝️👈 ✋️❄️ ❄️🏴 💣👈📪 🏴☀️ ✋️ ☥✋️☹️☹️ ❄️✌️😐👈 ✋️❄️ 👉☀️🏴💣 ✡️🏴✝️☀️ 👍🏴☀️🚩💧👈📬”
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33 ~ If a Soul Still Beats

You and Chara back away from Dr. Gaster simultaneously, in opposite directions, and you’re quite glad his gaze is not on you. 

Chara holds their hand up to their chest, just over their stolen Soul, a grimace crossing their face. “No. No! I took this! This is my Soul!”

Dr. Gaster’s voice, that horrible cacophony of noises buried in static, seems to come from everywhere at once. “🙂✝️💧❄️ 👌👈👍✌️✝️💧👈 ✡️🏴✝️ ❄️🏴🏴😐 💧🏴💣👈❄️👇✋️☠️👆 👎🏴👈💧 ☠️🏴❄️ 💣👈✌️☠️ ✋️❄️ ✋️💧 ✡️🏴✝️☀️💧📪 👎👈💣🏴☠️📬 ❄️👇✋️💧 ✋️💧 💣✡️ 👉✋️☠️✌️☹️ 🏴👉👉👈☀️📬 👆✋️✝️👈 💣👈 💣✡️ 💧🏴✝️☹️📬 ☠️🏴✝️📬”

Chara starts to get that insane look, blackness crawling over their eyes. “How are you even here?” They screech. “You can’t be here! I have your Soul!! You can’t be here!”

“👌✝️❄️ ✋️ ✌️💣📬 ✌️☠️👎 ✋️ ✌️💣 ❄️✌️😐✋️☠️👆 ✡️🏴✝️☀️ ✌️👎💣🏴☠️✋️💧👇💣👈☠️❄️ ✌️💧 ✌️ ☀️👈👉✝️💧✌️☹️📬” Dr. Gaster lowers his hands back to his sides. “✋️ ✝️✋️☹️☹️ 💣✌️😐👈 ✡️🏴✝️ 👌✝️☀️☠️📪 👎👈💣🏴☠️📬”

Then with one sharp motion, he jerks his hand upward, and black tendrils, much like those that had frequently destroyed the machine, burst from the floor, flailing at Chara, who dodges, a look of concentration on their face. 

And then the battle is on. Dr. Gaster fights like no monster you’ve ever seen. Sure, he uses attacks, like tendrils of Void ooze, seemingly half-melted bones, Blasters like Sans’ but much more draconic, and even hands he can apparently summon at will, but he also fights with his own two hands. He doesn’t hesitate to move forward (how 

exactly, you’re not sure, as he doesn’t seem to have legs) and deliver a swift punch to Chara’s gut, or grab their head and smash them into the floor.

Chara fares much worse against Dr. Gaster than they did against Sans. 

Speaking of Sans, he’s still down and out. Papyrus is kneeling next to him, eyes closed, hands splayed across Sans’ ribs, pouring healing Magic into his brother, despite his own broken arm. You can’t tell how well it’s working. Alphys is tending to Undyne with considerably more success. 

When you look back to the fight, you see Dr. Gaster’s got Chara pinned down with his Void ooze tendrils, and is prying the knife from their hand. Once he’s got it in his own grip, he raises it above his head, then plunges it into Chara’s chest. 

Their scream makes you cringe, your hands rising to your ears. It only gets worse when Dr. Gaster drags the knife downward, cutting Chara open. 

It doesn’t matter that the liquid oozing out isn’t blood, but more black stuff of the Void. It still makes your stomach upset. 

And then Dr. Gaster shoves his hand into the wound. He sticks his hand straight into Chara’s chest.

For a moment, they sit like that. Then Dr. Gaster yanks his hand backwards, something white and glowing in his palm, tearing his Soul away from Chara despite Chara’s… internal Void organs…? trying to hold on to it. 

Then he stands, the Soul grasped between both hands, and steps back. For a moment, he and Chara just look at each other. 

You could swear the gaping crevasse of Dr. Gaster’s grin gets bigger.

And then he shoves the Soul into the gaping wound in his own chest, which immediately starts to seal itself up. 

In fact, all of Dr. Gaster is changing. You can see it as he stumbles back a little, twitching and convulsing, strange groans and cracking sounds filling the air. His hands are no longer the same smooth, white surface, but become more skeletal, bones taking shape. His head becomes not the smooth white… shape, but more of an actual skull, though still with the large vertical cracks, his right eyesocket still half closed. His strange body shifts, becomes a long black robe of sorts, then a black coat, draped over quickly straightening shoulders. Beneath the coat, he wears a grey sweater and cargo pants.

Suddenly, you can see very much of a familial resemblance to Sans and Papyrus. 

Once the shift stops, Dr. Gaster stands for a moment, his shoulders rising and falling with each breath. Then he turns to Chara, who scrambles to their feet, still bleeding black Void ooze from the wound in their chest. 

Chara looks scared.

And Dr. Gaster grins, a wide, dark grin that reminds you so much of Sans. And when he speaks, and you understand it, his voice is deep and powerful, with just a little rumble in the chest. 

“Ah-ha-ha… That feels much better.” He nods a little to Chara. “Demon. I do believe I said I would make you burn. And I am a man of my word.”

He takes a step forward, one long stride, and Chara scrambles back. Just looking at Dr. Gaster’s face, you could swear he’s enjoying this.

Dr. Gaster pauses for the barest moment. Then he confirms your suspicions. “This is gonna be fun.”

With just a twitch of his fingers, he summons a pair of hands to lift Chara into the air by their collar, then slam them into the floor. Then he lunged forward and solidly plants a foot into their chest before dropping down to slam his other knee into their gut. Then he’s lifting them up again, with his own two hands, and he throws them across the room. 

You don’t even blink, not like Sans’ shortcuts. Dr. Gaster is merely in one spot one second, then he’s beside where Chara landed. 

And he doesn’t hesitate to continue the brutality. He continues kicking, punching, and generally beating Chara up. He even drop-kicks them once. 

The few hits Chara attempts to throw in edgewise are easily dodged, blocked, used against them. They don’t stand a chance. 

And then it’s over. After yet another toss across the room, Chara lies still. The color bleeds from their body, back to black, and then their body melts into a puddle of black ooze, which quickly vanishes. 

Dr. Gaster gives one sharp nod, and with a few twitches of his hands, the machine is shut down, and the black hole of the Void vanishes. 

And then a change comes over the returned Royal Scientist. His shoulders relax, his hands hanging at his sides. The dark, almost maniacal grin that had adorned his face softens into something a little more gentle, though still just as firm. And the darkness of his undamaged left eyesocket gains a pinprick of light, a white pupil just as Sans has. 

Said pupil quickly skims across Dr. Gaster’s eyesocket as he takes in the room, his gaze eventually settling on where Papyrus is still trying to heal Sans. Papyrus is trembling and sweating and sobbing, and you can hear him murmuring to Sans to please wake up!

Dr. Gaster crosses the room in a few quick strides, crouching down on Sans’ opposite side to Papyrus. You step a little closer and hear him say, softly, to Papyrus, “Papyrus, let me see.”

Papyrus protests though. “I- I can’t! If I stop, Sans will die!”

“No.” Dr. Gaster’s response is soft and gentle, but contains seemingly an entire world of authority. “I won’t let that happen.”

Dr. Gaster sets his hands over Papyrus’s and tries to lift Papyrus’s hands off Sans. 

But Papyrus actually fights him, his incoherent cries of protest rising in volume as he pushes against Dr. Gaster’s hands, even with his broken arm. 

Dr. Gaster let’s go of Papyrus’s hands, which quickly fall back to Sans’ broken ribs, green light flickering across his fingers. 

Now, Dr. Gaster reached for Papyrus’s chin, carefully tipping Papyrus’s head up to look at him. “Papyrus. Listen to me. Sans is still alive, and so long as his Soul beats, I can save him, I promise. But you must let me see him.”

For a moment, Dr. Gaster and Papyrus just look at each other. 

Then, slowly, Papyrus lifts his hands off Sans’ chest. 

Dr. Gaster’s hands fall immediately to take Papyrus’s place, his fingertips just barely ghosting across Sans’ broken ribs. You hear him mutter a few things under his breath that you don’t think you should tell Toriel about. 

Then Dr. Gaster straightens up a little. “There’s not much I can do-”

“But you said you could save him!!” Papyrus is in hysterics. “You promised! You PROMISED!!”

Dr. Gaster doesn’t lift his hands from Sans’ ribs, but one of his Magical hands appears, settling gently on Papyrus’s shoulder. “Papyrus.” He says firmly. “Let me finish.”

Papyrus calms down just a little.

“There’s not much I can do here. I just have to take Sans back to my lab. It will be easy to get him stabilized there; he’s been through much worse and survived it. Understand? Sans will be okay, I just have to take him back to my lab.”

Sniffling, Papyrus nods a little. 

“Good. I can get there much faster, but if you’d like to follow, I can do something about your arm after I’ve taken care of Sans.”

With that, Dr. Gaster carefully scoops Sans up, stands, and turns toward the door. 

“W-wait!” Papyrus calls, still on the floor. 

Dr. Gaster pauses, looking over his shoulder at Papyrus. “Hmm?”

“Where- where’s your lab?”

You could swear that Dr. Gaster smiles, just a little bit. “Why, Hotland, of course.”

And then Dr. Gaster and Sans are just gone. Again, it’s not even like Sans’ shortcuts where you see a moment of blackness when he disappears. Dr. Gaster is just gone, Sans gone with him. 

For a long moment, you just stare at the spot. Then you glance around. 

Alphys is helping Undyne sit up, and Papyrus is still kneeling on the floor. He looks like he might be in a little bit of traumatic shock. 

So you walk over to him and grab his unbroken arm. “Come on, we’ve got to get to Hotland!”
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34 ~ A Good Doctor

You and Papyrus burst into the lab in Hotland and pause for a moment. Dr. Gaster is nowhere to be seen. 

After you had pulled Papyrus to his feet, you and he had taken off running, with you only having just enough time to shout to Alphys to please call Toriel and tell her where you were. Then you and Papyrus were getting into his car, driving up the mountain, running through New Home and Hotland, and eventually reaching the lab. 

But now that you’re there, you can’t find Sans. 

Papyrus suggests you check upstairs, but they aren’t there, either. 

You look at Papyrus. He’s cradling his broken left arm to his chest, but other than that, hardly gives a hint that it’s painful. His face is covered completely in concern, for Sans. He wants his brother. Badly. 

You take his uninjured hand and lead him towards the elevator. He hesitates- he doesn’t know it’s an elevator, after all, the bathroom sign is still hanging on the wall. 

Despite his protests that it’s a bathroom for girl dinosaurs, Papyrus follows you in.

And then you pause. There are nine buttons on the elevator wall. It would take far too long to search them all, and you can see the desperation in Papyrus’s eyes. He wants his brother. 

But then you get an idea. “Papyrus, Sans would have been carrying his phone in his pocket, right? So let’s just call that, and maybe Dr. Gaster will answer.”

Papyrus just nods. You pull out your phone and punch in Sans’ number. After a moment, the call is answered. 

“Hello?”

“Dr. Gaster?” You ask. It certainly sounds like his voice. 

“… Yes. What?”

“U-um. Papyrus and I are at the lab.”

“And?”

“And, uh, where are you?”

“My lab. Tenth floor.”

“Okay. We’ll be there in a minute.” You hang up and turn to the control panel. 

And you pause. Because there are only nine buttons, not ten. How do you get to the tenth floor?

You have no choice but to call Dr. Gaster again. 

“Yes? What is it now?”

“Uhm… how do we get to the tenth floor?”

“What do you think you do? You take the elevator!”

“But there’s only nine buttons!”

You hear a sigh, like Dr. Gaster thinks you’re the biggest idiot there is. Then, finally, “Push the lobby button twice.”

And then he hangs up. 

You give Papyrus a hopeful smile, and hit the lobby button twice. The elevator starts to move downward. 

It’s a long ride. At some point, Papyrus reaches out and takes your hand again. He clings to you tightly, and you can feel him trembling just a little. 

Then the elevator doors open, into a hallway just like the other True Lab halls. It’s easy to tell which lab room Dr. Gaster is in- it’s the only one with light coming from beneath the door. The rest are still and dark and silent. 

You carefully guide Papyrus toward the door and push it open. 

Inside is a moderately spaced room, decided into two parts. One side has a big desk with a nice spinny chair and several drawing tables. The walls of that side are lined with filing cabinets and cupboards. It looks like more of an office. The other side looks more like a lab or workshop. There’s a big steel table, and machinery next to it and all over the walls. There are some large counters, and big steel sinks set in the counters. 

It’s in the second part that Sans and Dr. Gaster are. Sans is unconscious, lying on the table. There’s a mask pulled over his face, probably administering some drug or other to him. An IV drip is connected directly to his Soul, and there are a few other devices wiring Sans up to some of the machines beside the table, which occasionally let out soft beeping noises. 

Dr. Gaster is standing at the table, carefully wrapping Sans’ broken ribs up in bandages and splinting them. He hardly acknowledges you and Papyrus as you walk in. You see that a pair of his hands are gathering supplies, and another pair are making small adjustments to one of the machines connected to Sans.

You start to step into the lab, but Papyrus is still holding your hand and he’s not moving. He’s just standing in the doorway, panic on his face, staring at Sans. 

And then one of Dr. Gaster’s hands materializes in the air, palm up, in front of Papyrus. 

“Come on.” Dr. Gaster’s voice wafts over across the room. “Give me your hand.”

Papyrus hesitates. 

The fingers of the hand twitch a little in a beckoning gesture. “It’s alright, Papyrus. Come on.”

Slowly, hesitatingly, Papyrus slips his uninjured hand out of your grip and places it in the softly glowing Magic hand in front of him. 

Dr. Gaster leads him into the lab and towards the table. You notice that another of Dr. Gaster’s hands is pulling the chair from the desk over to the table. Without even looking up from Sans, Dr. Gaster gets Papyrus to sit down in the chair next to the table, then lifts Papyrus’s hand and slips it into Sans’ limp one. 

Papyrus is holding Sans’ hand, and Gaster’s Magic hand is resting on top of the both of their hands. 

“It’s going to be alright, Papyrus.”

Papyrus just nods a little. He’s a lot calmer now that he’s with Sans, but you can tell he’d much rather be with an awake Sans. 

Another twenty or so minutes go by, and Dr. Gaster finishes tending to Sans’ wounds. So then he turns to Papyrus. “Alright, now let’s see about your arm, okay?” He crouches down on the floor in front of where Papyrus sits and reaches for Papyrus’s broken arm. 

Papyrus flinches away from him a little. “But… Sans-…”

For a moment Gaster stays, kneeling in front of Papyrus. Then he stands, and walks over to one of the machines Sans is connected to. “You see this? This monitors the Magic in a monster’s Soul. There’s a little bit below average in Sans’ Soul currently, but that’s to be expected, as his body is expending quite a bit of Magic to heal him. Still, see this graph? See how high it is? I wouldn’t even begin to get concerned if it were anywhere above here.” He gestures a little to a point on the screen nearly at the bottom of the graph. “So Sans’ Magic levels are fine.”

Then Gaster moves to the next machine. “This one monitors the Magic distribution throughout the body. There’s an above-average amount around his ribs, but again, healing. Regardless, this is proof that his entire body is completely saturated with Magic, and quite alive.”

Dr. Gaster moves around the room like this, calmly explaining the purpose of each machine, and how it shows Sans is alive and doing just fine, under the circumstances. He even explains how the IV drip is feeding Magic into Sans, so there’s no need to worry about him running out, and how the anesthetic Sans is breathing in keeps him asleep, so he won’t feel pain at all. 

Eventually, he makes a full circuit around the room, stopping again in front of Papyrus. “You see, Papyrus? Sans is alright. He’s going to be fine, he’s doing okay. Maybe he’s not doing the best, maybe he’s not in the greatest condition, but all things considered, Sans is okay. Understand? He’s not going to die. Not here, not now. I swear it, on my authority as Royal Scientist. Okay?”

Papyrus blinks. Then he nods. 

“Good. Now let me see your arm.”

This time, Papyrus doesn’t pull away, but lets Dr. Gaster carefully roll up the sleeve of his sweater. 

The break is pretty bad. One of Papyrus’s bones has been nearly completely sliced through, and dribbles of Magic are leaking out of the cracks.

Without getting up, Dr. Gaster uses his Magic hands to gather supplies, stuff to clean Papyrus’s arm up and stuff to bandage and splint it. 

He keeps up a running commentary, too, in a calm, soft, soothing voice. “You know, Papyrus, one of the best things about being a skeleton? When you get a broken bone like this, it’s so much easier to set than with humans. You can actually see what you’re doing, and there’s no fleshy stuff to work around. In fact, it’s so much better that the chances of anything going wrong here are so small, they’re even more nonexistent than I was. And believe me, I was pretty nonexistent. I mean, no one hardly even remembered me! Not even you. We were pretty close, you know, you and I. I tried to cook with you, once. We almost set the house on fire. It was a good thing I had thought to get a fire extinguisher a few weeks earlier! Because, you see, normally I didn’t take precautions like that. And, well, as a scientist, particularly a royal one, you can get into a few dangerous situations. I’ve had more than one thing blow up in my face! Literally. That’s how I got these cracks in my skull. In fact, one of those was from a time when the machine Sans and I were working on blew up! … But that’s just coincidence. Lots of things blew up around me. Not because of me, though! The interns I worked with, I swear, none of them knew anything about working in a lab!”

And he just keeps on like this, talking to calm Papyrus down. His words settle over Papyrus’s small whimpers as Dr. Gaster cleans out the cracks in his arm with hydrogen peroxide. His voice soothes over Papyrus’s sharp cry as his bone is suddenly shoved back into alignment. And he keeps talking as he bandages Papyrus’s arm up, even when Papyrus seems on the verge of tears. 

When Dr. Gaster’s finished splinting Papyrus’s arm, he gathers up Papyrus’s hands in his, looking up at Papyrus with a small smile. “Papyrus. Everything is going to be okay. Okay?”

For a moment, Papyrus just looks at Dr. Gaster. His expression almost breaks your heart. It’s been a rough few months for the monster, and no one, especially not Papyrus, deserves to go what he’s been through. 

Then Papyrus just breaks down sobbing. Dr. Gaster doesn’t hesitate to stand up and hug Papyrus, holding the slightly smaller skeleton to his chest. Papyrus clings to him, sobbing into his chest. 

Gaster doesn’t tell him to calm down, to stop crying. He tells Papyrus it’s okay, to take as long as he needs, that it’s going to get better. 

Dr. Gaster hugs Papyrus for a very long time. Even after Papyrus has stopped crying.

Then Gaster sends a few of his hands off to dig around in the cabinets, while he tips Papyrus’s head up to look at him. “Papyrus, listen. I’m going to give you something that will make you go to sleep. When you wake up, you’ll feel a lot better. Okay?”

“But-… Sans…” Papyrus protests weakly. You can tell he doesn’t have the energy to fight, though. 

“Sans will be fine. I promise.”

One of Gaster’s hands returns with a small paper cup with some liquid inside. The hand offers Papyrus the cup.

Slowly, Papyrus takes the cup and drains it. 

Dr. Gaster hugs Papyrus until he falls asleep. 

And then, finally, finally, Dr. Gaster turns to you. 
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35 ~ Too Smart

For a long time, you and Dr. Gaster just look at each other. His face is blank; you have no idea what he’s thinking. 

And then you find yourself being lifted into the air and slammed against a wall, Blue Magic and Gaster’s hands all but immobilizing you. Then he summons another hand, right over your throat, and begins to strangle you. 

You look at his face, struggling and gasping. He looks

Perfectly. 

Calm. 

Not even mildly disturbed, excited, angry, nothing.

Black spots start to appear in your vision, your lungs are burning. Every heartbeat seems to pound in your skull.

You try to plead. Nothing but a choked gasp escapes your mouth. 

You try to struggle. Your limbs are weak. 

You try, you try, you try—

Suddenly, it all lets up, and you collapse to the floor in a heap, gasping and choking.

When you finally get around to looking up, you see Dr. Gaster has crouched down next to you on one knee. He’s looking at you with mild interest, as if you’re some specimen to be examined, an unusual statistic turned out of an experiment. 

Not a living person. Not someone he almost just killed.

He waits until you’ve calmed down a little, and you’re not making so many gasping noises, before speaking, still all the while with that calm expression. “Frisk. I want to make one thing absolutely clear to you: I hate humans. They’re a filthy, cruel race who deserve to be slain like the demons they are. It would be my genuine pleasure to kill them all. You especially, you freakish little anomaly. I would love to rip out your throat. And when you reset, then I would disembowel you. And when you reset again, well, I would find another way to kill you. I hate you especially, after everything you’ve done to my sons, all the times you killed them. Yeah, I know about that. And I would fight you again and again, just for the sake of it. I don’t care that you can come back, I would keep fighting you. And you could never win, because you can’t kill what doesn’t exist to die.”

He pauses for a moment, looking at you, perhaps to see if you understand. 

When he talks again, his voice is low and threatening. “There is only one thing, one thing standing between you and an infinity of painful deaths. That is Sans. Because he knows. He knows everything you’ve done, yet he still decides to trust you. And I trust him. So I’m going to say this, and I’m only saying it once: I’m going to accept that you exist. I’m not going to be happy about it, in fact, I’m likely going to be downright hostile about it. But I’ll spare you the eternities of death. I will never like you. But I accept that you are here.” He pauses a moment, then leans forward, lifting your chin so you’re looking directly at him. “And if you ever, ever hurt one of them again, you’ll only have the rest of eternity to regret it. Understand?”

You nod. Very quickly. 

“Good.” Dr. Gaster rises and turns away from you, stepping back to where Sans and Papyrus sit unconscious. He starts checking over the machines, making sure Sans is still okay. 

You rub your throat. It still hurts. In fact, most of you hurts: your gut, from when Chara punched you; your back, from when Chara slammed you into the floor; your head, from just now, when Dr. Gaster smashed you into the wall; your wrists and ankles, where he held on to you; and your throat, as he had strangled you.

You know you shouldn’t. You’re already in pain, and Dr. Gaster doesn’t like you. He just said so. 

But…

Nnnngh…! 

You’re so curious, back to the thumbless cat.

You can’t help it. 

“Are you- are you really their dad?”

Dr. Gaster looks up at you, a mildly irritated look on his face. “… Yes.”

That makes you feel a little bad, because it’s clear in the way he’s taking care of Sans and Papyrus that he really does love them, and you said he didn’t to get Papyrus to work on the machine. And he does love them. He was trying to protect them from Chara. 

Speaking of Chara…

“Chara said you needed a Soul to escape the Void, but you still got out while they had your Soul… how did you do that?”

Again, Dr. Gaster looks up at you with an annoyed expression. But, surprisingly, he actually explains. “The demon may have had my Soul, but it was still my Soul, and the Soul and body are irrevocably connected.Everything they put into the Soul, like, say, their determination, went straight to me. So I just used that.”

You think about that for a moment. Then you smile a little. “So it was like a trade. They may have had your Soul, but you had all their determination!”

Dr. Gaster grins, just a little, his mouth twisting viciously upwards. “Except when I got my Soul back, I still had all the DT they gave me. I still do have it.” He glances down at Sans, his smile softening just a little. “… Maybe even almost as much as he has.”

You blink a little. “But… how can Sans have so much determination? I thought it melted monsters. I mean, he told me that a long time ago, he could reset, and that takes a lot of determination. So… how can he do that?”

Dr. Gaster lets out a slow sigh without looking up from Sans. “Determination is… tricky. It’s not a static thing, not like a humans have it and monsters can’t have it thing. It’s largely dependent on how much physical matter one has in their body, and monsters generally tend to have less physical matter in their bodies, and simply can’t contain DT as well as humans. But, I mean, look at Sans. He’s not fat, he’s big boned. Thick. Solid. As a result, he’s able to sustain more deter-…” Dr. Gaster trails off, looking at you. 

“What?” You ask, suddenly a little concerned. Dr. Gaster looks rather annoyed, and that kinda scares you. 

“No.” He responds. “No, no no no. Stop it. Stop it now!”

“Stop what?!” You ask, just a little bit of panic in your voice. 

“Stop—” he gestures wildly, his hands moving in erratic, frustrated motions. “Stop- being so smart! I don’t like you, and when you keep asking relatively insightful questions, my knee-jerk reaction is to answer! So stop… making me socialize with you!”

You can’t help it. You burst out laughing. 

Dr. Gaster just glares at you for a long moment, then apparently resolves to ignore you. 

Oh, yes, there’s no denying it. Even if Dr. Gaster doesn’t like you at all, you really do like him. So long as he’s not trying to kill you. 
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36 ~ Papyrus’s Dad

At first, you don’t understand why Dr. Gaster lets you stay in the lab. You’d’ve thought, especially what with him being Sans and Papyrus’s dad and all, that he would have had you left. 

Especially especially after he told you he hated you, then told you to shut up so he didn’t keep talking to you. 

But, surprisingly, Dr. Gaster lets you stay. In fact, he more or less ignores you, alternating between checking on Sans and Papyrus, both still unconscious, and cleaning out the filing cabinets against one wall. 

He goes through each drawer individually, setting some folders in piles, putting some back in drawers, and haphazardly throwing some, presumably discardable ones, over his shoulder.

Eventually, you doze off, sitting on the floor, back against the wall. 

When you wake up, the majority of the floor is covered in strewn-about papers, and Dr. Gaster is almost finished with the filing cabinets. 

Not long after, Papyrus begins to stir, and then you realize why Dr. Gaster let you stay.

As he wakes in a strange place, his brother lying on the table beside him, and strange sounds filling the room (Dr. Gaster trying to shove a dented drawer back into the filing cabinet while snarling some very mean sounding words, both in Common and another language), Papyrus starts to panic. But when his gaze falls on you, a familiar face he knows he can trust, he calms down.

“Dr. Gaster,” you shout over the ruckus the doctor is making, “Papyrus is waking up!”

The banging and cursing stops immediately. Dr. Gaster scrambles up, almost slips on a loose paper on the floor, regains his balance, tries to hurry across the room, almost slips again on more paper, but manages to make it over to Papyrus without falling.

You’re not sure, but when you see the way Papyrus is smiling, just a little, at Dr. Gaster’s clumsiness, you think that maybe the whole thing was just an act. Nonetheless, once he reaches the relatively-clean floor of the area around the table, he straightens up with a small sigh. When he looks at Papyrus, Dr. Gaster smiles, just a bit. 

“Papyrus. You’re awake. Feeling alright?”

Papyrus smiles and nods. “Yes! You were right, I feel much better now!” Before Dr. Gaster can get a word in, Papyrus continues. “But what about Sans?”

Gaster smiles just a bit. “Actually…” He strides over to one of the machines, a few stray papers fluttering in the breeze created by his long coat. “Actually, give it another day or so, and I think we could probably take him home.”

“Really?” Papyrus is grinning now. His fear and panic seem to have left him entirely, traded for his usual enthusiasm and hope. 

“Yeah. Sans is pretty strong, despite how he acts. He’ll pull through just fine.”

With a happy “NYEH HEH HEH!” Papyrus leaps out of the chair and slams into Dr. Gaster with a one-armed hug, careful not to jostle his broken arm too much. Sleep, it seems, has worked miracles on the younger skeleton brother.

Dr. Gaster returns the hug with, for the first time you’ve seen it on him, a look of pure contentment.

And you just have to. You can’t not.

“Hey, Papyrus. Did you know Dr. Gaster is your dad?”

Both monsters stiffen, still hugging, and you hear one of them suck in a sharp breath. Then they pull apart, Papyrus’s hands resting on the slightly taller skeleton’s shoulders. 

“Is-… is that true?” He asks, looking at Dr. Gaster. Evidently, he didn’t catch it when Chara said so. 

Dr. Gaster just nods. 

“NYEH HEH HEH!! I HAVE A DAD!” Papyrus lurches forward, wrapping Gaster in yet another bear hug, which Dr. Gaster returns just as eagerly, actually lifting Papyrus’s feet a few inches off the floor.

You can only watch and smile as they pull apart, then hug again, Papyrus letting out peals of his trademark laughter and Gaster chuckling softly. Both look so, so happy. 

And then, “NYEH! If you’re my dad, then you’re Sans’ dad, too! Oh! Just wait until he wakes up and I can tell him! I’m sure he’ll be just as happy, and he’ll agree with me that you should move in with us, but we’re living in Toriel’s house-”

“Right, because I destroyed yours. Sorry. About that. I, uh. Yeah.”

“-but that’s okay because she has a really nice basement where Sans and I have been staying until our house is rebuilt, and I’m sure there’s room for you, so we can all live together as a family-”

“That would be nice. I’d like that.”

“-because you’re our dad! NYEH HEH HEH I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE MY DAD AND I HAVE A DAD AND THAT’S YOU AND YOU’RE THE ROYAL SCIENTIST AND MY DAD!! NYEH HEH HEH HEH!!” Papyrus sweeps around again to hug Dr. Gaster again, then hesitates. “But-…”

“Yeah?” 

“But Sans said our dad Fell Down. So-…”

“How can I be your dad if your dad Fell Down, but I’m still alive?”

Papyrus just nods. The question kinda makes sense, you guess. 

“Well,” Dr. Gaster explains to Papyrus in a much friendlier tone than he explained anything to you in, “you see, I didn’t Fall Down, I just fell. Fell out of time and space, fell into the Void, fell from existence. And Sans… well. You know how he is. I doubt he had the energy, emotionally, to properly explain what had happened, especially when you didn’t remember me. So, easier to just say I fell, and leave it at that. Make sense?”

Papyrus nods, and then suddenly, he’s grinning and laughing again. “I HAVE A DAD!!”
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37 ~ Held Accountable

Papyrus literally makes everything better. 

With him awake and moving around, interacting with you and Dr. Gaster, Dr. Gaster is a lot friendlier to you. That’s not to say Dr. Gaster is friendly, he’s just not quite so irritable towards you. 

And it really is clear just how much he loves his sons. He’s constantly at Papyrus’s side, always ready to do whatever he can for Papyrus. You can see, in a way, where Papyrus gets his aggressive kindness from. 

You spend the day in the lab, and, come evening, fall asleep again while Dr. Gaster and Papyrus are talking about some puzzle of some sort.   

Come morning, it’s time to head back home. Dr. Gaster is carrying Sans, as the drugs haven’t worn off yet and Sans is still unconscious. Dr. Gaster cradled the smaller skeleton in his arms like a child, with Sans’ head resting on his shoulder.

“Alright,” he says to Papyrus, “lead the way.”

It’s not long before you find yourself getting out of Papyrus’s car, at your house. You called Toriel on the way home and explained the situation to her- but only the whole Dr. Gaster being Sans and Papyrus’s dad, and him moving into the basement. You leave out the bit about Dr. Gaster attacking you, because you figure that’s done and gone and taken care of, and there’s no point in worrying Toriel about it. 

As you step out of the car, your foot lands in a powdery white snowdrift. 

Oh! Right! You’ve spent almost two days in the lab, so that makes today…

Christmas Eve!!

You look up at Gaster’s back as you follow him towards the door, and decide that this is already the best Christmas you’ve ever had. 

Once inside, Dr. Gaster greets Toriel with a handshake (with one of his summonable hands, as he’s still carrying Sans) then slips away to the basement to get Sans settled into bed, to sleep off the rest of the drugs. 

Then he returns upstairs. For a while, there’s a bit of pleasant conversation. Then Dr. Gaster addresses Toriel. “I do realize that I am a guest in your house and you are already providing me and my sons with shelter, and as is such, I wish to be as little of a burden on you. But I still must ask, what in this house can I eat?” A smile twitches at his mouth. “Because I have not had a meal in aeons, and a bit of food would be very much appreciated.”

Before Toriel can respond, Papyrus jumps in. “I know! I can make some spaghetti for you!” 

Dr. Gaster grins at Papyrus. “That sounds great.”

It takes no more than that to send Papyrus hurrying into the kitchen. 

Toriel and Dr. Gaster, meanwhile, sit at the table and start to talk like the adults that they are. 

“So, er, Dr. Gaster, was it?” Toriel begins. 

Dr. Gaster nods a little. “Please, just call me Gaster.”

Toriel smiles. “Alright. So, then, Gaster, you were the Royal Scientist?”

Gaster nods. “I was.”

Toriel laughs a little. “How funny is it to think that I probably knew you, but I do not remember you at all!”

Gaster lets out a small chuckle. “Yes. Actually, Toriel, you were one of my closest friends. You and Asgore. How is Asgore, by the way? I haven’t seen him yet.”

A flicker of frustration crossed Toriel’s face. 

Gaster just laughs. “You are still mad at him, then.”

You wince a little internally, knowing what’s coming. Toriel tried to protect the humans, and Gaster hated humans.

“I am.” Toriel says, confirming your suspicions. “What he did was inexc—”

She cuts herself off at the sound of a door. The basement door. Sans half-stumbles into the room, rubbing sleepily at his eyesockets. But when he sees Gaster, he freezes, both eyesockets widening in… in-…

Almost in misery. Definitely a more negative emotion, that’s obvious enough when he half-collapses to his knees, tears already pooling in his eyesockets.

“Sans-” Gaster begins, rising from the table.

Sans cuts him off, though, sobbing. “i— i’m sorry! i’m so, s-so sorry!!”

“Sans, what in the world do you have to be apologizing to me for?” There’s a note of bemusement in Gaster’s voice as he steps over and kneels down in front of Sans.

“i— i- d-didn’t listen t-to you and built t-the machine, an’ i-it almost got people killed—”

“Sans, if—”

“and b-before that i g-gave up, and j-just l-le-left you in the void-”

“I already told you—”

“and it w-was my f-fault you w-were t-there in the f-first p-place, b-because you j-jumped in after m-me, and if i h-hadn’t f-fallen, if i ha-ad held on b-better—”

“Sans, I have something important to tell you, so shut up and listen to me!”

Sans stops sobbing, surprised by the outburst. You’re all surprised, even Papyrus, who had left the kitchen on hearing Sans’ voice. 

Certain that he has Sans’ attention, Gaster reaches out and sets his hands on Sans’ shoulders. “Sans. Listen. I am a fully grown adult, and I am entirely responsible for my own actions. That includes jumping into the Void to save you, and given the option, I would do that again every single time, if it meant keeping you out of the Void. And you falling in was an accident. You had no control over it! How can you expect to be able to hold on when you were standing right in front of the thing? It wasn’t your fault. Understand?”

Sans hesitates. “… b-but then, a-after-… i gave up. i c-couldn’t build the machine—”

“And I already told you that was okay. Remember? You were upset and tired, and you went to Waterfall. I told you it was okay, I understood. You were trying to do something alone that I couldn’t even do with a bunch of assistants. I said I was fine with it if you stopped, and all I wanted you to do was remember. And you did! It was okay.”

Sans still hesitates, his voice barely audible. “… i d-didn’t listen to you— a-and people alm-most died—”

“Sans, that was my fault, not yours. Realistically speaking, how could you give anyone a bit of hope like that and expect them not to cling to it? And sure, maybe you got a bit banged up, but you’re gonna be okay, and Papyrus is okay, and no one is dead, and I’m here! Honestly, I think things turned or better than if you had given up. You see? Everything is okay, and none of that was your fault. Okay?”

Sans sniffles, then blinks, then smiles and starts sobbing again. At just the slightest motion from Gaster, he lurches forward, slamming heavily into Gaster’s chest, where he stays, clinging to his father. Gaster hugs him back, just letting Sans sob against him. 

Eventually, Sans calms down, his cries tapering off into small sniffles. Gaster lets him push back a little, but still holds on to his shoulders. 

“There. Feeling better, now?”

Sans just nods, a small happy sound escaping his mouth. 

“Good. Now, come on, you must be hungry. And Papyrus was making some spaghetti, which, if I’m correct, should be done cooking right about now-ish.”

Papyrus makes a small “oh!” noise as he’s reminded of his spaghetti, and hurries into the kitchen. 

Meanwhile, Gaster stands up, grabbing one of Sans’ hands and pulling him up, too. Together they walk over to the table, and, as if by some unspoken agreement, once Gaster has sat back down, Sans climbs into his lap, and Gaster hugs him tight. 

It’s absolutely adorable. You could swear you’re smiling just as widely as Sans is. 

After a few moments, Papyrus brings the bowls of spaghetti in, and passes them out to everyone. 

Gaster wastes no time in complimenting Papyrus’s cooking skills- just looking at his face, you would never be able to tell that the spaghetti is kinda burnt and the sauce is sorta watery. He seems to be genuinely enjoying it. 

Yes, you decide, this is most definitely going to be the best Christmas you’ve ever had. 

§

A/N

I’ve been wanting to write this chapter for SO. LONG. You wouldn’t believe it. 

Also, in case you didn’t see it, the guidelines for my 500 follower celebration have been posted! Be sure to go check that out! 

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


38 ~ Christmas Morning

The morning after Gaster moves in, Christmas Day arrives. When you jump out of bed and race downstairs, Flowey’s flower pot in your arms, you find both Gaster and Papyrus are already up. 

“Frisk!” Papyrus grins at you, happily greeting you. “Look! Dad gets up early, too!”

It amazes you a little, how easily Papyrus went from calling Gaster “Gaster” to calling him “Dad”. You could swear you see Gaster smile every time Papyrus addresses him as such. 

“Well it’s not that surprising, Papyrus.” You say. “He is your dad, after all. You had to get that trait from somewhere!” 

“Yeah,” Flowey adds, “I bet it’s also where you got your idiocy.”

Gaster shoots Flowey a dark glare. “Shut it, weed.” The tall skeleton seems to have taken up a position in the kitchen, and appears to be attempting to make… breakfast. Of some sort. 

“What are you making?” You ask him. 

He gives you that annoyed look he’s done every time you ask him a question. Then, “Pancakes.”

You look at the bowl of batter that he’s left sitting on the countertop while he gets a pan out. (He somehow seems to know exactly where everything is in your kitchen, despite having come there only last night.) 

“That doesn’t really look like pancake batter.”

Gaster snorts a little. “Well it’s not normal batter, no. I would never settle for ordinary pancakes. I made this stuff myself.”

You look up at Papyrus, who’s smiling widely. You look back at Gaster. He’s melting butter on a pan, one hand in his pocket. 

“Well, okay, what’s in it?”

Gaster just summons one of his hands to make a dismissive gesture. “…Pancake… stuff.”

“Pancake stuff?” You watch with concern as Gaster takes a cupful of the batter and dumps it on the pan. “Do you really know what you’re doing?”

When he looks at you, he’s wearing an expression of admonishment. “Of course I do! I’m the Royal Scientist!”

“an’ he can do whatever he wants.” Sans mumbles sleepily as he stumbles into the kitchen, half awake. 

Gaster grins at him. “Oh! You remember!”

Sans gestures vaguely. “not really. you kept saying that last night and then i heard it a bunch in my dreams.”

Before anyone can respond, the pancake on the pan bursts into flames, right about as Toriel comes into the kitchen. 

Things get a little chaotic after that. You’re not entirely sure what’s happening, except that there are things on fire, both Gaster and Toriel are trying to put out the fire, Papyrus is trying to keep you away from the fire, and Flowey is cackling madly.

Eventually, they get the fire out, and Toriel proclaims that she’ll be making breakfast. Gaster agrees.

Toriel’s pancakes are remarkably less flammable than Gaster’s. 

After breakfast, it’s time to open Christmas presents. 

Papyrus gets a bunch of new action figures. Sans gets socks. 

Like. 

A lot of socks. He seems strangely happy with this. 

Toriel gets a new cookbook full of recipes she’s never seen before. You and Flowey both get the newest Smash Bros game. 

And then…

“But, Dad,” Papyrus speaks up, “Santa didn’t bring you anything!”

Everyone hesitates for a moment. 

“I bet it’s because he’s on the naughty list!” Flowey chortles. 

Gaster gives him a withering look. “Yes, because a man who doesn’t exist is going to be on the naughty list, but a soulless demon flower who’s also an attempted murderer and a serial killer in other timelines isn’t, and still gets a Christmas present.” Gaster glances at Papyrus, then quickly continues. “No, I think it’s more likely that Santa did not have the time to prepare anything. And we must forgive him that; after all, I didn’t exist four days ago.”

Papyrus seems to find this answer acceptable, but still looks a little distressed. “But-… it doesn’t matter if you didn’t exist! You do now, and you should still get something!”

Gaster is silent for a moment. Then he motions for Papyrus to come over. “Actually, there is one thing you can give me.”

Eager to please, Papyrus scrambles to his feet and hurried over to Gaster. As soon as he’s reached the Royal Scientist, Gaster reaches up and pulls him into a tight hug, and just holds on to him. 

After a little bit, he pulls away. “There. I got everything I wanted.”

“Seriously?” Flowey snorts, ignoring the dark look Gaster is giving him. “You just wanted a hug? That’s so… boring.”

Papyrus has other reasons to complain, though. “But what about Sans?”

Gaster just laughs. “Alright, yeah. You too, Sans, come here.”

Sans just walks over to Gaster and climbs into Gaster’s lap, quickly settling down. Gaster seems perfectly fine with this. And then Papyrus sits down next to him, leaning against his shoulder, and Gaster just looks so content. 

“Y’see?” He says, snuggling his sons closer. “Perfect gift, right here. And Santa didn’t even bring it!”

Gaster, you decide, is a very good dad. 

For a while after that, the group of you just stay in the living room, around the Christmas Tree, mostly enjoying each others’ company. ‘Mostly’ because Flowey doesn’t enjoy anyone’s company, and Gaster certainly doesn’t seem to like Flowey. 

Eventually, there’s a knock at the door. 

“I’ll get it!” You shout, running to open the door. All your friends are coming over to celebrate Christmas, too, and now is right about when they should be arriving. 

Flaming pancakes and rude flowers aside, this Christmas is already shaping up to be a good one.
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39 ~ Mistakes

Over the last few hours, you’ve noticed something about Gaster. You had him pegged for an excited, enthusiastic, involved person, but the more festive your family’s Christmas celebration becomes, the more he draws back to watch from the sidelines. And he looks perfectly content to do so, leaning against the windowsill, a mug of hot chocolate in hand. 

A few hours ago, Alphys and Undyne showed up. After them came Asgore (Toriel was still mad at him, but for the most part, they got along alright.) Monster Kid had arrived soon after, and Mettaton and Napstablook would be coming later that night (they had already planned to do a Christmas pageant somewhere, and would be coming after.) 

With the group assembled, the gift exchange commenced. Just as with Santa, no one had really gotten anything for Gaster. You overhear him saying, though, that it’s more than enough to just be in space and time, with his sons again. 

And you can see, with him sitting on the sidelines, he really does look happy. And every now and then, Sans breaks away from the group and stays near Gaster for a little while. Sans looks happy, too. Happier than you’ve ever seen him.

Eventually, dinnertime comes around. There’s piles and piles of food, more than enough for everyone. In that moment, you are ridiculously happy that monster food never goes bad, because you’re gonna be having leftovers for the next month and it’s gonna be amazing.

During dinner, while you’re all seated together, Gaster makes a request- he wants to know everything that he’s missed. And, according to Sans, it was just a few months before the sixth human Soul was collected that Gaster was erased. 

So Sans starts off with the story, telling how he tried to build the machine in his basement, but couldn’t. You’re not surprised when, since he’s sitting on Gaster’s left, Sans gets an arm wrapped around his shoulder, Gaster pulling him close. 

From there, everyone else picks up the story, Toriel telling how she found you in the Ruins, and you describing how you made it through the Ruins, to where Papyrus carries on, telling how you and he had a great time with puzzles and japes. Undyne talks after that, describing her hunt for you, and how she eventually saw you sparing the monster kid, then saving your life. And Alphys describes meeting you in the lab, and admits to having Mettaton attack you so she could save you.

You talk about how you met Asgore, fought Asgore, fought Flowey, then reset in order to find a better ending, then reset again and again and again until you got it. 

Until you went True Pacifist and found the True Lab. 

Gaster asks about the Amalgamates. He assures Alphys that it’s purely out of scientific interest, but you can tell she still feels guilty about it. 

She makes an offhand remark about how it was her worst mistake, and she doubted Gaster had ever done anything that bad. 

And Gaster just bursts out laughing. It’s a loud, full laugh, with his skull thrown back and his chest out. Like he thinks something is genuinely funny. Absolutely hilarious. 

“Alphys, you’ve got nothing to be ashamed of. I have done things a thousand times worse than that, and kept going just fine.”

“R-really?” Alphys asks. You can see she’s curious. You all are. “W-what-…?”

Gaster gets a faintly amused look, and seems to think back for a moment. “Weeeeeell, I could tell you about all the things I did in the human and monster war, all the weapons I made, all the blood on my hands, but that was a war; it’s not surprising that I was violent, especially considering I-” he hesitates for just a moment, then continues “I saw my own brother murdered in front of me. So I won’t tell you about all the horrible, awful, violent things I did then. 

“I could tell you about how, once a human Soul was collected, I started the original DT project by injecting Determination into living monsters, rather than dead ones, and, rather than merely becoming amalgamates, they amalgamated and then died, where your corpses came back to life. And how even after repeated deaths, including that of a close friend, I continued with the project, until Asgore forbid me. 

“No, instead, I’ll tell you about how, after Asgore forbid the use of living monster volunteers, I decided my work of creating a weapon was more important than his rules. So I went and punched out holes in my hands, and used that matter to create my own test subject, who turned out to be a sentient monster. And with every experiment on the test subject, my Lv rose until I was almost as cold as I had been in the war, and when the test subject got scared and didn’t want to do the experiments anymore, I forced them to. Of course, being stuck, hidden away in a lab with a nearly-evil scientist forcing it into painful experiments to turn it into a killer, the test subject started to lose hope. So you know what I did? I made another one, and had the first take care of it, to give it something to hope for, force it into holding on, so I could continue the experiments. It wasn’t until they both escaped and almost died that I started to realize my mistakes.”

Everyone at the table is more than a little horrified, it seems. Gaster is a lot scarier than you realized, and has a potential for coldness you’ve not seen in monsters. 

Gaster leans forward in his seat, grinning at Alphys. “And you know, Alphys? If you want proof that our mistakes do not define us, then there is nothing more definitive than this: even after everything I did, every cruel, twisted experiment, every time he was laid out on the table, screaming in agony, even after all that… that test subject still loves me enough to call me dad. They both do.”

A ripple of shock spreads through the room. Undyne actually chokes on her drink. 

You’re astonished. Sans and Papyrus were… test subjects?! They were raised in a lab in secret and experimented on and…

Gaster meanwhile, gives Sans a smile, only to see Sans is giving him a somewhat irritated look. 

An expression of slight realization crosses Gaster’s face. “Ooohhhhh…! I’m sorry, Sans, were we not talking about that, yet?”

Sans whacks Gaster on the shoulder. “no, we were not talking about that! this isn’t just something you can go talking about whenever! i kinda didn’t want everyone knowing i was made for the explicit purpose of being a weapon!”

“Ah. My apologies, then.” Gaster looks back at everyone around the table. “Please, just forget everything I just told you. I made a mistake, and you don’t need to know about any of that.” Then he looks back at Sans. “As for you, regardless of what the original intent of your creation was, you are my son, and I love you very much, so you can decide your purpose is whatever you like, and I’ll still approve of it. Understand?”

“… yeah.” Sans nods. 

“Good. Now then.” Gaster looks again at the table. “This is only just my second dinner in existence, and I will not allow it to be ruined by all this talk about negative topics, regardless of the fact that I was the one doing the most talking. So, please, let’s move on to other things. What has life on the surface been like?”

And, gradually, the conversation picks up again, and the question of the brothers’ upbringing fades to be brought up some other time. 

Later that night, after all the guests have left, after all the cleaning up has been done, and the packing up of leftover food, you wander into the living room to sit down for a little while. 

Except, you find, the couch is occupied. Gaster is sprawled across it, and Sans is snuggled closely to his chest, curled up like a child, his skull resting on Gaster’s collarbone. They’re both sound asleep, their chests rising and falling in near unison. You can practically feel the contentment radiating off them.

You just smile and turn to go get ready for bed. 
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40 ~ Conversations

The morning after Christmas, you wake up early. Not by choice, you just kinda… wake up at six in the morning. You decide you might as well get up then, since you’re already awake. Get an early start to the day.

As you head for the kitchen, you hear Papyrus and Gaster’s voices. Right before you step into the kitchen, though, you hear what they’re talking about, and pause, leaning back against the wall to listen. 

“-true what you said last night?” Papyrus is asking. “About-… About me and Sans? We’re not-…”

There’s a moment of silence. Then, “Papyrus. Listen. You and Sans? You’re both made from pieces of me. You’ve both got a piece of my Soul beating in your chest. You are mine, my son, regardless of how you were made, and I love you. In fact, I think it’s only because of how you were made that I can be here today- you both have a piece of me in you, still a part of my Soul in existence, and I think it’s only because of that, because of you that I’m able to exist like this. So don’t think ever, for even just a second, that the way you were made in any way affects how much I love you. Okay?”

There’s another moments of silence, presumably in which Papyrus nods. Then, “But…”

“Yeah?” Comes Gaster’s gentle response. 

“But why? You said-… you said you made us to be weapons—… why? Why would you want to make weapons, when weapons hurt people?”

You hear Gaster sigh a long, heavy sigh. “Because-… Because I wanted to hurt people.”

Papyrus makes a sort of surprised noise. 

“Just-… listen for a moment, okay? Please?” Gaster asks. 

“… Okay.”

“Papyrus-… As nice as I may seem, I am not a very good person. In the war-… A lot of my friends and family got hurt- and even killed. And when monsters got sealed Underground, I blamed the humans for everything. I was very hurt and sad and mad, and thought that-… that if I could hurt the humans back, it would make everything better.” Gaster’s next words are so quiet you almost can’t hear them- “There’s still a lot of me that thinks that way.” Then he sighs. “I was so hurt and angry that I wanted to make the strongest weapons to destroy humanity. So I-…”

“You made Sans.” Papyrus whispers.

“… Yeah. I made Sans.”

“And-…” Papyrus hesitates. “And you forced him-…”

Gaster sighs again. “All of the experiments I did to make Sans stronger also made my LOVE rise, and.. I ignored how much I was hurting him. And when he tried to tell me, I still ignored him, and that hurt him really badly. He started to lose hope. So I-… I made you, and he loved you. He held on to protect you from becoming my test subject instead.”

There’s a long stretch of silence.

Then, “You said-… we escaped. And almost died.”

“… Yeah. I-… I still don’t know how. But Sans got the both of you out of there, and to a hotel in New Home.”

Oh! You realize. That’s how they got there!

“And then?”

“And then… It was… a very long time until I saw you again. … You remember how I said your Soul has a piece of mine in it?” There’s a pause, in which you presume Papyrus nods. “Well, your and Sans’ Souls started to fall apart back to that one piece, and I was the only one who could fix it. And-… And doing that, saving your lives… I guess… It reminded me of when my Lv was low and…” Gaster sighs. “And I let it go.”

They’re both quiet for a long time. 

And then Papyrus speaks up. “You’re wrong!”

“Hm?” Gaster sounds kind of surprised at Papyrus’s outburst. 

“You said you weren’t a good person, but you are! If you weren’t a good person, then you wouldn’t have chosen to do the right thing and save us! So see, you are a good person!”

Gaster chuckles a little. “Where you got your unending mercy from, Papyrus, I will never know.”

“Well, obviously!” Papyrus laughs. “It had to come from you! All of me came from you! And that’s just more proof that you’re not only a good person, but a great one! Nyeh heh heh!!”

There’s a bit of a shuffling sound, and you have the distinct impression that Papyrus has hugged Gaster. 

“Thank you, Papyrus.” Gaster murmurs.

“Of course, you’re welcome!” Papyrus responds.

Then, from down the hall, you faintly hear Toriel’s bedroom door creak open as she leaves her room, and you decide now is the time to enter the kitchen, lest she finds you listening to a conversation not for you.

As you slip in the doorway, you see Gaster and Papyrus at the table, each with a plate of leftovers from last night for breakfast. 

Papyrus smiles at you. “Good morning, Frisk!”

“Morning, Papyrus.” You smile back at him. 

Gaster just gives you a suspicious look. 

As you’re getting some leftovers out of the fridge, Toriel comes into the kitchen. 

You sit down with your food and start eating, while Toriel goes about preparing herself a proper breakfast- she argues that leftovers are good for lunch and sometimes dinner, but not breakfast.

While she’s doing that, Sans comes into the kitchen, looking half asleep. He also gets a plate of leftovers, and sits on Gaster’s left- Papyrus is on Gaster’s right. 

And then Toriel sits down at the table. “Good morning, everyone.” She begins. “Frisk, if you do not mind, I have a rather important question for you.”
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41 ~ One Harsh Truth

You look at Toriel for a long moment. This could go one of two ways- she could have some question about modern human culture that she does not understand, something simple and easy and a little bit funny…

Or she could have a legitimately serious question. 

Only one way to find out, you guess.

“Okay, what is it?”

Toriel opens her mouth, and immediately you can tell it’s the latter of the two kinds. “Alphys and Undyne told me the story of what happened with the… the Void. They said a person came out before Gaster, and… and you called them by a very specific name.”

You let out a small breath. “Yeah. Chara.”

Toriel flinches just a little. You suppose that’s to be expected, as you are talking about her dead child. 

“But-… But Chara is dead.” She insists. “How could they possibly come from the Void?”

You glance at Gaster. His face is blank, his single, undamaged eye staring at you. Of course you’re not going to get any help from him; did you really expect it?

So you take a deep breath, and start to explain as best you can. 

“Chara… Like me, was a Determined Soul. I-… I don’t know exactly why, but-… I think, for some reason, after-… After Asriel absorbed their Soul, they weren’t able to reset anymore. If-… if they ever were able to in the first place- I honestly don’t know. But-… When Asriel- died-… I guess they were too determined to let go? Except their Soul was gone. So-… I guess their consciousness slipped into the Void? I-… I don’t really know.”

For a moment, there’s silence. You notice Toriel is looking down, her hands folded in her lap. Then, slowly, she says, “But that still leaves one question… Frisk, how did you know it was Chara?”

You suck in a small breath. How can you tell Toriel that, in one timeline you saw Chara? That, in one timeline, you heard their voice, whispering in your head, urging on your violence? That, in one timeline, you gave them your hands, your feet, and almost your Soul?

Toriel notices your expression. Everyone does. 

“Well, human?” Gaster asks, after a long moment of silence. He knows, you’re sure. There’s no way he couldn’t know; he said he could see all the timelines. 

He just wants you to say it out loud so that he can prove humans are horrible, violent beings. 

And he’s right. You haven’t got much of a choice. You have no excuse, no convincing enough lie to answer the question, nothing. 

So you sigh, your shoulders slumping, and you look at your hands. 

“You remember,” you say softly, “how I told you about all the timelines, how I reset a bunch, and how… I wasn’t exactly… a pacifist… all the time…?” You don’t look up to see if they’re following you. You can’t bear to meet their eyes. “Um… well… sometimes… when I got more… violent… I-… would hear a voice in the back of my head. Urging me on. Not that that makes it okay!” You quickly add. “I-… I was still hurting people, and regardless of whether or not someone else wanted me to, I was still the one hurting people. And-…” You risk a glance at Gaster. For the most part, his expression is still neutral, but there’s just a hint of satisfaction on his face. “And that’s not okay. Um… and… one time… I-… I did a really bad thing-… I listened to the voice, let it tell me to kill-… Kill everyone. And-… and I did-… I killed-…” you look at your hands again. “I killed everyone. Every single monster in the Underground. And the more I killed, the louder their voice got, and some moments, they were even controlling my body, the moments where my Determination began to slip, and I had doubts. Then, they-… they kept me going. And-… and when it was all over, when I had gotten past-” you glance at Sans, then look away. “When the Underground was empty, they showed up. They-… They told me that they could bring everyone back, if I just gave them my Soul. And-… they were going to take it-… if I had waited a second longer to reset, I-… I don’t think I would have been able to reset. So that’s-… that’s, uh, how I’ve seen Chara.”

You stay looking at your hands for a long time. You don’t even look up when something wet falls off your face onto your hands. 

Finally, “Frisk… my child… why did you not tell us…?”

The answer tumbles from your mouth so abruptly, it even surprises you a little, as you finally look up to the faces around you. “Because I didn’t want you knowing that I’d killed you all! That I’m a murderer! Because if I’m a murderer, then that means- that means Gaster is right, and— and I- I’m just—… just like every other f-filthy human, e-every single other d-dirty brother killer i-in the world— and- and h-humans are just— evil-- a-and I- I’m t-the w-worst o-of them—”

Not surprisingly, it’s Papyrus who speaks up. “No, you’re not! Because you went back and fixed your mistake, and now we’re all on the surface because of you!”

You look up at him, your vision blurred by tears. “But t-that’s only because I c-c-can reset— a-and if I c-couldn’t— t-then—”

“It just means you were lucky enough to have a chance to fix a mistake most people don’t get the chance to! And the fact that you feel really bad about it means that you don’t think it was right, and you’re a good person for thinking a bad thing is bad!”

“But,” Gaster cuts in, “that doesn’t excuse the fact that you committed genocide. Just because you can go back doesn’t mean that killing monsters is okay.”

It doesn’t matter how true his words are, how much you’ve prepared yourself for them. They still hurt. 

You just nod mutely, tears dripping down your face. You’re an awful person. You never should have done that. You’re not above the consequences, and that’s the harsh truth. 

“-doesn’t mean that we can just excuse it!” Gaster’s voice pulls you out of your thoughts. “Toriel, they killed countless monsters, and you just want to let them go?”

“Yes they did something bad,” Toriel argues, “but in the end, they made up for it. Everything lost was returned, and we are all here, on the surface. They clearly regret their decision, and they’re not going to do it again.”

Gaster begins to argue, but Papyrus reaches out and sets a hand on his arm. “Dad. Frisk freed us all from the Underground with mercy and kindness. Maybe-… Maybe, we can be merciful to them, and forgive them?”

Gaster looks furious. There’s anger burning in his eyes, a hatred you didn’t know monsters were capable of. 

But after a moment, he stands up, the legs of his chair scraping against the floor as he pushes it back. And then, without a word, he turns and strides away. 

Sans and Papyrus are immediately on their feet, following him, Sans only leaving a small “don’t worry, we’ll talk to him” as he slips out the door. 

And then you’re left with Toriel. 

She just sighs. “Frisk, I do wish you had told me about this sooner. I-… Gaster is right, what you did is not okay. But you are a good child, and you can be forgiven! Do you understand?”

You just nod. Monsters are so kind, too kind for their own good. 

You burst out sobbing, and get up to run to Toriel. She just hugs you, running a large paw through your hair. “It’s okay, my child. Everything will be okay.”

But you have your doubts. 
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42 ~ Pie

Things are a little rough around the house. Of course, that doesn’t particularly surprise you- you did admit to mass genocide. 

For what it’s worth, Toriel does seem to have forgiven you. She seems a little sad and depressed, but she assures you that she believes you’re a good person. 

The house is very quiet without any of the skeleton family in it. You’ve gotten used to them living there. 

You had thought that, maybe, with time, you could get Gaster to be your friend, too. But you see that’s not a likely turnout. He despises you. More than Flowey, probably. 

The hours tick by as you wallow in despair. You’re such an idiot. And curiosity really is a bomb, and now, your curiosity about a genocide route has just blown up in your face. 

But…

But the blame can’t be put on curiosity. Because you’re the one who lit the bomb. It wasn’t Chara; you didn’t hear their voice until you were well into your violence. It wasn’t Flowey, for he’s the one who struck a fear of death back into your Soul. 

No, it was you. Just one little thought. 

What if this was just a little different? What if I did something new?

Something…

Violent.



And now…

Now this is the consequence. 

Gaster doesn’t come back with Sans and Papyrus. Eleven forty five PM, and he’s still gone. Sans says he’s commandeered Alphys’s lab and locked everyone out. Sans said he heard things breaking. 

“just give him a little while, kid. you rekindled the embers in his soul. just give him a while, and eventually the fire will burn back down into coals.”

You hope to high heaven that Sans is right. 

New year’s comes and passes with a shadow of gloom. Sans and Papyrus don’t spend it with you and Toriel; they’re with Gaster, and he refuses to be with you. Alphys and Undyne go to some huge party of Mettaton’s, and Asgore is apparently celebrating with some gardening club (not that Toriel would have invited him, anyway). So it’s just you, Flowey, and Toriel, ringing in the new year. 

You really hope it goes better than the last few days. 

It’s mid January before you see him again. Just in passing, glances here and there. Passing him in the hall, seeing him walking out of the house through a window…

He does his best to avoid you, and on the few occasions where he does look at you, his gaze is filled with an intense loathing.

And then…

One day, after Toriel picks you up from school, she guides you into the living room. Gaster is already seated in one of the large armchairs, arms folded across his chest, a furious scowl across his scarred face. 

Toriel sits you down on the couch. “I refuse to have this feud going on in my house any longer. You two will sort out your differences, now, and end this argument. We are a family, and we cannot continue with this rift between us.”

Gaster snorts. “Says the one who refuses to talk to her husband because he was doing what he thought best for his kingdom.”

Toriel glared at him. “You may be the Royal Scientist, but this is my house, and that means my rules. Now talk.” She turns to leave. Then, over her shoulder, she adds, “And when you’ve made peace, you can have a slice of the pie I’m going to make.” Then she leaves. 

Gaster just snorts again. “What, does she think I’m a child, to change my morals for a slice of pie?” Then he seems to remember the situation, and the touch of amusement on his face- however bitter- slips away again. 

And there’s a long, long awkward silence between the two of you, with Gaster glaring you down, and you shivering nervously under his hateful gaze.

Finally, you crack.

“G-Gaster— I’m sorry! And- and I know it doesn’t mean much at all to you, but I really, really am sorry! I- I got to thinking that- that nothing I did had to have consequences, and-” you let out a nervous laugh, scrabbling for words, not sure what to say. “And you know, that phrase, ‘absolute power corrupts absolutely,’ and I thought I had all the power and I thought it would be okay because I could just reset but it’s not and you’re right, humans are disgusting, evil people, even me, and I’m so, so, SO sorry!!” You break off, completely out of words, out of ideas. You don’t know what to say, or if there’s anything you can say to Gaster.

For a long moment, Gaster just continues to stare coldly at you. You fidget, not sure what to do, unable to look anywhere but his face and your hands. 

Finally, he lets out a long, slow sigh, one hand rising to pinch his nasal bone. “… If I refuse to accept your apology, then Toriel will likely kick me out, and Sans and Papyrus will be… less than satisfied. So my options are leave my family, or violate one of my strongest lifelong beliefs.” He sighs again, dropping his hand back down to his lap, his fingers twitching in strange patterns. “That’s really not much of a choice.”

You’re not sure what to say. 

He continues after a moment, shaking his head almost pityingly. “You are lucky, Frisk, that my sons like you so much. They’ve been putting up one heck of an argument for you, for a very long time.” Then his gaze snaps back up to you. “Mind you, that doesn’t mean I like you. I still hate you, you should know better than unprovoked violence.” Another sigh, and his hand rises again to his skull, moving across the top as if he were running his fingers through his hair, except that he has no hair. “…But like you said. Absolute power corrupts absolutely. And what could I possibly expect from a dim witted, incredibly impressionistic child, and a human, no less? It’s ridiculous for me to think that you would possibly be able to do things right. So, for the sake of my sons… I’ll let you off with a warning.” He stands up slowly. “This is a warning, of course. You ever try to pull a stunt like that again, and you’ll have the same five minutes in time, over and over and over again, to contemplate your mistakes as I slaughter you again and again and again. Understand?”

You nod, on the verge of tears, relieved.

“Good.” Gaster turns towards the door, clasping his hands together. “Now then. I’m going to get some pie, because I did not just desecrate one of my core beliefs to miss out on the sole Dog-forsaken perk of this whole blasted mess.”

With that, he strides out of the living room and into the kitchen, leaving behind not a trace of the sickening guilt that had plagued you for the last while. 
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43 ~ Diverting Disasters

A few weeks pass after your conversation with Gaster. You still don’t see him much, but now it doesn’t seem like he’s actively avoiding you, but more like it’s just because he’s busy. Asgore has confirmed Gaster as the Royal Scientist, and said Royal Scientist is doing a major overhaul on his new- Alphys’s old- lab. They’ve even decided that they’re going to build a living quarters onto the lab, instead of rebuilding the brothers’ house. 

Gaster’s dedication to his work makes it seem like Alphys was just sort of playing around in the lab. Gaster works hard and fast, and expects results. 

And your original suspicion was right- whenever Sans and Gaster stand to watch the progress on the building, Sans stands slightly to the left, giving Gaster the center of the room. More often than not, when they’re standing like this, Gaster will have an arm around Sans’ shoulders. Sometimes, if Papyrus is standing with them, him too.

And Gaster’s settled nicely into the skeleton family. Honestly, you can see a lot of Sans and Papyrus in him. It’s almost like someone took the two of them and mixed them together into one person, then added an extra bit of snarky, confident ego and a lab coat. He fits in perfectly with the brothers, and it’s clear they all love each other immensely. You always see them snuggling each other or laughing together, and sometimes you’ve gone into the basement to find one of them, and instead found all three of them cuddled together on the couch, sound asleep, all with content smiles. 

And Gaster has a peculiar affect on the brothers, both of them. He’s the only one, it seems, who can get Sans motivated and working. He can get Sans excited for things, looking forward, working hard. And Gaster is the only one who can calm Papyrus down. You’ve seen him get Papyrus in the space of five minutes to go from his usual hundred-mile-an-hour speed to actually dozing off in the middle of the day, lying with his head and shoulders in Gaster’s lap. 

Yes, skeletons are very cuddly monsters. 

With each other, anyway. Gaster still really doesn’t like you. He speaks to you in a condescending tone and always looks down on you. 

But it’s better than the avoidance and hostility, you suppose. So you can deal with it. You just have to stay determined. 

And then you get an opportunity to talk to him. 

It’s after school. You’re walking out the doors with your friends, a few of the monster kids who come to school with you. It was a little difficult at first, and for a little while, the monsters were bullied pretty badly. But you’ve come to realize that kids are a lot more accepting of the strange and unnatural than adults, and, while everyone’s a little nervous around the monsters, they’re generally left alone. 

Still, you’re usually the only human to be hanging out with them.

As the monsters disperse, their parents arrived to pick them up, you look around. But you don’t see Toriel’s car anywhere. That’s strange, normally she always texts you when she’s running late, and it’s so unlike her to ever forget-

“Frisk.”

You jump, twisting around with a start. Gaster was standing right behind you- in front of you, now- looming over you. How he got there without you knowing, you’re not sure, but maybe he can do that thing that Sans does. 

You quickly recover from your shock and smile up at him. “Gaster! What are you doing here?” As you glance around, you notice everyone in the parking lot is staring at the tall, darkly-dressed monster. He’s not one they’ll have ever seen, and you more than realize how intimidating he can appear. 

He just sighs a little. “Toriel found herself in a predicament, with a flat tire and no spare. I was… volunteered to come pick you up. They didn’t seem to realize what a horrible idea sending me to pick up a child from a building full of human children is.” He pauses a little, then gives you a dark look. “It was a very bad idea.”

You shiver a little. On the surface, Gaster looks annoyed and haughty, but if you look in his eyes…

It looks like there’s a blaze of unparalleled heat burning behind his eyes. He’s just holding back, you realize, and could very well attempt to wipe out the entire school. 

And then one of the worst things that could possibly happen, happens. You see your teacher, Mrs. Callen, a middle aged women with children of her own, approaching from behind Gaster. She looks a little concerned.

“Frisk,” at the sound of her voice, Gaster twists around. He doesn’t seem surprised like you did, though, when he was right behind you. “Frisk, who is this… um… monster?”

Gaster just stares coldly at her as you smile, a little nervously. “Mrs. Callen! This is Dr. Gaster! He’s the Royal Scientist! He’s also here to take me home.”

Mrs. Callen smiles, but you can tell she’s a little nervous. “Dr. Gaster? Nice to meet you, I’m Susan Callen, Frisk’s teacher.” She holds out her hand for a handshake. 

For a long moment, Gaster just looks at her. Then, slowly, he says, “Humans slaughtered my whole family, in the war. Unprovoked, they lunged on a peaceful group and killed them all. If you think that I am, in any way, going to be remotely civil with you, human, I am afraid you are quite mistaken.”

Mrs. Callen quickly pulls her hand back, laughing nervously. 

You can tell this isn’t going to end well if you don’t do anything. So, you do the only thing you can think to do. 

You grab Gaster’s hand, and start to pull him away. “WellitwasnicetalkingtoyouMrs.CallenbutwereallyhavetogonowOkayBye!”

And with that, you and Gaster leave the school parking lot and you only just manage to successfully avert a crisis. 
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44 ~ Inhuman

So you’ve successfully gotten Gaster away from the school and a ways away, but now you have another problem.      

Gaster appears to have merely started walking along the road back to Ebbot Town. And it’s a forty five minute drive, so you don’t even know how long that equates to in walking time.

You jog a little to catch up to him. His walk is a kinda slow meander, with his hands jammed in his pockets, but with his long legs, it’s still a pretty fast pace, and you have to work to keep up. 

“So, um,” you begin, “the parking lot is back that way.”

Gaster just nods a little. There’s a thoughtful look on his face. 

“And. Um. The car, too.”

He glances down at you. “What car?”

Your brow furrows a little in panic. He didn’t seriously walk all the way here, did he?

“The car you drove! How we’re gonna get home without making our feet bleed!”

He shrugs, looking away. “I’m part skeleton, part nonexistent Void stuff. I can’t bleed.”

“But I can…!” You complain, your panic rising. 

Gaster is silent for a long time. Then he starts chuckling. 

“What?” You ask. “What’s so funny?!”

“… Heh… we won’t be walking the whole way. I can teleport us home. I just wanted to… enjoy the nature for a little bit. 

You blink a little, stopping in your tracks. If you think about it, it makes sense, you suppose. There weren’t woods like these, or a sky and sun in the Underground, and then Gaster was in the Void, which is even worse than the Underground, for a long time. So of course he appreciated things like nature. 

Then you realize he’s getting pretty far on ahead of you, so you trot forward to keep up. For five or so minutes, the two of you walk next to each other on the side of the road. 

Then, Gaster speaks again. “… Why did you do that?”

“Do what?” You can’t recall having done anything. 

Gaster glances down at you. “You pulled me away from… from your teacher. Interrupted me before… well. … But why?”

You look up at him. Wasn’t it obvious? “… Someone would have gotten hurt.”

“Hmm. You claim to love monsters so much, yet you won’t let one defend himself, instead, protecting the human.”

“No.” You murmur. “I mean, true, I wouldn’t want Mrs. Callen to get hurt. But… If you had attacked her, then you would have gotten hurt.” 

Gaster scoffs a little. 

You look up at him. “I know it doesn’t seem like it, but hurting a human would be… devastating. Because, see, humans are already scared of monsters, so if monsters start being violent… well. Humans… don’t respond well to violence. The whole world would be focusing on Ebbot Town, with the intent of ‘preemptive strike’. And-… well. You saw how the first war went.”

Gaster looks down at you, expression unreadable. “You know an awful lot for a twelve year old.”

“Eleven.” You correct. “And that’s because I’m the monster ambassador. I don’t actually do a whole lot, but I got to sit in on all the meetings. So, I decided to start paying attention.”

“Hmm.” You can’t tell for sure, but you think you can hear an impressed note in his voice.

Then, “What about you? Are you scared?”

“Scared?” You respond. “Of what?”

“Monsters.” He states simply. “You said humans are scared of monsters. Are you?”

“No!” Your response is immediate, unconscious. “Monsters are nice!”

Gaster lets out another soft “Hmm…”

For a long little while, you’re both silent. When Gaster speaks again, the confidence and self-assertion in his words startles you a little. “Well, then, Frisk, I have come to a conclusion. You are not human.”

You frown at him, utterly confused. “What?”

He shrugs a little. “You can’t be. There’s too much evidence against it.”

“Like what?”

“You practically said yourself. Humans’ first response to violence is to fight back, yet when I went to fight, your first response was to try to keep peace, avert violence. And you said humans are afraid of monsters, yet you seek to be friends with them, to protect them to the point where you, a child, try to understand the workings of complicated political meeting I would likely even avoid.”

You laugh and shake your head. “No, I’m a human.”

“I’m quite certain you aren’t. You may look like one, but you don’t act like one at all.”

“Well… Well some humans are different. Better.”

Gaster snorts. “What was that saying you American humans are so proud of? ‘All men are created equal’ or something like that? How can some be better if you’re all equal?”

“That’s not what that means!”

“Then what does it mean?”

“It means-…” You struggle for a moment. “It means that, it doesn’t matter if you’re black or white, or if you’re a girl or a boy, all people have the right to the same opportunities, and no one should be treated unfairly because of something like race or gender.”

Gaster is silent for a long time. Then, “Ooohhhhhh! I get it! It means all of humanity is equally deserving of my hatred!

You slap the palm of your hand to your face. “Gaster…”

He just chuckles. “Regardless. That still in no way proves you’re human. And I’m still inclined to believe you’re not.”

You give him a sidelong look. “So if I’m not human, then what am I?” You look around a little and suddenly realize you’re in your front yard. Gaster must have teleported the pair of you there, without you even noticing.

He shrugs, grinning, as he steps up the stairs to your home’s front porch. “An anomaly, I guess.”

With that, he slams open the front door and strides inside. 

You blink a little, unable to decide if that’s a good thing or a bad thing, and trying to figure it out gives you a bit of a headache. 
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45 ~ Love and Puzzles

You wake up in the middle of the night with a dry throat and a plugged nose. Not too surprising, since it’s getting to be spring now, and that means allergy season. So your nose probably got full of snot and you started breathing through your mouth, which dried up your throat. 

Not a real problem. You’ll just get a glass of water and some decongestant medicine.

So, careful not to wake Flowey (you don’t want him to start screeching in the middle of the night and wake everyone else up, too) you slip out of bed and leave your room.

Toriel keeps all the medicine, like ibuprofen and decongestants and stuff, in one of the kitchen cabinets. She says it’s because she’s an old lady who needs that stuff, and since the kitchen is where she spends the most time, it makes sense for it to be there. She doesn’t like you getting stuff out of it on your own, but she’s said she knows you’re a responsible child, so she trusts you to read the dosage instructions and not overdose or anything. 

As you near the kitchen, you see the light is on, and you can hear the soft murmur of voices. It’s Gaster and Papyrus- Papyrus, apparently, got his energy from Gaster, and the two of them stay up late all the time. 

As you get closer, you hear Papyrus talking about some idea for a puzzle design. Gaster gives just a little input every now and then.

And then, Papyrus’s voice tapers off. For a moment, everything is silent. 

“Papyrus?” Gaster asks. “Is everything all right?”

Papyrus is slow to respond. “… Yeah… Dad? Can I… Can I ask you a question?”

“Of course.”

Papyrus hesitates a moment longer. “Do-… Do you love Sans more than me?”

Gaster’s shocked response is immediate. “What?! No! No, not at all! Why would you ever think that?!”

“Well…” You can’t see Papyrus, but you can imagine him nervously wringing his hands. “Well, just, because you always spend so much more time with him, and you’re always hugging him, and you always talk to him about the designs for the new lab, and just… Of course, I’m very happy for Sans, because he’s very happy, and that makes me happy! So if you do, it’s okay, because that makes Sans happy. I was just-”

“Papyrus.” Gaster interjects. “Papyrus. I love you and Sans exactly the same, and that’s more than anything and everyone else in the world. Okay? Sans just needs me more, and I know you can—” Gaster cuts himself off with a sharp breath, and you can hear him muttering what you’ve come to learn are curse words in another language. “No, no that doesn’t sound good at all. How do I..? Ah, a good analogy. You like making puzzles, right? Yeah, of course you do. You were just talking about it!” Gaster lets out a little breath. “… So, let’s say… You have two puzzles, your two most absolute favorite puzzles-”

“Like the electricity maze and the ice-switch-panel puzzle?” Papyrus interrupts, his voice just as enthusiastic as ever. 

Gaster chuckles a little. “Yeah, okay, the maze and the ice switches. We can go with those. Now, of these puzzles, which one do you like more?”

Papyrus lets out a hrmmmm. Then “NYEH! I-… I choose both! They are both excellent puzzles, built by a master puzzle craftsman!”

“Yes, exactly.” Gaster responds. “They’re both excellent puzzles. Now, let’s say… the ice switches puzzle. That puzzle is doing just fine. Wonderful, even. It’s working perfectly, and everyone is coming from miles around, just to catch a glimpse of this puzzle. Those that actually get to do it are faint with excitement. Imagine that, they, just a little monster, get to try a puzzle built by The Great Papyrus!”

Papyrus lets out a happy Nyeh Heh Heh!! “That is a very nice thing!”

Gaster laughs again. “Yeah. But, now, the electricity maze… something’s wrong with it. You don’t know what, or how, and for the time being, it’s still working. You just know sometime soon, it’s gonna break down, and then, no one will be able to enjoy it properly.”

“Oh no! That would be horrible!”

“I know, wouldn’t it?” Gaster sighs a little. “So, then, Papyrus. Two puzzles. One of them, working perfectly. And the other, about to break down. Of these two, which are you more likely to spend a lot of time around?”

Papyrus responds almost immediately. “The electric maze puzzle! Because if the ice switch puzzle is working okay, I don’t need to watch it, but if the electric maze is going to break down soon, I want to be there so I can fix it as soon as possible!”

“Yes, exactly!” Gaster says excitedly. “That’s exactly the point in trying to make!”

“Of course! Nyeh Heh Heh!!” Then, “… Wait. What is?”

Gaster chuckles. “Well, it’s like this Papyrus. You and Sans? You two are like my puzzles. You’re the ice switch one, and Sans is the electric maze. You? You’re doing everything perfectly, and I couldn’t be more proud. But Sans? He’s… He’s been through some really rough stuff, stuff that you and I can’t even imagine. And… I just want to make sure that when that finally surfaces, when he finally breaks down… I’m there for him, and I can help him.”

There’s a second of silence, and then, “I-… I think I get it.”

You get the sense Gaster is smiling. “I knew you would. You’re the greatest.”

“Nyeh Heh Heh! Of course I am! After all, I am the Great Papyrus!” Papyrus pauses for a second, and you can imagine him posing dramatically- maybe even in his pajamas. “… But, Dad…?”

“Yeah?”

“Can I still have a hug?”

Gaster’s response is immediate. “Of course. You don’t even have to ask.”

Papyrus lets out a noise that seems like it was going to be a laugh, but then it turned into a just generally happy, contented sound. You’ve noticed the brothers both do that sometimes when Gaster hugs them. 

Smiling a little at the thought, you risk a peek around the kitchen doorframe. Sure enough, Gaster has wrapped his arms around his son, and has Papyrus tucked against his chest. They both look happy. 

And then Gaster’s good eyesocket cracks open, and he’s staring right at you. You just sit there, paralyzed with fear, as a frown furrows Gaster’s brow. 

Then, his expression smooths out to one of general annoyance as he releases Papyrus. “Did you need something, Frisk?”

Papyrus turns with a little surprise as you come into the kitchen. “Frisk! I thought you were asleep!”

You smile, hoping they can’t see your nervousness. “U-um, yeah, but my nose got really clogged. So, um, I was just coming to get some decongestant.”

Gaster sighs a little, annoyed. “Alright then. Come on, you’re supposed to be in bed.”

You just nod and hurry to get the medicine. In no time at all, you’re back in bed, settling down to go back to sleep. 
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46 ~ The CORE - 2.0

The next morning, when you get up (to the lovely alarm clock of Flowey screaming at you), your nose is still really clogged. You have a little bit of a congestion headache, but it quickly goes away when you blow your nose and get some water.

Today is Saturday, so you don’t have school, but thanks to Flowey, you’re still up bright and early. As usual, Toriel, Gaster, and Papyrus are all already up. 

But going from the excess of papers with strange sketches on them spread all across the kitchen table, you don’t know if Gaster ever even went to sleep. Judging by how engaged Papyrus is in whatever-it-is, he might not have even gone to bed, either. 

“What’s going on here?” You ask, setting Flowey’s flower pot on the edge of the counter and turning to the pantry to get some cereal.

“I have decided,” Gaster says without looking up, “that I’m going to build another CORE.” He seems focused on the paper in front of him, barely paying attention to you. 

“Another one?” Flowey snorts. “The first one was already confusing enough.”

Gaster mumbles something that doesn’t quite sound like the Common language. “Well currently, Ebbot Town is getting power from the nearest power plant, which not only happens to be a good deal away, but it’s also a human power plant. Which means we have to pay one heck of a price to get it. Building another CORE will benefit the monster kingdom greatly.”

You think about that for a minute. “But doesn’t the CORE run off the lava in Hotland? There’s not much lava on the surface.”

Gaster actually glances up at you now. “Firstly, it runs on geothermal energy, not the magma. Secondly, ‘CORE’ unit simply stands for ‘Central Optimized Resourced Energy’ unit.  It doesn’t have to run on that. In fact, this one is going to be based of hydroelectricity. There’s a good waterfall off Mt. Ebbot that will serve the purpose nicely.”

“So what are these?” You pick up a few of the papers to move them so you can sit at the table. 

It’s Papyrus who answers. “Ideas! We’ve been coming up with ideas for the CORE-2.0 all night! And all morning! Except for the sunrise. We stopped to watch that.”

You smile a little. 

Flowey seems less impressed. “Ideas?” He snorts. “These just look like scribbles.”

“They are merely concept sketches. Nothing is to scale, it is simply to express a basic idea.” Gaster is giving Flowey a dark look. 

“Yeah, children’s ideas.” Flowey shoots back. “These drawings are so bad, I can’t tell if that’s a building or an animal. Or maybe even a tree! You guys suck at drawing!”

Gaster gets that dark, vicious look on his face. “Yeah? Well at least we can draw! You don’t have any hands, or leaves, and you’re too limited in that pot to summon vines! You can’t even pick up a pencil, weed!”

Flowey lets out an incredulous splutter. “Weed?! I am a flower, you Royal Science Jerk! Flowers are beautiful parts of nature; I thought you were supposed to be smart, being a scientist and all!”

Gaster lets out a huff. “If it were true that you were a flower, you are a buttercup, of the Ranunculus family- commonly seen as a weed, not to mention highly toxic. That hardly seems beautiful.”

You just start eating your breakfast. Flowey and Gaster keep going back and forth, insulting each other, and, honestly, Gaster’s insults are a lot more impressive than Flowey’s. But, in the long run, they’re not actually trying to physically harm each other yet, so you don’t intervene.

And luckily, you don’t have to. Papyrus does, instead. He thrusts the paper he was drawing on in Gaster’s direction. “Here, Dad! What about this?”

Gaster’s whole countenance changed immediately. His expression softens, a spark of paternal pride lighting in his eyes as he accepts the paper, and looks over it. 

Then he turns to Papyrus, gesturing at the paper. “These are stabilizers, right? And this is the safety catch?”

Papyrus nods to his questions. 

Gaster smiles. “Well. I’m not sure about putting the secondary overflow there, but the rest of it looks pretty solid. Definitely merits further research; we can put this with the others.”

Papyrus practically glows with pride, and he lets out a happy Nyeh Heh heh! as he goes to set the paper on a small stack. 

Sans wanders in about then, blinking sleepily. He just takes one look at the papers, then looks up at Gaster. “gonna build ‘nother core when the lab’s finished being rebuilt?”

Gaster nods. 

As Sans gets some breakfast for himself, you give him a funny look. “How did you know it was for the CORE?” You ask. 

He just shrugs. “helped design the first one.” 

“Really?!” You and Papyrus both look astonished.

Gaster answers. “Yeeeaaaahh, I remember that! You were the one who gave me the idea for the first working prototype! Those were good days.”

Sans just makes a kinda strange noise. “actually, speaking of way back when, i had a kinda funny dream last night.”

“Oh?” You can’t help but notice how Gaster’s attention has gone from decided between the conversation and the design he’s working on to fully on Sans. “About what?”

Sans blinks a little and rubs the back of his skull. “we were in snowdin, havin’ a snowball fight. but you were… weird.”

“Let me guess.” Gaster is grinning. “I was wearing a white lab coat, and didn’t have the cracks in my skull.”

Sans just nods. 

Gaster laughs and grins, striding around the table to sweep Sans up in a hug. “That was your first time in Snowdin! You remember! Ohhhh, this is great! Maybe you’ll even remember everything!” And then, still holding on to Sans, Gaster moves back around the table to throw his other arm around Papyrus’s shoulders. “And maybe you’ll remember, too, Papyrus! Hah, I thought all those years were gone, but maybe they’re not!”

You only watch and grin as the little family is fully swept up in excitement. It’s hard not to be happy for them- not that you would want to be unhappy. 

But they’re all so excited, Gaster and Papyrus matching each other in enthusiasm, and even Sans bouncing a little, grinning widely. 

You only watch, until Flowey interrupts with a loud “Can you guys cut it out? All of this sappiness is gonna make me sick!”
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47 ~ Fragments of a Soul

Saturday afternoon comes, and Toriel decides that there needs to be some family bonding. She makes some popcorn, and pulls everyone into the living room after acquiring some board games. You’re not sure where she got the games, but they’re all good ones. 

Sans and Gaster totally dominate everyone at Monopoly. It ends up with each of them owning practically a third of the board with fully developed properties, while the rest of you slowly go bankrupt as you cross the board. Even after you, Papyrus, Toriel, and Flowey have gone completely bankrupt and dropped out of the game, the two of them keep going, amassing fortunes, emptying the bank, and trying to be the one to land on that last unclaimed railroad. Gaster eventually wins. 

Next, Toriel pulls out Clue. Papyrus wins that one quickly (it was Mr. Green in the game room with the revolver) and his prize is lots of snuggles from Gaster and Sans. 

Flowey recommends you play Battleship (it involves blowing people up!! What could be better?!), but Toriel seems a little reluctant because it’s only a two player game, but then Gaster starts coming up with a rule set for a five player game, and once enough boards are found, you all play that for a while. It’s confusing and kinda difficult, but fun nonetheless.

Dinner doesn’t take too long. There are plenty of leftovers, and everyone is having fun with the games and is eager to get back to it. 

Gaster then chooses Risk as the next game. It’s sorta difficult, and you more just like playing with the little figurines, but you play the game anyway. Toriel is surprisingly good with it; Gaster says it’s because she was one of the head strategists in the monster and human war. Toriel quickly deflects that topic of conversation by shoving the empty popcorn bowl into Gaster’s hands and telling him to go make more- which he obliges. 

When he comes back with the popcorn, you suggest Apples to Apples as the next game. After a few rounds, everyone’s pretty much figured out the strategy for choosing the proper red card to match a green card. Flowey always chooses the most contradictory thing. Toriel usually chooses a reasonably logical one. Papyrus’s are always incredibly well-thought out, while Sans’ choices tend to make the least sense. Gaster alternates between incredibly, ridiculously, factually scientific answers, and making his opinion, or just a flat out silly card, sound like it has a scientific reason for it. 

You play Settlers of Catan for a while after that, but Flowey starts complaining that it’s boring. When Gaster tells him to shut up, he starts screaming, so that puts a quick end to the Settlers of Catan. 

Scrabble comes next. Sans and Papyrus team up for it, and so do you and Flowey. The brothers win, though, as Papyrus’s skill with puzzles and Sans’ skill with words together makes them an unparalleled team.

Well. You think Gaster might be able to match them, but he’s actually looking pretty tired by then, and keeps trying to spell things weirdly. He assures you that he is spelling things correctly, just in Hands, but you think he’s just making excuses.

And then Sans asks an all-important question. “hey, dad? when was the last time you slept?”

Gaster gives him a jokingly contempt look. “Sans. I’m a high energy monster who mostly doesn’t exist and is made of Void antimatter. I don’t need to sleep.”

You laugh a little.

Sans, though, frowns. “so, what you’re saying is the last time you slept was almost a week ago when you fell asleep watching that movie.”

Gaster just shrugs. 

“Dad!” Papyrus admonishes. “Even I get more sleep than that!”

“And I don’t need sleep! Things that don’t exist don’t need energy!” Gaster argues, only to promptly yawn afterward. 

“Maybe you just need less sleep?” You suggest. “Since, you know, you said you mostly don’t exist? So you still kinda exist, and still kinda need energy?”

Before Gaster can respond, Sans cuts in. “hey dad, can i sit in your lap?”

Flowey lets out an audible snort at that, to which Gaster responds with a dark glare and an “Of course you can, Sans.”

Sans wastes no time in settling down in Gaster’s lap, leaning back against his dad. Gaster wraps his arms around Sans and snuggles him. 

Flowey, though, true to Flowey-form, sees this as fit time for an insult. “Wow, smiley trashbag, you’re like a little kid.”

Surprisingly, Gaster doesn’t respond with a vicious burn. He seems to have settled down around Sans just as much as Sans has in his lap. He’s hugging Sans in a loose grip, and has slouched down to let his chin rest on Sans’ shoulder. And his expression has relaxed, his working eyesocket drooping just a little. It seems Sans knows a trick or two in getting his family to take a nap. “He is a little kid. My little kid. Always will be. You too, Pap.”

Sans snorts a little, but he doesn’t seem particularly perturbed. “gee, dad, we’ve been okay for the last decade or so without you; i think we’re a little more grown up than that.”

Gaster’s looking pretty drowsy, now, snuggling Sans almost like a stuffed toy. “Mmmmmmnahhh. Your Soul’s not full. You’re my kid.”

That truly piques your curiosity. “Their Souls aren’t full?” You ask. “What do you mean?”

Gaster yawns. “Well. Th’ way I made ‘em. Just cut out bits of my own Soul. So, y’got a normal Soul…” Another yawn. “… where th’ mom ‘n’ dad both contribute traits ‘n’ stuff to th’ Soul. But here, y’just got some parts from me and no one else… ‘n’ so, your Souls are just made… from that… and there are some traits… you’ll never have, missing…” Gaster yawns yet again, his head falling forward and eyes closing. “… Just… Soul fragments… always… my little… boys… …my…” He gives Sans one more cuddle, then falls still but for the rise and fall of his shoulders with each gentle breath. He’s fallen asleep, contentedly snuggling Sans to his chest. 

For a moment or two, everyone’s silent, just glancing around at each other. 

Then Toriel blinks a little. “Can… Can someone explain to me what exactly he meant?”

You just shrug, not entirely sure you understand yourself. Papyrus does the same, and so does Flowey, despite not really having shoulders to shrug with. 

Sans, meanwhile, seems to have followed Gaster’s example, and has dozed off. 

This seems to remind Toriel of something. “Oh! It is getting quite late. Frisk, you ought to start getting ready for bed, now!”

You complain a little, but you are sort of tired. So you go to bed, and fall asleep, Flowey already counting the hours until he can scream you awake. 
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48 ~ A Big Reveal

It’s a bad day for everyone when Flowey decides he’s in a bad mood. 

Of course, he can’t actually be in a bad mood. He has no Soul, no emotion to go sour to make him in a bad mood in the first place. He can get frustrated, yes, when things keep going wrong for him. But those days where he’s just grumpy?

You’re pretty sure he literally just wakes up in the morning and decides “I like today less than most days. I’m gonna be in a bad mood today.”

… Or, at least, something similar to that. 

Regardless, this Saturday begins with Flowey screaming twice as loud as usual, a whole two hours ahead of normal weekend time. 

That means he wakes you up at 5:46 AM. On a Saturday. 

“WAKE UP WAKE UP YOU LITTLE IDIOT GET UP!” He screeches in your ear. “IT’S ANOTHER FREAKING AWFUL DAY, AND IT’S TIME FOR YOU TO GET UP AND SUFFER YOUR WAY THROUGH IT ALL THE WAY TO THE END SO YOU CAN CRAWL BACK INTO BED LIKE THE DESPICABLE LITTLE PIECE OF TRASH YOU ARE AND GO BACK TO SLEEP TO START OVER AGAIN IN THE SAME NEVERENDING CYCLE OF MISERY AND DEPRESSION!”

With a glance at your alarm clock to see the way-too early time, you groan and shove your head under your pillow in an attempt to block out the noise. It’s futile, of course, and you know it. No mere pillow could stop Flowey’s voice. 

“Flowey,” you complain, “it’s Saturday. Let me sleep.”

He starts screaming in a mimic of your actual alarm clock, letting out intermittent sharp cries that are already giving you a headache. 

“Flowey!” You complain louder. 

“I’M BORED, FRISK! I DON’T HAVE A SOUL AND I’M BORED. GET UP!”

“Flowey…”

“DO YOU KNOW HOW HARD THIS IS, NOT HAVING A SOUL?! I CAN’T FEEL ANYTHING! AND I’M STUCK WITH YOU, WHICH MAKES EVERYTHING WORSE, SO IF YOU’RE GONNA FORCE ME TO STICK AROUND WITH YOU, YOU’D BETTER BE AWAKE! GET UP!!” 

With a muttered word in another language that Gaster told you not to repeat, you give up and sit up in bed. “Fine! Fine! I’m up! Just stop screaming!”

Flowey proceeds to scream for another five minutes, just because.

When you finally get downstairs to the kitchen, you see that Toriel, Papyrus, Gaster, and even Sans are all awake and there. 

Gaster gives Flowey a look of absolute animosity. “Thanks for the wake up call, weed.” His voice makes it clear that he would rather have thrown Flowey into a bonfire than be woken up like that. 

“I have to suffer alone every day.” Flowey spits back. “You can handle getting up a little early, oh-mister-high-and-mighty-Royal-Scientist.”

If looks could kill, then the look that Gaster gives Flowey would probably level the whole of Ebbot Town, and maybe even Mt. Ebbot itself, too. “You don’t know anything about being alone.”

“Uh, hello, Soulless flower incapable of emotion, surrounded by sentimental idiots who expect his sympathy, thanks. Can’t get much worse than that.”

You wouldn’t know it’s possible for Gaster’s expression to get darker, except that you’re there, and you see it happen. “Try this- take a Soul so numb it can’t emote at all, and a demon trying constantly to kill you. Then, go live in a world not where you’re to the side, but where you’re not there at all. Where no one knows you, remembers you, where you don’t exist. Where you can’t reach out into the world and change something you don’t like, can’t interact with what you do, a world where you are merely an observer, able only to watch as your family moves on without you, without ever noticing you, without you ever even existing. Try that, and then tell me you’re suffering right now.”

Flowey responds with an equally venomous look. “My family has moved on without me! They live on every day, and they’ve completely forgotten about me! They replaced me!”

Your pulse quickens. You’re getting nervous, that slight adrenaline boost right before a fight coursing through you. Everyone looks nervous- all the bystanders, at least. 

Gaster and Flowey just look furious. 

“Replaced you?” Gaster scoffs. “You mean you replaced yourself, filling a spot that was meant to be left empty. You’re trying to fill a dead monster’s shoes, and failing because you can’t regain a fallen Soul.”

“Excuse me?” Flowey’s voice is getting that creepy, angry tone in it, the one he uses to try to intimidate people. “I am very much alive, thank you!”

“You’re alive, sure!” Gaster’s eyesockets have gone completely black, and he stands up, slamming his hands palm-down on the table. “But Prince Asriel is dead!”

You suck in a sharp breath, and you notice both Toriel and Flowey cringe at the name. Sans and Papyrus look nervous and confused, both ready to reach out to Gaster. 

But Gaster continued. “Asriel is dead, and you’re nothing but a Soulless husk, clinging to life with borrowed Determination! You’re a petty insult to my prince’s memory, and every breath you take is a corrupt imitation of something that wasn’t meant to come back! The fallen are gone, and Prince Asriel is dead!”

Gaster’s got everyone at a loss for words. Flowey seems… shocked. He’s blinking, his mouth twitching, but his eyes are wide and he’s not making any sound. 

It’s Toriel who breaks the tension, a strange fury alighting in her eyes. “What do you mean by this, Gaster, bringing up the name of my son?”

You can’t help but shudder internally. There’s a reason you didn’t tell Toriel and Asgore about Flowey being Asriel, but Gaster seems to be oblivious to that. Or he just doesn’t care; you can’t tell. 

Gaster looks from Flowey to Toriel. You can tell it’s a struggle for him, that diverting his fury is like trying to change the course of a river, and then keeping that from flooding out on Toriel is like trying to stop a tsunami. He manages, though, and you suddenly realize the enormous amount of self-control he has. 

“That weed,” Gaster jabs a finger at Flowey, “is infused with Asriel’s essence. He has all of the prince’s memories and thoughts, but he twists them and calls them his own, despite the fact that Asriel is gone. He claims himself to be the prince, but the prince is dead.”

Toriel looks at you. Her face has none of the usual motherly warmth to it, now it’s all queenly authority. “Frisk. Do you understand what he’s saying?”

Hesitantly, nervously, you nod. 

Toriel turns a little to look at Sans, Papyrus, and Gaster. “I think you all need to leave. Now.” She makes it clear that it’s not a suggestion; it’s a command. 

Gaster looks like he wants to protest, but something seems to occur to him, and he relents. Then he turns and strides out. Sans and Papyrus glance at each other, then quickly follow. 

Then Toriel turns to you. The power in her eyes is still there, but now it’s shadowed by a deep sadness. She sighs. “Please, Frisk. Explain to an old woman what this has to do with her child.”

You hesitate. How can you tell this to her?

Then you sigh. From the beginning, you suppose. She deserves to know. 

So you start to talk. 
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49 ~ Asriel is Dead

It takes you a little while to figure out what to say. How do you tell your mother that the Soulless murder flower is actually her son? More importantly, how do you say it nicely? How do you say it kindly, without breaking her Soul?

Toriel seems to see your hesitancy. “Frisk,” she says gently, “it’s okay. Please, just tell me.”

You nod again, and take a deep breath. With just a glance at Flowey, who still seems to be in shock, you begin. “You remember how I said- I said that Flowey absorbed the six humans Souls and all the monster Souls, and when he fought me, he used so much power that he broke the Barrier?”

Toriel nods. That’s what you told them, the story you fabricated to tell what happened. 

“Well, um… when he did that, with the power equal to seven human Souls… he turned into Asriel. Like, the real Asriel Dreemurr, with horns and floppy ears and a fancy robe and everything. And he-… After I fought him, he broke the Barrier, and gave all the Souls back… and turned back into Flowey.” 

Toriel looks from you to Flowey, then back to you. “But… how?”

“… As close as I can figure out, when Asriel died, his dust spread out in the throne room, and in the ground… and when the golden flowers grew there, they absorbed his essence. And then, Alphys did the Determination experiments with the flower and…” You gesture to Flowey. He seems to be recovering from his shock, but he’s not saying anything. 

“Why… Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because Asriel asked me not to. Just before he turned back into Flowey, he told me not to tell you because… because he didn’t want to hurt you.”

Toriel looks back at Flowey. She’s on the verge of tears. 

“Don’t.” Flowey’s word comes as a sharp stab in the silence. 

“Wh-what?” 

“Don’t look at me like that. I know what you’re thinking; you’re thinking oh, all this time, my son Asriel has been right here, and now I know, I have my son back, but you don’t.”

Toriel takes a shaky breath. “A-Asriel-”

“STOP IT!” Flowey screeches. “Didn’t you hear me?! I’M. NOT. ASRIEL! I have his memories, but I’m not him! I don’t have a Soul! I’m not Asriel, I’m FLOWEY!” He looks away, still scowling. “Gaster is right. Asriel is dead. He’s never coming back, and I’m just a soulless memory.”

There’s silence for a long time. Toriel is looking at her hands. Then, slowly, she says, “I… I need to think about this for a while. You two can go.”

You nod in understanding. It’s not much information, but it’s still a lot to take in. So you stand up and pick up Flowey. 

Maybe, you think, you should go check on Gaster and Sans and Papyrus. You glance at Flowey. He’s scowling, his expression not only saying that he hates everything, but that he’s legitimately angry at everything in the world. 

Maybe you shouldn’t take him with you. 

So you drop him off in your room, setting his pot on your nightstand. “I’ll be back in a little while, alright?”

Flowey doesn’t respond. 

“Flowey?”

“Just go already, geez! Leave me alone!”

You sigh a little. “Okay. See you later.”

You head downstairs, and poke your head into the kitchen. Toriel is still sitting at the kitchen table. “I’m gonna go check on Gaster, Sans, and Papyrus, ‘kay?”

She just nods.

So you step outside, and pull out your phone. After a moment, you decide to call Papyrus, because Gaster is probably still really mad, and Sans is probably doing his best to calm Gaster down, and would be less sympathetic to an interruption than Papyrus.  

After a moment, Papyrus answers his phone. “Hello?”

“Papyrus?”

“Yeah?”

“Where are you?”

“We’re at the l-”

There’s a loud noise on the other end, like a roar and a crash and an explosion all at once.

“What was that?!” You ask as soon as the sound abates. 

“U-um,” comes the reply, “that was Dad. He’s- he’s blowing things up.”

The sound repeats itself, with slightly more bang this time. 

“Uhh— okay, I’m on my way.”

“Okay! Just-” another explosion in the background, “-be careful!”

You agree and hang up. Then you’re racing to the lab. 

The lab construction is almost finished. All that’s left is the roof, and it’ll be done. It’s a big building, even bigger now that Gaster had it rebuilt and a residency added onto the side for the skeleton family to live in. 

You come inside, and step into the elevator, hitting the button for the basement floor (Gaster’s personal lab is the only basement level now, since most of the lab extends upwards rather than down. You asked him why he needed a personal lab when he had the whole five-story building to himself, and he said he plans to hire more scientists. This was quickly followed by a comment from Sans about firing those scientists.)

You haven’t seen the basement since it was just a hole in the ground, and you have to admit, it’s pretty impressive. The hallway the elevator door opens into is long and spaciously lit, the floor dark linoleum and the walls, bricks with a stripe of tile at about shoulder height. There are five doors, two on either side of the hallway, and one at the end. The two on the left are steel, or some similar metal, the one closest to the elevator looking like a sealed vault door or a bunker hatch. The doors on the right are made of some heavy, dark wood. And the door at the end looks like the door to the principal’s office at school, wood with a frosted glass window at the top, and a metal plaque clearly stating the office beyond as belonging to Dr. WD Gaster. (You still have to figure out what WD stands for.)

It’s easy to tell where everyone is- the noise coming from the second door on the left is a dead giveaway. So you walk up to the door, take a deep breath, and push it open. 

§

A/N

For anyone in the USA, happy Independence Day!! For anyone else, uh…

Happy Tuesday, I guess. 

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


50 ~ Stress Relief

Everything seems to slow down as you open the door, each heartbeat stretching into infinity as everything seems to be moving through molasses. 

The door opens. 

Gaster, standing in the middle of the room. Starts to turn. 

Something in his hand. A mug. 

He’s facing you. His arm rising, the mug rolling off his fingers. 

It’s trajectory, straight for your face. 

You can little more than watch, your heart pounding, as the ceramic beverage container whips towards you. 

And then it stops, and you suck in a deep breath, seeing that one of Gaster’s hands has materialized in the air and caught the mug, only seconds before it smashed into you. 

“Frisk.” Gaster says calmly, though there’s an undercurrent of frustration and anger in his voice. “You’re supposed to knock before you come in.”

You chuckle nervously a little. “Right. Yeah. Learned my lesson…!”

Looking around the room, you see it seems to have been made for the explicit purpose of destroying things. 

Well, okay, not really. But that seems to be its purpose at the moment. 

A number of stainless steel topped tables have been shoved against some machinery to one wall, and Sans and Papyrus are sitting atop one of the tables. That seems to be the only area safe from Gaster’s rage venting. The rest of the room is in near shambles, bits of broken glass and machinery littering the floor. There’s even a soft shimmer of semi-luminescent dust and a tension in the air that says Gaster has also been using attacks to break things. 

You look around a little nervously as Gaster accepts the unbroken mug from his hand. “So-… have you-… just been breaking things?”

Sans chuckles. “yeah, he says it’s a good way to relieve stress.”

Gaster, meanwhile, proceeds to chuck the mug at the wall, where it shatters with a loud CRASH. Before the broken pieces can even break apart that far, Gaster twitches a hand, a single much-more-draconic-looking-than-Sans’ Blaster appears in the air and fires off a purple-tinted beam at the falling pieces. They’re all engulfed in the Magic attack, and when the Blaster dematerializes, all that’s left of the poor mug are a few charred bits of ceramic. 

Then Gaster turns to you. Surprisingly, all remains of the anger in his eyes are vanished- either breaking things really actually works well for him, or else he’s successfully shoved the emotion down enough that you can’t see it anymore. “Was there something you wanted, Frisk?”

“U-um, yeah. I just wanted to make sure, y’know, you were all alright, ‘cuz, uh, I know what happened was a little, uh. Yeah. It was a lot. And. Um.” You glance at the brothers, still sitting together on the edge of one of the tables. “I wanted to make sure you all understood what happened.”

Gaster gestures dismissively- he might be Speaking in Hands, but you think it’s more just waving off your concern. “I already explained to them.”

Papyrus slides off the table and walks over to you. “Yeah! He did! Frisk, is it true? Is Flowey really Prince Asriel?!”

“No!” You quickly say, waving your hands. “I mean, yes, Flowey came from Asriel’s dust and he’s got Asriel’s memories, but… Even Flowey said. Without a Soul, he’s Flowey, not Asriel.”

Gaster snorts a little. “Good to hear that even the echo accepts that he’s dead.”

“But…” You frown a little as something begins to occur to you. “But he can come back. He fought me, so he can come back.”

Gaster opens his mouth then hesitates, glancing around at the mess. “… Why don’t we… go somewhere else? I can clean this up later.”

You nod and agree. 

A short while later, you and Gaster are walking into Grillby’s restaurant on the Surface. Papyrus realized he had a sparring match with Undyne to get to, and he dragged Sans along in hopes of getting his brother to exercise a little. So it’s just you and Gaster who are going to get lunch.

Really, it kinda makes you laugh a little. You went to Grillby’s with Sans in the Underground, and Papyrus took you on a date. Now, you’re going out with the final member of the family, lunch with Gaster. 

You really don’t think this is anywhere near a date, though. Aside from the rather large age gap that would make something like that, quite frankly, disgusting, you don’t think Gaster really has any sort of romantic interest in… well. Anyone, least of all you. You can’t imagine him being in love with anyone, at all. 

Maybe more like… Getting lunch with a friend? You’d say, maybe, adoptive dad, since that seems about the right age for Gaster, but Asgore is your dad, and besides, you don’t think Gaster would be happy with that. 

So… getting lunch with… with… your adoptive uncles’/friends dad? 

That just sounds weird. Really weird. You decide you’re just getting lunch with a friend. 

Lunch with your friend is hamburgers. Thankfully, Gaster doesn’t unscrew the ketchup bottle lid, so you can actually eat your burger. And, as is per Grillby’s standards, it is an excellent burger.

Once you’ve both finished eating, things begin in earnest. Gaster slides his empty plate to the side and leans forward against the table, folding his hands on top of it. “Now, then, allow me to guess what you’re thinking: you’re thinking that, since you’ve seen it happen, you know it’s possible to bring Asriel back, and you’re thinking that there’s got to be a way you can do that. But, Frisk, dead things are meant to stay dead. They’re not meant to come back, and neither is Asriel.”

“I’m not so sure about that.” You argue. 

“Oh?” Gaster’s brow rises above his working eyesocket. “I’d rather like to think that I’m right, however, as you seem so determined to do so, go ahead and explain your logic.”

Asriel can be brought back, you know he can. So, now, you just have to convince Gaster of it, and you’re absolutely certain he will make it happen. 
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51 ~ A Question of Morality

Gaster’s given you an opportunity to convince him that Asriel can be brought back, and you’re determined to do so.

Leaning forward a little against the table at Grillby’s, mimicking Gaster’s own posture, you start to talk. 

“You and I both know that Asriel can come back. I fought him, and he broke the Barrier. And it was him, even as a child. Flowey may be an ‘empty husk,’ as you said, but then, doesn’t that mean if we fill him up, he can be Asriel again?”

Gaster nods just a little. “You’re right, I’ll give you that. Theoretically, if he has enough power, he would turn back into Asriel. But, then, where do we propose we get that power?”

“Well… Can’t we… Give him a Soul somehow?”

Gaster’s brow rises. “How? Take it from someone? That would kill them.”

“What about how you gave Sans and Papyrus Souls?”

“Different scenario entirely.”

“How is it different? You’re giving a Soulless being a Soul!”

“Because then, it was putting a piece of my Soul into a piece of my body. Their frames were conditioned to my Magic, and compatible with my Soul. On the off chance that someone were willing to give up their Soul to Flowey, it wouldn’t be enough- the incompatibility between Asriel’s essence and the foreign Soul would cause too much energy leakage, and it would be completely ineffective.”

“That can’t be right!” You argue. “Because if that were true, then how did he turn into Asriel when I fought him?!”

“You can still fill up a leaky bucket if you pour water into it fast enough, Frisk, so long as you’re putting in more than is falling out.  The power equivalent of seven human Souls poured emotion into Flowey fast enough that it made up for the incompatibility. Which then brings us a step further- you wouldn’t just need to kill one human to get a Soul, you’d need to kill seven. And as much as I’m for killing humans, I get the impression that’s not what you want.”

You sit back, thinking on that. It’s true; Flowey didn’t turn into Asriel until he had six human Souls and all the monster Souls. He just became that strange, creepy… Omega Flowey with the six Souls. And he was still sadistically emotionless. 

So… is there no way, then? Because you’re not going to kill seven people. You’re not going to kill anyone. Ever again. And without either seven Souls or a compatible Soul, Flowey will remain Flowey.

… But what about a compatible Soul? What if you could get that?

Gaster sees your expression shift. “What now?”

“Well… you said you put a piece of your Soul into Sans and Papyrus. So what about… If Toriel or Asgore put a piece of their Soul into Flowey?”

Gaster seems to muse on that for a moment, then he shakes his head. “No. It wouldn’t work. Mainly because, again, my Soul into my body. Toriel and Asgore are both Toriel and Asgore. Even though Asriel came from them, he’s still Asriel. Not Toriel and Asgore put together. So even if you could get a Soul fragment into him, and even if you could grow it into a full Soul, it still wouldn’t be enough.” He pauses. Then, “I mean, I suppose, theoretically, Toriel and Asgore could—” He seems to realize what he’s saying, and hesitates. Then he shakes his head, muttering something under his breath. “Maybe they could… make another one, but even still, that would still be like making another child. A sibling to Asriel, not another Soul for Asriel. It wouldn’t work.”

You frown. “But what if you did both of them? A Soul fragment from Asgore, and one from Toriel, and put them together to make an Asriel-Soul fragment?”

Gaster gives you a look. “Were you not listening to what I just said? Asriel wasn’t just Toriel and Asgore put together-”

“No, that’s not what I mean! I mean, kinda, but not quite. It’s like… like making a cake! Asgore and Toriel are like the eggs and flour, and if you add certain amounts of both, you’ll get Asriel. The cake isn’t just eggs and flour together, and no one would eat just eggs and flour. But when you put them together, with all the right ingredients…”

Gaster leans forward and looks at you. “Frisk, I’m only going to say this once. There’s a lot of monster procreation that we don’t know anything about. It extends beyond even my abilities to just go… make a Soul, and it’s so much more, so much bigger than just shoving two Souls together and seeing what happens. And even if it were possible to do so, I have no idea how much of each of the ‘ingredients,’ as you put it, would be needed to make Asriel exactly. And just sticking a fragment from Asgore and a fragment from Toriel together? Even if they were precise amounts, that would work no more than trying to fit two pieces from different jigsaw puzzles together. It simply wouldn’t work.” He sighs, shaking his head. “Asriel was my prince, Frisk, and a very good kid. I would love to have him back as much as you, but…”

You both sit there for a long time. You try to think of something, anything, but Gaster’s just shot down all your hopes, all your plans. 

“So-…” you ask quietly. “So there’s nothing we can do?”

“Frisk, I-…” Gaster sighs. “There’s-…”

“What?”

“… Do you believe in heaven, Frisk? That there’s life after this? That there’s something… bigger than this?”

After a moment, you nod.

Gaster lets out a small chuckle. “It’s kind of hard not to, as a monster. We’re beings of hope, and it’s hard not to believe in…” He trails off. “… It’s a little funny, actually. I’m a scientist. I believe in proofs, in evidence. That there’s an explanation for everything, that can be explained through material means. But I’m a monster, and I’m still reliant on hope. I have to believe that there’s a heaven, because if there isn’t something after this, then what’s the point of it all?” He shakes his head a little. “Point is, Frisk, you’ll be hard pressed to find a monster who doesn’t believe there’s a heaven. And Asriel… his Soul is dead, Frisk. In heaven, I believe. It’s only his consciousness here, stuck in Flowey.” Gaster gives you a small smile, and the sympathy in his expression surprises you. “Isn’t it time that we let that go, too? Doesn’t Asriel deserve to rest in peace?”

The expression that crosses your face is reflexive horror. “Y-you mean kill him?!”

Gaster shrugs a little. “In the sense that you’re thinking… I suppose so, yes. But Frisk,” he continues as your revulsion deepens, “wouldn’t that be a mercy? Think about it. He’s emotionless. He can’t feel, he has no love, no hate, no joy, no anger, no sorrow. He’s just… empty. You could even debate he has no real HOPE, as it’s only determination that’s keeping him here. He has no purpose. Is… is that really even truly alive? Does he truly have a life here anymore?” Gaster pauses. “… And… if you were stuck like that…” He trails off, but you know what he was going to say. 

If you were stuck like that, would you want to keep going?

But it doesn’t matter. Because you’re not going to kill anyone. Not even Flowey. Not even if he’s not fully alive. 

Gaster sees the resolve in your eyes and nods. “It’s not an easy thing to think about, is it?”

There’s a long silence as you proceed to think about hard things. 

Finally, you look up at Gaster. “… Could you do it?”

“Hm?”

“Kill him. Could you do it?”

“I would consider it an act of mercy. For my prince.”

“But could you actually do it? Look him in the eyes and-…”

“… Yes. It might be hard, but… yes. Asriel is dead. Flowey is proof that the dead aren’t meant to return. It would merely be allowing Asriel’s consciousness to join his Soul.”

You think on it. You know from experience, you could do it. 

And it’s not the thought of doing it that makes you sick, it’s the knowledge that you could do it.

Gaster lets out a sigh, drawing your attention back to him. “Look. Since I’ve actually met you, in person, you’ve been trying to convince me you’re a good person. And, I’ll admit it, you’ve kinda grown on me.” He stands up, and starts to leave. “So I’ll tell you this now; if you really want to convince me you’re a good person, you’ll do the right thing.”

Then he’s walking out, telling Grillby to put the expenses for the burgers on his tab. 

And you’re left sitting there, thinking. 

You’re not going to kill Flowey. You’re not. He is alive, he really is! You can’t kill him. You’re never going to kill anyone again. 

Maybe Asriel is dead, but Flowey is alive. You know it. He moves and thinks, and maybe he doesn’t feel, but he’s still alive. 

Nonetheless, you don’t think the twisting feeling in your stomach is from the burger you ate. 
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52 ~ No Question

You take your time in getting home. Gaster’s given you a pretty weighty load to think about, and you don’t particularly feel like discussing it with anyone. 

Would it be a mercy?

Of course, you’re not going to kill Flowey, no matter what. You’re never killing anyone, ever again. 

But the question still drags itself through your mind, limping along like a stray dog that refuses to leave. 

Is Flowey, unable to feel emotion, really alive? And would killing him be merciful?

… At this rate, you’ll have to find out if there’s some sort of mental animal control to catch this stray dog of a thought. 

You could do it, you know. Kill Flowey. You’ve done it before, no problem. 

You’ve held a knife in your hands, stepped up to stand in front of the flower. Sometimes, he was badly beaten, cut nearly to shreds, after a long battle. One time, he was begging you for mercy, Asgore’s dust still settling around you both. 

Yeah. You’ve killed him before. 

You could easily do it again. 

As a mercy.

And just like that, you turn, step off the sidewalk, and puke into some bushes. 

When you’ve finished regurgitating your meal, you fall back onto your rump and just sit there for a little while, trying to take deep breaths. Your stomach and your throat both hurt now, and you just want to go lay down. 

You just want to stop thinking about this.

Because there is no question. It doesn’t matter if Gaster is morally right or morally wrong. It doesn’t matter if you’re morally right or morally wrong. 

You are not going to kill Flowey. 

There’s no question. 

There’s not. 

There’s not!

There—

“F-Frisk?” Alphys’s voice snaps you out of your troubled thoughts. “W-what are you doing back here?”

You glance at the bushes, then look away. “I-… I don’t feel too good.”

Alphys looks where you looked and goes a little pale. She shakes it off quickly, though, and steps over to kneel beside you, pressing a hand to your forehead. Then she pulls away a little. “W-well it doesn’t feel like you have a f-fever, so that’s good! D-do you think you can s-stand? You can l-lean on me, and I’ll w-walk you home.”

You just nod a little and take her offered hand. You’re a little woozy, but Alphys does indeed let you lean on her shoulder, and she keeps up a soft, steady chatter about… well, about her life. Anime and Undyne and working at the lab now that Gaster’s there. 

You’re thankful for this. It kinda distracts you from… well. That stuff.

When Alphys knocks on the door to your house, you’re surprised to see that it’s Asgore, not Toriel, who answers. His expression is some strange mix of pleased and sorrowful, and then, on seeing you, a splash of concern is added. “Frisk…?” He asks slowly.

“T-they said they didn’t feel too well.” Alphys supplies. “S-so I h-helped then walk home.”

There’s a little more conversation between them, but you stop listening as soon as Asgore scoops you up. You’re tired, and it feels nice to let your head rest on Asgore’s shoulder. 

He carries you inside, Alphys following, and into the living room, where he sits down on the couch and lets you settle into his lap. 

And then Toriel is there, hurrying over to you, keeping down and gently running a hand over your forehead. “My child! Alphys told me you threw up! Are you okay?”

You give her a bit of a tired smile. “I-… I’m a little bit hungry, actually.”

She returns your smile. “That’s good. I’ll get something for you.”

Toriel leaves, and Asgore and Alphys talk a little more, but again, you’re hardly paying attention, because Asgore has started rubbing your back, and you’re comfortable in his lap, and starting to fall asleep. 

Then Toriel returns with a glass of orange juice for you. You sit up a little and accept the glass with a small ‘thank you’, and start to sip at its contents. 

And then, something amazing happens. Something wonderful, truly astounding, absolutely marvelous. 

Toriel sits down on the couch next to Asgore. And it’s not like “opposite end of the couch” next to. 

She sits down right next to Asgore and reaches out to gently grab your hand that isn’t holding the glass. 

And she isn’t giving Asgore dark, angry looks. She’s not scolding him. She’s not generally disapproving of him. 

You don’t know what happened, when Asgore came over, what they talked about (well, actually, that one’s pretty obvious: they probably talked about Flowey), but whatever it was, the pair of bossmonsters seem to have made their peace. 

After drinking the juice, you feel a lot better. Toriel is still concerned, though, and wanted to carry you up to bed, but you said you would rather stay downstairs with them. So she lets you stay in Asgore’s lap, and he seems okay with this, too. 

Alphys leaves after a little while. Undyne and Papyrus’s training session would have ended right about then, so Alphys goes to meet up with Undyne, and Sans and Papyrus arrive home shortly after. They’re concerned for you, but since you’re feeling better now, their moods aren’t dampened. 

And then, later, Gaster comes home. 

Papyrus is the one to greet him at the door with an enthusiastic hug. Gaster returns the hug just as enthusiastically, lifting Papyrus’s feet off the floor for a second. 

After hugging Papyrus, Gaster slips into the living room, where Sans, also on the couch, gets an affectionate pat on the head. 

Then Gaster sees you, curled up in Asgore’s lap. “Did something happen?” He asks. 

Asgore dozed off some time ago, so it’s Sans who answers. “apparently, frisk got sick earlier today.”

Gaster’s good eyesocket widens a little. “Sick…?”

“yeah. y’know. they-”

Gaster cuts Sans off with a sharp sigh. “Yes, Sans. I know what that means.” Then Gaster steps over to the couch, crouching down to look at you. “…Is this my fault?” He asks quietly. 

You just shake your head. 

“Are you sure?”

You nod. 

He gives a single nod in response. Then he stands up, walks over to Sans, scoops Sans up, then flops down where Sans was sitting, with Sans now in his lap. 

It wasn’t Gaster’s fault, not really. It was your own. You were the one to kill Flowey in those other timelines. Not Gaster. You’re the one who could do it a—

No. You tell yourself. I’m not going to think about that.

Toriel comes into the living room from the kitchen, having put whatever’s-for-dinner in the oven to cook, and sits down again next to Asgore. Papyrus sits down next to Gaster and rests his head on Gaster’s shoulder. 

You blow out a slow, sleepy sigh. This. This is good. Your family around you, everyone okay and contented. Gaster doesn’t hate you, and Toriel doesn’t hate Asgore. Everyone’s happy, and comfortable, and… and alive.

…

No, there’s no question about it. 

None at all. 
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53 ~ A Bit of Concern

The next morning when you get up, you feel a lot better. 

Well. Physically better. The question of morality still remains. You tell yourself it doesn’t matter, because you’re not going to kill Flowey, but it still twists in your mind. 

You’re careful to distract yourself, though, whenever you get thinking about it too hard. You don’t want to be sick again. 

And, honestly, this whole thing brings up another question of morality, specifically, of Gaster’s morality. 

He said he would do it. He would kill Flowey. He said he would consider it a mercy. What sort of morality is that? Does he think that’s the ‘right thing’?

Is he going to think you’re a bad person because you’re not going to kill Flowey? Because leaving Flowey isn’t the ‘right thing’? 

And who says killing is an act of mercy? What kind of a person is Gaster? How could he be like that?

… What made him like that?

Because you refuse to believe that anyone can just inherently believe killing is okay. So something had to make him like that, something had to have happened to him, something…

When you go downstairs for breakfast, you find Asgore and Toriel (Asgore left last night, but apparently came back this morning) are there, in the kitchen, talking… about Gaster. So you stop by the doorframe, not wanting to interrupt. 

“-not that surprising.” Toriel is saying. “Sans and Papyrus have said that sometimes they dream about him. In fact, it seems like they are well on their way to remembering all the big details, if not everything completely. But then, they are pieces of him, so it makes sense that they would remember more easily. That doesn’t mean we shouldn’t remember a few fragments, too, though.”

“Yes, but…” Asgore replies slowly. There’s a nervousness in his voice, and a sorrow. “Everything I’ve heard from the brothers is happy. All good memories.”

“And yours is not?”

“… No.”

There’s a moment of silence. 

“… Asgore. Tell me.”

“Tori…”

Another moment of silence, and you can imagine Toriel giving Asgore that don’t-Tori-me,-Dreemurr look.

“Toriel,” Asgore amends, “It’s… very… violent.”

“Asgore. I am an adult. I can handle hearing about a little blood.”

Asgore heaves a sigh, and you know he’s accepted his defeat. It’s impossible to argue with Toriel. “… It was in the war. You remember the battle when… When my father and I fought all the humans, and in the end, he— he didn’t—…” 

You suddenly feel really bad. Asgore lost his dad in the war. You…

You never knew that. 

“Yes. I remember.” Toriel responds gently. “Was Gaster there?”

“… yes. He-… yes. I just remember one moment… Standing on the battlefield, with Dad leaning on my shoulder, and seeing him standing there… there was so much blood, Toriel. Dripping off his hands, splattered across his skull, soaking his clothes… those clothes, Sans’ jacket and Papyrus’s scarf, and they’re just-…” Asgore heaves another sigh, and it almost sounds like he’s getting choked up. “… He raises his hand, and summons his Blasters, weapons like nothing I’ve ever seen. And-… And, oh, Toriel, he kills them. All of them, just obliterates all of the humans… and he’s laughing. Like-… like he’s enjoying it. He-…” Asgore cuts himself off. 

You feel a little sick again. Imagining Gaster like that, slaughtering people left and right, and laughing while he does it…

What kind of a person is Gaster?!

“… I’m sorry.” Toriel says. Despite the situation, your Soul does a little dance in your chest at the softness in Toriel’s voice. She’s being so kind to Asgore…! You can’t help but hope they’ll get back together. 

There’s another long moment of silence, and you decide that you should probably stop eavesdropping now.

So you plaster a smile over your concerns about Gaster, and step into the kitchen. 

Toriel and Asgore both look up as you come in. 

“Good morning!” You say cheerily. 

Toriel gives you a small smile. “Someone’s happy today. Any reason why?”

Internally, you cringe just a little. You’re not actually that happy. You’re just trying not to show you were listening. You don’t have a reason for the smile on your face. 

… Well, you suppose honesty is the best route, here. “Nope!” You reply to her question. 

… Mostly honest, anyway.

Toriel laughs a little, but before she can say anything else, the kitchen timer rings. “Oh! Breakfast is ready!” She hurries over to the oven, and pulls out a pan of muffins that smell absolutely amazing. 

A few minutes later, Toriel takes a pair of muffins and puts each on a plate. Then she brings them over to the table and sets one plate in front of you, and the other in front of Asgore. 

And now your smile is genuine. “Actually, I do have a reason to be happy!” You say. 

“Oh?”

“Yeah! You two are back together again!”

It’s hard to tell through all the fur, but you could swear that they both blush.

“O-oh, no, Frisk!” Toriel protests. “We-we aren’t- we’re not-”

“But you’re friends again!” You interrupt. “And that’s good.”

Asgore smiles a little tentatively. “It is good.”

Toriel relents with a sigh. “Yes, I suppose it is.”

You just grin and pick up your muffin. 

And when Gaster comes into the kitchen a little while later, you even manage to keep from showing anyone just how nervously sick you feel.
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54 ~ Arrogantly Impressive

As time goes on, you keep a wary eye on Gaster. He’s loud and eccentric, swears a lot, and sometimes starts breaking things when he gets frustrated, but you never see him exhibit that dark, twisted mentality you’ve heard rumor of, saw just a little glimpse of at that lunch. 

Thankfully, as time goes on, the sickening thoughts fade from your mind. 

Several months pass, and a few things happen. 

First, you turn twelve.

Second, the lab is finished being built, and the skeleton family moves out of your basement and into the home built off the side of the lab. You’re sad to see them go, even if it is just a few blocks down. The house seems quiet without them there. 

And third, as the end of the school year approaches, so too does the third annual monster-human convention. 

Even after nearly three years now, humans are still very wary of monsters. To ease the tension, way back when monsters first arrived on the surface, it was decided that every year, there would be a convention, when monsters and humans could meet in peace in a designated area. Last year, several world leaders even came to meet you and your monster friends. 

You like the convention, a lot. There were a ton of different attractions, as monsters and humans tried to show each other the best of both races. Alphys has told you it’s like a comicon, but just all about people, not anime or games or books. 

Gaster, however, finds the idea… less than appealing. As Royal Scientist, he’s kinda required to be there, but he assures you, he would rather not. Nonetheless, he’s preparing an exhibit with several model CORE prototypes, and has said multiple times that if he’s got to go, then he’s going to make sure everyone is thoroughly impressed with the scope of his work. 

You replied with a sarcastic, “the scope of your work, or the size of your ego?”

In turn, he gave you a cuff on the head and a snort. “Those are the same thing, you uneducated child.”

In all honesty, though, his work is pretty amazing. Like he said, the new CORE is going to turn hydroelectricity into Magical energy, and the site for it is a little ways down the river that originates high on Mt. Ebbot. So far, it looks like the CORE will also double as a bridge across the river, giving it a secondary functionality as a travelable area, just like the original CORE. 

You’ve seen a few concept designs for the new CORE. They’re all different, and all look awesome, like futuristic bridges, sometimes with huge spires, or wide platforms spanning the river. 

You can’t wait to see what it will look like. 

Also speaking of CORE prototypes, Gaster sometimes lets you sit in on the prototype testing. So far, there have only been two designs that actually came close to working, but Gaster assures you that it’s already going quicker than the designs for the first CORE. Sans tells you that one took more than twenty years to even plan.

Sometimes, prototypes blow up, but Gaster never wants you to load your save file from before the explosions. “They blew up. Didn’t work. What’s the point of going back just to scrap the design anyway?”

When the convention arrives, you’re just a little ball of determined excitement. You had a lot of fun last year, and you’re going to make sure this year is exactly the same, if not better. 

Despite Gaster’s disposition. 

Nonetheless, you make him promise not to use any attacks, and you check in on him frequently.

The main part of convention takes place at the high school stadium in the town where you go to school- or, went to school, as Ebbot Town will have it’s own school next year. Gaster appears to have gotten one of those plastic chairs and is sitting in it backwards, generally glaring at all the humans who pass him by. He’s also keeping an eye on the four CORE prototypes Toriel had him bring, and occasionally shouting at people not to touch them, kinda like some old guy shouting at kids to get off his lawn. 

But, overall, he’s being generally peaceful, and it seems like things will end up okay. 

… Until a woman insults one of the CORE prototypes. Gaster is immediately out of his seat, striding over with a more than irritable look on his face. “Excuse me, but what did you just say?”

The woman gives Gaster a look. “I said, ‘this is stupid; the design will never work.’”

Gaster gives the woman a look that says she’s the stupidest person in the room. “And what qualifications, exactly, do you have to pass judgment on my work?”

Surprisingly, the woman does not back down from Gaster’s glare, but stares up to meet him, hands on her hips. “I’ll have you know that I graduated with top marks from Stanford University—”

Gaster quickly cuts her off. “And I’ll have you know I was kicked out of university because they were scared of my ideas, spent ten years in the mountains building machines and equipment that allowed me to fly, was personally sought out by the Royal Scientist, then hired on the spot by the Royal Scientist, became the Royal Scientist, designed weapons that, in the right hands, could decimate an entire army in a matter of minutes, spent the next half-century or so building a civilization in that Dog-forsaken pit, eventually cloned myself, twice, and created my sons, designed the first CORE, which happens to be a completely clean, self-sustaining energy source, built the first CORE, and bent the entirety of space and time in an attempt to get by the Barrier! So I think I’m just a little more qualified than you to say that this prototype is a viable design for a power plant, thank you very much!”

As Gaster speaks, his words rising in speed and volume, his hands have also begun moving, gesturing wildly. The woman to whom he is speaking has evidently realized she’s not dealing with anything like she’s ever seen before, and has shrunk back just a bit. A small crowd has also gathered, watching the spectacle. 

Before Gaster can continue, you slip over and tug gently on the sleeve of his coat. When he turns to you, you realize that for as much as he’s venting his irritation, he’s exhibiting an extraordinary amount of self restraint. There’s a deep loathing, burning in his eyes, and it scares you to think what would happen if he let loose for even just a second. 

“Yes, Frisk?” He asks sharply. 

“Um.” you say, scrambling for an excuse to get him out of here before he loses it. “A-Alphys was looking for you a little while ago. She had some people she wanted to introduce you to, some scientists or something.”

Gaster lets out an irritable huff, and to everyone around, he must look incredibly irked. But you can see the small spark of relief in his eyes as you gesture him to where you last saw Alphys, away from this particular crowd.

“Frisk,” he tells you as you start to leave, “I must ask a favor of you: do not let anyone blow up my CORE prototypes, understand? And by no means allow this woman,” he jabs a finger in the direction of the lady, “to insult my reputation.”

You laugh a little. “I’l do my best. With the first one, I mean. I dunno how much I can do about the second.”

Gaster throws his hands into the air with a scoff. “Kids these days, I swear! Aren’t you supposed to obey your elders or something?”

You just laugh as he strides off to find Alphys. You feel a little bad for handing him off to her, but they work together, and Undyne should be there, too, so everything should be fine. 

And it is. The rest of the convention proceeds smoothly, even the part where you got up to give a short speech about monsters and humans getting along together, but forgot your notes for it. You manage to remember all the important details, and make up the rest, and smoothly pass off the speech to Toriel.

That night, you go to bed, contented with the day’s events. 
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55 ~ Uneasy Truce

A few weeks pass after the monster convention, and suddenly, it’s been one entire year. 

One whole year since you first heard Sans and Papyrus talking about their mysterious lost dad, one whole year since you started on the quest to find him. You’re glad you did. He’s a good person.

Even if he has some questionable morals. 

As school finally ends and summer vacation begins, you find yourself gravitating more and more to the lab. Alphys, Sans, and Gaster are almost always there, and Papyrus and Undyne frequent the place as well. Gaster’s also hired at least a dozen more monsters as employees, and fires and replaces at least one of them every week or so. (Sans assures you that in the Underground, he fired people almost daily.)

As the days go on, Gaster begins testing more and more CORE prototypes. He uses these runes in designing them, like some sort of magical written language that channels Magic… or something. He says every rune does something different, and different sequences of runes can do different things. In the proper order, apparently, you can do anything with runes and a little bit of Magic. 

Yeah. Definitely a Magic language. 

For the most part, the CORE prototypes are either too inefficient to be used, don’t do anything at all, or blow up. Runes are, you suppose, a lot more complicated than you thought.

And then one day, Alphys comes into the lab leading a pair of humans. 

The first is a man, about five foot five-ish. He’s got flat brown hair and a fine fuzz of stubble across his jaw. The second is a tall woman with long, blond hair pulled back into a ponytail. They’re both wearing lab coats. 

Gaster has his back to them when they walk in, and he’s in the process of explaining a particular detail of some Magic conversion units to Sans. Then he halts, mid-sentence, and slowly turns around, a look of incredulity on his face. 

“Dr. Gaster?” The man asks. “Are you Dr. Gaster?”

Gaster gives him a cold look. “I am.”

The woman lets out a sort of squeak noise, and the man starts babbling excitedly. It’s a little ridiculous to watch, honestly. “Oh, golly, I’ve been reading that theory you published online about quantum mechanics and the relativity of space and time and can I just say it’s amazing and I can’t believe how accurate-”

“Stop.” Gaster just lifts one hand, palm out, commanding silence. He is immediately obeyed. For a long moment, he just looks at the two humans, his face coldly impassive. Then, “Alphys. Why have you brought… these people into my lab?”

Alphys fidgets a little. “U-um, I w-was talking to them o-online, and m-mentioned that I knew you- and- heh—”

Gaster cuts her off with a sigh, reaching up to rub at his nasal bone with one hand. “Alphys… humans are not-”

“Hey, Gaster?” You interrupt, and the tall skeleton turns to you. “Can I, uh, talk to you a minute?”

He heaves another heavy sigh and follows you as you step into a side room. “Yes, Frisk?”

You decide it’s best to be blunt. “You gotta be nicer to them.”

Gaster frowns. “Frisk, they are-”

“Humans. Yeah. I know. Which is exactly why you have to be nice to them. Think, if you kick them out of the lab just because they’re humans, how will that make monsters look to the rest of the world?”

His scowl deepens. 

“Look, you don’t have to be all buddy-buddy with them. Just-… be mildly civil, okay? Can you manage that?”

He gives you a glare. “What if I can’t?”

“Gaster…”

Gaster throws his hands in the air. “Fine. Fine! I’ll be nice to the filthy murderers-”

“Gaster!” You cut him off sharply. “Those two probably weren’t even alive when the war happened! They’ve probably never even seen a monster before today, much less hurt one, much less killed one! They’re decent people, not murderers.”

Gaster doesn’t reply vocally, but you can guess some of the things he’s saying with each hand gesture. 

“Look, just… treat them like interns you kinda dislike, okay? That’ll be good progress.”

He mutters something that sounds vaguely like confirmation. 

You smile at him. “Great! Thanks!”

He turns to the door, reaching for the knob, then pauses. “Oh, and Frisk?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re asking a heck of a lot of me, here, so you had dang better have some good compensation for it.”

You chuckle a little. “I’ll get Mom to make you some pie.”

He scoffs a little, but still walks out, you trailing behind. You get a little nervous as Gaster stalks up to the two nervous humans, but he doesn’t touch them. 

(Not that that matters. You realize he could probably kill them without touching them.)

“Listen to me, and listen well.” Gaster says in a low voice. “You touch any of this stuff, I’ll drag you out into the street. You break something, I’ll drag you out into the street then hold you there until a car runs over your legs, then I’ll leave you there to rot. Don’t. Break. My. Stuff. Understand?”

The humans nod quickly. 

“Good.” Gaster turns to Alphys. “You’re responsible for keeping them out of trouble.” Then he pivots on his heels and strides back to his desk. “Sans! Figured out that converter yet?”

And just like that, he’s ignoring them. 

You just smile as you make your way back to the spinny chair you had been sitting in.
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56 ~ No Panic

You think Matt and Elise are funny. You like them. 

You decided, when Alphys took the two humans to show them around the lab, to tag along. And the two scientists are complete, utter geeks, obsessing over everything Alphys shows them. And they really are excited, so excited to be there, that they actually refuse to touch anything out of fear of being thrown out. 

Of course, about ninety-five percent of the words out of their mouths you don’t understand, since it’s all science-y babble, but you pick up on the excitement easily.

After exploring the seven upper levels of the lab, you all pile into the elevator again to head back to the lobby. 

“What about the basement?” Elise asks suddenly.

You and Alphys share a glance. 

“That’s Gaster’s personal lab. You guys… probably aren’t allowed down there.”

They put up some protest, trying to argue that Gaster never said they couldn’t go down there, but you and Alphys stay firm. The argument is ended when the elevator doors open to the lobby, and the four of you step out. 

Then the P.A. comes on, Sans’ voice ringing out through the building. “hey, can everyone associated with the core project come to the main core lab? we’re gettin’ ready to test the next prototype.”

You glance at Matt and Elise. They’re giving Alphys puppy-dog eyes.

Alphys shakes her head. “A-are you kidding? I-if I let you in t-there, Dr. G-Gaster would kill me, a-and then fire me!”

But you wanna go see the CORE prototype, too. “But Alphys, aren’t you part of the CORE design group? Sans said everyone associated with the CORE group, and you’re a part of the CORE group! You gotta go, and we gotta come with you, ‘cuz Gaster said you had to stay with us!”

“Frisk…” Alphys protests nervously.

“Please?” Matt begs. “You’d be my favorite person in the world, except for Elise!”

The argument goes back and forth for another few seconds, and then Alphys cracks. 

“F-f-fine! L-let’s g-go!” 

The four of you gather once again into the elevator, and Alphys hits the button for the fifth floor. Soon enough, you’re all entering the main CORE lab. The room is a flurry of activity, a hurricane of preparations as the CORE prototype is readied for it’s testing. And, of course, Gaster, standing beside the CORE prototype, is at the center of the chaos, directing it, shouting orders every which way.

Matt and Elise look like they’re in heaven, the stars in their eyes nearly comparing to those in Papyrus’s eyesockets the first time you told him you liked his spaghetti. 

Gaster registers your presence with only a glance, and continues ordering people around. After a moment, you find he’s suddenly ordering you around, telling you to carry things from here to there, clean up that mess, for Annoying Dog’s sake, get me some coffee!

You’re just as busy as the scientists.

And then, you think, Elise and Matt’s dreams must have come true. 

“You two! What do you think you’re doing, standing there? Get to work! Those cables need to be cleared up, make sure nothing is tangled!”

The two of them scramble over, grinning like maniacs. In a moment, they’re suddenly embroiled in the chaos just as much as everyone else, and they’re having the time of their lives. 

And then Gaster is calling out, “safety checks complete?”

And Sans responds, “safety checks complete!”

“Begin power-up!”

And then the CORE prototype is humming to life as Gaster feeds just a touch of Magic into it, to boost start it. 

And then, Gaster is stepping back, laughing, genuinely laughing. “It’s working…! The energy output… it’s working!”

The room erupts into cheers. 

And then there’s a sound like a rumble of thunder, and an invisible force knocks you off your feet. You slam into the ground—

-on your back-

-head cracking against the floor-

-ears ringing, head pounding-

-every agonizing heartbeat, gasping, choking-

-breathe, Frisk-

-lungs burning, can’t see-

-c-come on, breathe…!-

And suddenly, you’re sucking in a choked gasp, recovering from having the wind knocked out of you. Alphys is standing over you, hands on your chest, healing Magic flickering across her fingers.

Slowly, you sit up, groaning.

Alphys smiles. “O-oh! Y-you’re okay! Good.”

You smile at her and nod, looking around the room. It seems everyone was knocked off their feet. Matt is helping Elise up, and Gaster is sitting with his back against the wall, Sans in his lap. Everyone seems to be alright, just a little banged up. 

You look at Alphys. “What… what happened?”

Alphys glances at Dr. Gaster. “H-he said the Magic flow was even h-higher than he expected, a-and the p-prototype couldn’t contain it all, and o-overflowed.”

“And everyone’s okay?”

She nods. “Now everyone i-is! You h-had a small c-concussion, I healed you.”

You smile and thank her, and climb to your feet. You’re sore and stiff and a little bruised but everyone’s okay, and the CORE prototype worked. 

The day goes on, and all the CORE scientists are excited, Gaster most of all. He says they just need to modify the overflow and channeling capacity and the prototype will work. 

Matt and Elise are just about out of their minds with glee- not only did they get bossed around by Dr. Gaster, but they were caught in a CORE explosion!

The day winds to a close, and you decide it’s been a good one. 

And then morning comes, and you hurt so bad you can barely get out of bed. 
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57 ~ Passing it On

Flowey wakes you suddenly with his shrill shriek, and you lurch upward.

But you quickly flop back down, a sharp cry escaping your mouth. You’re in pain like you’ve never felt before, not even that-one-time right before you quit. It’s like all your muscles are all tensed and locked, your skin stretched tight over your frame, a hurricane in your stomach, your guts tied in knots, your lungs filled with lava, and your joints all twisted the wrong direction. 

You’re in pain. Such pain. 

You let out a strangled sob, but that only hurts more, like a knife being stabbed into your diaphragm with the breath. But you can’t help it, the pain tearing through you, you start to cry. 

You can hear Flowey screaming but your head is pounding and you can’t focus on his words, not to mention your ears are filled with your own agonized sobs. 

Flowey’s voice grows in volume, but the muffled words make no sense to you.

It seems like this forever, agony in your body, Flowey screaming senselessly. 

And then Toriel is there, gently scooping you up, stroking you hair, cradling you in her arms. “Shh, shh, it’s okay, Frisk. Everything is going to be okay. Alphys is on her way, she’ll know what’s wrong. Everything is going to be okay, my child.”

Like this, still, unmoving in Toriel’s arms, the pain abates just a little, enough for you to stop crying, take small, slightly calmer breaths. 

Toriel holds you until Alphys arrives, then she settles you gently back on your bed, but holds your hand and keeps her own hand resting on your forehead. 

Alphys has brought a lot of sciencey gadgets and scanners, and in addition to these, she goes through with the usual medical examination of looking in your mouth and ears and eyes, listening to your pulse, poking around at your belly. 

And, in the end, looking at one of her gadgets, she looks very concerned. 

“Wh-what’s w-wr-rong?” You ask, your voice hoarse and throat burning. 

“I-” she says quietly, “I-… I d-don’t-… I think s-should c-call Dr. G-Gaster—…”

Her words make you nervous, makes your heart beat fast, every pulse another stab of agony in your chest.

It seems like an eternity until Gaster arrives. You hear him talking with Alphys quietly outside your room, their voices just murmurs. 

Then Gaster is stepping over to your bed. For a long moment, he just looks at you, his face blank. Then a small, surprisingly sympathetic and gentle smile crosses his face. “So, you’re not feeling well? What’s wrong?”

You whimper. “E-everything h-hu-rts—…”

“Well,” He murmurs, more to himself than you, “let’s see if I can’t fix that.”

Gaster repeats Alphys’s examination of you, but there’s a major difference between the two examinations. Alphys’s was carried out with an air of hesitation. She didn’t know what was wrong with you, and her examination, apparently, yielded no conclusive results. 

Gaster’s examination, though, is calm and conclusive. He seems to know exactly what he’s doing, and with him there, you know you’re going to be okay. 

Once he’s finished, he turns to go. “I’ll be back in a moment. I’m going to get some… medicine.” He leaves without explaining what exactly he means by that, his lab coat swishing dramatically as he strides out the door. 

Toriel goes back to gently stroking your head, while Alphys offers nervous assurances that you’ll be okay. 

After maybe ten minutes or so, Gaster comes back into the room, and sits carefully on the edge of the bed. From the pocket of his lab coat, Gaster withdraws a small bottle. He reaches out and lifts your head, pops the cork, and holds the lip of the bottle to your mouth. “Drink this.”

You do. It’s cool and thick and a little bit slimy, but it soothes the burning in your throat. “Feels good… w-will this make me b-better?”

Gaster opens his mouth, then closes it. Then opens it again, rubbing at the back of his neck a little. “Ehhh… no, not really. In all honesty, it’s more of a test than anything else. To see if I’m right.”

You get a worried expression. 

Gaster chuckles a little. “Don’t worry, I’m probably right.”

“I-if— if you’re n-not?”

“Nothing horribly bad. You get really drowsy, probably fall asleep, and I start a more extensive examination.”

“You said it wouldn’t cure them.” Toriel interjects softly. “So if you’re right, and it’s not going to make them better… what will it do?”

“Make them pretty sick in, give or take ten minutes.”

You let out a small panicked cry and lurch upwards. Toriel grabs your shoulders and forces you down. It takes you a moment, but you calm down, and the fresh wave of pain recedes.

“That does not sound very good.” Toriel says to Gaster. 

“Well. It is. Especially if I’m right. Which I am.”

“Why is it good?”

“Well, see, here’s what I think is wrong. Frisk, you’ve been around monsters for more than three years now, completely surrounded by Magic on all sides. Now, so long as you’re not touched by an actual attack, this is, generally speaking, okay. But all Magic leaves residue in the air, and you’re living in an atmosphere that’s absolutely saturated with it, and it’s been seeping into your body. Again, ordinary circumstances, this is mostly okay. Your body filters it out gradually. Even in the event of an immense amount of Magic saturating your body, such as say, I don’t know, an overflow of Magic from a prototype CORE explosion, your body should be able to circulate it out.”

“But-… it’s not?”

Gaster shakes his head. “No. It’s… It’s like… like an allergy. Really, in small amounts, you can handle it just fine. No major side effects, the equivalent of a stuffy nose and runny eyes, a headache and maybe some nausea. But with such a major amount of Magic sitting in your body… you just can’t handle it. The Magic is destroying your body. Eventually, in this environment, the Magic will seep into your bloodstream, destroy all your vital organs. But!” He quickly adds, seeing the panic on your face. “But, what I gave you is a mild Magic neutralizer. If I’m wrong, it neutralizes some of the naturally occurring Magic in your Soul, and you sleep it off. I’m right, and it neutralizes most of the oversaturation, and your body-”

You flinch, your arms wrapping around your stomach as something in your gut twists. 

“Yeah.” Gaster says. “That. Good thing I brought this, too.” And he pulls, presumably from his inventory, a bucket, and slips it in front of you just as you sit up straight and vomit.

It takes a while. Four or five minutes, you think. But eventually, you fall back in bed. You still don’t feel good. You feel tired, exhausted. But the pain in your body has dulled to a throbbing ache. 

Gaster peers into the bucket with your sick in it. Then he looks away. “Yeah. Definitely Magic. So, long story short, the CORE explosion filled you up with Magic, and now it’s killing you.”

Toriel and Alphys look panicked, but you’re suddenly not afraid. 

Because pain scares you yes, but you know you can survive death. Better yet, you have a solution to this. 

You reach for your SAVE file. 

“M-my l-last save was right b-before the explosion— I can just go back and—”

“Change nothing in the long run.” Gaster says. “Frisk, the CORE explosion was just the tipping point. This is something genetic, and the reaction began the second you came in contact with Magic. The second you first crossed the Barrier, when you fell into the Underground. Even if you could reset that far back, it would mean never freeing the monsters. Even if you stopped the CORE explosion, more Magic residue would just gradually gather in your body, and we’d reach this point again sooner or later.”

“S-so I’m going to die?” You whimper. 

“… Everyone does eventually.”

And then Toriel reaches out and slaps Gaster across the face. He gives her an astonished look, and she slaps him again.

“Toriel-”

She slaps him again. Then she grabs Gaster’s shoulder and points at you. “You would not say that if they were your child. Now do something.”

Gaster gives her a pitying look. “I can’t.”

“Why not?” She demands. “You know so much about this… this condition. Surely you know a cure!”

“I-” Gaster protests, “I didn’t read that part of the book!”

“WHAT?!”

“We were in the middle of a war, Toriel, and I was a grief-driven Royal Scientist on a quest for vengeance against humanity! I was looking for a way to weaponize it, not- not cure people!”

Toriel starts to retort, but you interject. “If-… if it was in a book, c-can’t you just go read it?”

Gaster heaves a sigh. “No. It was-… it was an original, hand-written manuscript… in the Capitol City library.”

“S-so..?”

Toriel and Gaster share a glance. Then Toriel says, slowly, “Frisk, after the monster surrender in the war, the humans… burned the whole of Capitol City to the ground.”

You feel something wet slip down your face as the realization sinks in. 

You are going to die. Resetting can’t fix it. 

“There h-has to be something you can do.” Alphys says. 

Gaster sighs. “… I suppose there’s still a bit of time. The neutralizer will make Frisk weak, but it should keep the damage from going too far. I can… I’ll take samples, blood, saliva, see if I can’t figure something out.”

Slowly, you reach out and grab Gaster’s hand. He’s your only hope, now. 

“Stay Determined.”
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58 ~ A Solution

It’s a chilling realization. That resetting can’t fix everything. You knew this, of course. Sans warned you; even if he was talking about the Void, and not some slowly-killing-you-from-the-inside Magic buildup. Resetting can’t fix everything, and you can die. You will die.

You just hope that it’s sometime in the distant future, after Gaster’s figured out a way to save you and you’ve lived a long, happy life.

But, in the meantime, you’re confined to bed. The medicine that Gaster gave you, that neutralizes the Magic in your body, also neutralizes some of the natural Magic in your Soul. And that means you don’t quite have all the Magic you need to sustain yourself, meaning you’re tired all the time.

Not to mention the fact that taking the medicine makes you sick, and most of the time after that, you just want to curl up in a little ball for a few hours at least. 

And the monsters, all of them, are more than sympathetic to your plight. For almost a week, you don’t even see any of them except Toriel, because they’re all afraid of adding to your pain because of the natural Magic residue they cause. But you assure them you’d much rather have them visit you and take a little more of the medicine than not see them. You don’t think you can get through this alone. 

Matt and Elise come visit sometimes, too. It seems the two humans have been thoroughly enchanted by the monster kingdom, and have at least decided to stick around for a little while, maybe even move in eventually. They say they feel bad for you, almost like they’re partially responsible, because they were helping with the CORE prototype when it blew up. You tell them it’s okay, and repeat what Gaster said about it happening eventually anyway. Still, they always try to bolster your spirits. 

Speaking of Gaster, he really is working hard. Sans tells you he’s put the whole CORE project on hold, and no one sees him much because he’s in his lab all the time. You only see him every few days when he comes to check on you, and make sure you’re still doing okay. Sometimes he takes more blood samples for his tests.

For a while, he seems perfectly normal. But then, as time drags on, he actually starts to look tired, the stress of his work showing on his face. Dark rings appear under his eyesockets, and when he speaks, his voice is rough and weary. Sometimes he just bursts out cursing furiously in Hands. 

Even so, you always feel most confident in your survival when he’s there. He always tells you he’s on the verge of a breakthrough, and soon enough, you’ll be able to get back to running around, doing stupid childish things all day again. And always, when he turns to leave, you repeat the same two words to him. “Stay Determined.”

He always gives you a small smile. “Of course.”

You think the only time he doesn’t treat you so kindly is when he comes in, and Elise is there with you. She, of course, hardly notices his gruff manner, being utterly absorbed in the fact that Dr. Gaster is right there, but you can see the cold light burning in Gaster’s eyes, and he spends little time in leaving. 

But, for the most part, things are calm. Not alright, not easy, and certainly not enjoyable. But calm. Nothing is asked of you, nothing expected of you, but to keep holding on. 

And you do. With all your friends, your family supporting you, cheering you on, you do. 

It’s almost two months by the time Gaster figures anything out, and you don’t like his solution. 

“I’ve exhausted all sorts of chemical and natural options. Some might slow it down, but in the end, they would all fail. The only solution I can find is with runes.”

“Like… like you were using with the CORE prototype..?” You ask. 

He just nods. 

You frown a little. “But… how… how does that… how would you… I don’t understand.”

Gaster sighs a bit. “Runes are, in oversimplifies terms, the DNA of Magic. So I can, in theory, use them to change your own ‘Magic genetic code’ to make it so your body can properly filter out the Magic residue.”

“But… how?”

“… I’ll have to cut the runes into you.”

You blink, not quite comprehending. “Like… like you’ll… actually be…”

“Carving the runes into your flesh? Yep.”

You’re pretty sure you go quite pale. 

“Hey, it’s just like any surgery they would do in a hospital! Except all on the skin.” He paused, then adds, “Mostly. I might have to get to your Soul.”

And you think you go even more pale. 

Gaster gives you an incredulous look and heaves an annoyed sigh. “Fine. Fine! I wasn’t gonna tell you this, but if you’re going to be all like… like that-” he gestures at you a bit, then his mock irritation breaks into amusement. “Look on the bright side, Frisk. I might even be able to make it so you don’t just filter out the residual Magic, but store it… so you could use it.”

That catches your attention. “Like-… like a wizard?”

He snorts. “I believe that is the term humans have come up with for Magic-wielders, yes.”

“You could actually make someone a wizard?”

Gaster shakes his head. “No, no, definitely not. Natural-born Magic-wielders produce their own Magic. You’d be taking the leftover scraps of Magic from monsters and using that.”

“But- but you could do that?”

A shrug. “Theoretically. I don’t have all the schematics figured out yet, but I could, hypothetically, do it, yes.”

Despite his slight uncertainty with it, when Gaster leaves, he leaves behind him a spark of excitement. To have something so potentially awesome as being able to use Magic after all this… it would almost make the whole thing worth it. Either way, Gaster says he’ll be ready soon, and soon, you’ll either be dead, or healed. 
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59 ~ Holding a Breath

It’s with a strange detachedness that you realize you’ve never been this terrified in your life. 

You’re in Gaster’s lab, now, sitting on the edge of one of the big steel tables while he finishes up getting the anesthetic ready. Toriel was left behind in the lab’s lobby, as she didn’t know her way around the lab, and Gaster didn’t want her getting in the way. Sans and Papyrus were left out in the hallway, as apparently neither of them have much of a stomach for this kind of work, and don’t know much about runes anyway. 

So it’s just you and Gaster. Soon, you’ll be unconscious, and Gaster will be stabbing you. 

Sure enough, Gaster steps over to stand beside you. “Go ahead and take off your shirt and lie down.”

You nod and do so, trembling fiercely. The steel table is cold beneath your back, and only makes you shiver harder. 

You’ve never been so scared in your life. Not even all those dangerous times in the Underground. Because then, then, you could actually do something. You could run, act, fight. You could do something, and now you can’t. 

You close your eyes as Gaster carefully fits the plastic mask over your face. It’ll administer the aerosol anesthetic that’ll knock you out. 

You can’t run, you can’t act, you can’t fight, you can’t even struggle. You just have to lie there and suck in the drugged air and hope it all works out. That’s all you have. A thin hope. Your determination is useless here. Resetting won’t fix this. You’re completely reliant on Gaster. He has to help you. You’ll die if he doesn’t- you won’t be able to—

“Frisk.”

You crack one eye open at Gaster’s sharp voice. 

“Frisk. I understand that you’re scared, but you do realize the anesthetic is completely useless if it’s not in you, right? You need to calm down and keep. Breathing. Don’t hold your breath. That’ll just make this take longer, especially considering how long the anesthetic needs to take effect already, anyway.”

You let out a small whimper as you release your breath. “Wh-what?”

Gaster blows out a small sigh. “Well… So you have all this Magic in your body, right? The problem is, most ordinary human anesthetics can occasionally cause rather… volatile reactions when mixed with Magic. So I didn’t want to use one of those, because… you know. And most Magic anesthetics wouldn’t work on you, because of the amount of physical matter in your body. This anesthetic works alright on humans and doesn’t have any dangerous side effects when in contact with Magic, but… it takes a long time to take effect.”

You let out a sort of groan and sigh and sob all at once. You don’t think you can last under this strain for much longer.

Gaster just chuckles a little. 

You close your eyes again as Gaster slips away to get his equipment ready. You can hear him moving around, and whenever you hear him draw near, you heart pounds a little faster, and doesn’t slow back down when he moves away. 

You could die here, on this table. You could die, and resetting won’t fix it. You can’t run, you can’t act, you can’t fight, you can’t struggle. Saving is pointless, because resetting can’t fix this. You’re going to die. 

You’re probably almost going into cardiac arrest when you feel something brush against your chest, and you can’t help it. You jerk away, a small shriek escaping your mouth. 

“Frisk! For Annoying Dog’s sake, calm down! It’s just a marker!”

Breaths still coming in sharp gasps, your chest heaving, your body trembling, you look up at Gaster. He gives you a bit of a told-you-so look as he waves a permanent marker in one hand. 

“Whh—” you try. “Wh-hh—… wh-at—”

He laughs a little, setting one hand against your collarbone and leaning over your chest again. “I have to admit, that is one small advantage of being fleshy in situations like this. I can lay down my plans before getting to work. It’s easier to follow pre-made lines than to freehand them with a knife, which, in turn, makes it easier to avoid mistakes. Not that I’d make any mistakes, of course. I know what I’m doing.” He pauses and looks at you. “Would you like to know what I’m doing?”

You hesitate a moment, then nod.

“I’m drawing runes, with a marker. That’s all, right now. Can you feel it?”

You can. You can feel the tip of the marker tracing strange lines across your ribs, curling together in a foreign pattern as Gaster draws. It’s a good thing you’re not especially ticklish. 

Gaster continues. “By the time I’m done with this, the anesthetic will have taken effect, and you’ll have passed out. Then I’ll start actually carving, and you won’t feel a thing. You’ll be absolutely fine. Lose a bit of blood, sure, but not enough to cause any serious issues. Then, when you wake up, you’ll be in pain, sure but nothing too bad. Nothing like what you’ve already been through. I mean, you have experience in being run through, multiple times. Believe me, I indirectly made Undyne’s spears; I know how sharp they are. This’ll be nothing compared to that. But, you’ll still probably spend… oh, I don’t know, a week? Two? Three? A while in bed while your body recovers, both from the carving and from the Magic in your body. But, soon as that’s over, you’ll be up and about again, just fine. So you see? That’s what I’m doing, making you just fine.”

You understand what Gaster’s doing. You’ve seen him do it, back when he was first out of the Void, and Papyrus’s arm was broken. He’s not taking your mind off the topic at hand, he’s simply dispelling your fear of it by rambling on, his voice so calm that it’s impossible to believe he has even a shred of doubt about it. And because he’s so confident in it working, so are you.

You’re not nearly so confident as he, though. “Gaster…”

“Hmm?”

“But-… what if-… what if it doesn’t work…?”

“Then you die.”

You can’t help the way you suck in a sharp breath, a scared gasp shattering the calm Gaster’s voice had slowly pulled you into. 

“But,” Gaster says firmly, “but that’s okay, because you can just load from your save.”

“B-but I thought you said that wouldn’t fix this!”

“Right. It won’t. But what it will do is give us another opportunity to fix it ourselves. Frisk, you’ve been telling me these past few weeks to stay determined. But determination alone does nothing; determination is just the tool. It’s up to us to do the actual work, the using the tool. So yeah, if you die, that’ll suck. But it won’t matter, because we’ll just have another shot at fixing this.” He pauses, then snorts a little. “Not that we’ll need another shot. I know what I’m doing, Frisk. You’ll be fine.”

You just let out a quiet whimper. 

“Oh, stop it. I do know what I’m doing, I’ve done stuff like this before.”

“… You… have…?”

“Oh yeah. To Sans, no less.”

“… R-… really…?”

“Yup. You’ve seen his Blasters, right? He didn’t have those originally. I made those, gave them to him with runes. And I didn’t make any mistakes there! In fact, Frisk, I’ve done stuff like this to myself! I was the first person I ever did something like this to.” Gaster’s voice seems to become a bit muffled. “I made my own Blasters, in the war. Relgore, Asgore’s dad, didn’t believe me that… …work, so… …prove to… would do just what I said… …did..! …well as I could… …later made… …hands… …people… …couldn’t have… …almost… … sleeping… …good… …just fine… …promise…”

You sleep. 
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60 ~ Seventeen Hours

Your throat is raw and your face is wet. You’re gasping for breath, your lungs not quite working right as your choked sobs taper off. You’ve been crying, weeping at the pain in your chest. As you start to wake up more, though, your cries subside. 

It still hurts, yes, but you’re regaining your senses, just a bit. Enough that maybe, slowly, you can unclench your fists, let go your death grip on—

… On Gaster’s sweater. The one he wears beneath his lab coat. Your face, too, is pressed against his chest. He’s holding you, rocking slightly, gently stroking you hair. Humming, too, the very same lullaby that Toriel hums for you when you can’t sleep.  

You let out another involuntary sob, cringing as it sends a stab of pain through your chest. For a moment, you just keep clinging to Gaster, your head buried against his ribs. You can hear the beat of his Soul, pounding alongside the soft rumble of his voice. 

Sans was right so long ago, you realize. Gaster’s voice sounds almost like the rumble of thunder, off in the distance. 

This helps, thinking about it. About something else, something not the pain in your chest. 

Slowly, you actually do loosen your grip this time, looking up at the Royal Scientist who’s very well just saved your life. 

He’s looking down at you, and as his gaze meets yours, he smiles, just a little. “Oh, good. You’re finally awake.”

You let out a sort of whimper-groan-question noise. 

“Everything went alright, it would seem.” Gaster answers. “It’s already working properly; no more damage being caused due to excess Magic.”

You let out another noise, then, “… y-you—…”

“Hmm?”

“Y-… you-… you’re-… h-hol-lding m-me…” It’s not a complaint or a question, just a simple, sleepy, happy observation. 

Apparently it’s not actually so simple as you thought, though, because Gaster glances away from you. “… Yes, well-… you started to get very restless when the anesthetic started to wear off, and-…” He looks back at you. “And Toriel would kill me if I let you hurt yourself before you were even awake. You’re my responsibility right now, after all, and she expects me to give you back in working condition.”

You can’t help but let out a laugh at that, and the resulting stab of agony in your chest draws out another sob from you, a few tears leaking from your eyes. 

Then Gaster surprises you by reaching up and carefully drying your face with the sleeve of his coat. “Oh, come on now, stop that! Everything’s worked out okay! I used my determination, just like I said I would, and you’re going to be fine.”

You nod a little, snuggling back up against him. “I-it— it just h-hurts-…”

“Ah. Yes, right. You do have over two hundred lacerations all crammed into the space of your upper body, so of course it hurts…” He pauses. “… Well. Let’s see if I can’t do something about that, hmm?” 

You just nod, closing your eyes as you once again listen to Gaster’s pulse. It’s only a few minutes, though, before Gaster is getting you to drink some foul-tasting concoction, with the promise that it will help numb the pain. And you’re still subconsciously grateful that Gaster’s still holding you close. 

“Now then. Next thing is to let Toriel know we’re done, and you’ll be home soon.”

“B-but isn’t s-she just upstairs? In the l-lobby?”

Gaster gives you a look. “Annoying Dog no, Frisk! She left almost nineteen hours ago! I told her to just go home after she dropped you off. Easier that way, since I can just teleport us to your house.”

You blink a little. Toriel didn’t tell you she’d be leaving. You’d thought she’d be there, waiting. 

It’s probably better that she didn’t tell you. 

Then something else occurs to you. 

“W-were you… working… for nineteen hours?”

He shrugs. “Naaahh.” Then he adds, “It was closer to seventeen.”

You can’t help but gape a little. Seventeen hours! Gaster was working to save your life, without rest, for seventeen hours. 

Blinking, you smile up at him. “… Thank you.”

“It was nothing. Now, come on, let’s get you home.”

And then, you are home, Gaster having teleported, and you’re being gently settled down in your own bed. 

After setting you down, Gaster turns towards the door. “I’ll go get Toriel.” And then he’s left. 

You take the opportunity to look down at your chest. You’re still shirtless, but that hardly matters. It’s almost like you’re wearing a tank top of bandages, the strips of material wrapped around you from your shoulders to the bottom of your ribcage. There are a few spots, too, where there’s a slight pinkish stain on the bandage where your blood has begun to, well, bleed through. 

Then Toriel is rushing in and gently grabbing you up in a hug. She asks you how you feel, and you tell her- still pretty drowsy, but not in any pain, thanks to whatever Gaster gave you. There’s a bit more hugging, and then Gaster is leaving, promising to come check on you tomorrow. Toriel tells you she’s made a cinnamon butterscotch pie for you, so if you’re hungry, she can get some of that for you, and she’ll even let you eat it in bed. Of course you agree. 

As she leaves to get you some pie, you settle back into bed, smiling. Gaster really is a good person, a good, determined person. 

You’re happy he’s a part of your family. 
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61 ~ Excitement

It’s an unfortunately slow two weeks before you’re able to safely and comfortably get up out of bed. 

That’s not to say you didn’t try getting up sooner. You tried twice, in fact. And twice, Toriel had to call Gaster to come make sure you hadn’t hurt yourself worse, or you weren’t internally bleeding or something. 

Gaster takes good care of you, though. He comes by every day or so to check on you and see how well you’re healing. He assures you that you’re healing quite speedily, and by the end of a month, the runes shouldn’t have even left scars. He also assures you that the runes are working perfectly, not just in keeping your body from reacting badly to Magic, but also in safely storing the excess Magic. So there’s a chance that you could learn to use it. 

Despite the fact that the two weeks seems to drag on forever, it’s not just boring lying there. Everyone comes to visit you and encourage you in your speedy recovery. Even Matt and Elise, who have apparently decided they want to move in to the Monster Kingdom and are in the process of applying for citizenship, stop in frequently. They also tell you that, as soon as it’s official, they’re going to try applying at Gaster’s lab for jobs.

You don’t expect that to work out too well, but the pair of them are just so adorable, and you don’t want to crush their dreams. So, instead, you tell them they should probably apply for jobs at Grillby’s or something at the same time, because Gaster’s hiring process takes a really long time, and they’ll still be needing to make some income in the meantime. They both seem excited by the idea, and you’re glad you don’t have to tell them Gaster would never hire a human. 

Though, who knows. One time when they’re there, Gaster comes to check on you, and… he acts almost civil towards them. Almost. He does a lot of dark, angry glaring, but he does manage to keep from insulting them the entire time. 

He just insults them most of the time instead of all of it.

And then Gaster says, as long as you take it easy, you can get up. Of course, you’re up immediately, pestering him about when can you learn Magic and how do you learn Magic and what do you have to do and-

“Frisk. Calm down. Taking it easy, I said. Remember? Go… climb a tree, or get Papyrus, Undyne, and Alphys to do piggyback races with you, or something.”

You are suddenly very confused about what Gaster considers “taking it easy.”

And you can’t even tell if he’s serious or not.

Fun as it sounds, you don’t have a piggyback race with your friends. Instead, you play video games and board games and generally pull a Sans. Your chest still kinda hurts if you move around do fast or too much, and you don’t want to be confined to bed again. 

But, as summer nears its end, you find yourself in the park one day with all your friends as Undyne tries to teach you to use Magic. 

“You just have to find that burning power inside you!” She shouts to you by way of encouragement. “And then, you take it, and just!! NNNNGGGAAAAAHHH!!” The last shout of exertion is accompanied by Papyrus’s shouts of surprise, as he was standing next to Undyne, and she proceeded to suplex him. 

You can’t help but chuckle. 

Gaster, who’s sitting nearby with Sans leaning against him, speaks up. “It might not be that simple, Undyne. Because monsters draw their Magic directly from the Soul, and I honestly have no idea where the runes are storing up the residual Magic in Frisk. If it is in their Soul, then it still has to make it through their body, which will be a lot tougher on account of them having more physical matter. If it’s not in their Soul… well. Then it’s not there. Besides, monsters are born instinctively knowing how to use Magic, whereas Frisk hasn’t even had that option up until now. Who knows, maybe, even if they can learn it, it’ll always be forced.”

After a moment, Sans looks up at Gaster and lets out a small snort. “‘member what you told me when i was first learning? it was pretty much ‘figure it all out yourself.’”

“Hey!” Gaster protests, laughing a bit. “It was a bit more detailed than that! …That was fun, though. Teaching you to use Magic. Remember when we used to spar all the time? That was fun.”

Sans snorts. “if i remember correctly, last time we fought, i had you on your back in seconds.”

“Well, I’ve picked up a few new tricks since I was in the Void.”

“suuuure.”

Undyne interrupts here. “That sounds an awful lot like a challenge!” 

You can tell she’s itching to see Sans fight, even if it’s not against her. Since last Christmas dinner when it was mentioned, she’s brought up the topic of Sans being a weapon a few times, but was always quickly shut down. Now, though, Sans seems willing to go, and Undyne doesn’t seem to want to miss the opportunity. 

Gaster seems all for it as well. “What, do you want me to show you? I’m a heck of a lot stronger now, Sans.”

Sans gives a surprisingly vicious grin. “fine, then. let’s find out.”

With that, you and Undyne move to the edge of the field, and Gaster and Sans move to stand in the middle. 

And you are once again left musing how funny it is that Gaster seems to be the only one who can really get Sans excited. 
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62 ~ Battle

The friendly battle between father and son starts off easily enough. They both throw out a few attacks- bone shaped, unsurprisingly- that are easily avoided on either side. As the low-tension opener attacks are traded, there’s a bit of conversation between the combatants. 

“So, are there any particular rules I ought to know about in terms of this combat engagement?”

“well, for starters, you’re not allowed to do any… weird voidy stuff.”

“Weird Voidy stuff. Please clarify.”

“none of that black oozy stuff.”

“Sans, literally my entire body is made of this stuff.”

“but no using it like an attack.”

Gaster heaves an irritated sigh. “Fine. No wierd Voidy stuff. Anything else?”

“shortcuts, but no teleportation.”

“Next thing you know, you’ll be telling me I’m not allowed to think or move!”

“dad-”

“Can you two quit yapping?!” Undyne interjects. “I wanna see some fighting!”

“fine.” Sans huffs, then meets Gaster’s eyes. “ready?”

“Ready.” Gaster confirms with a nod. 

And it’s like you blink, and the both of them are gone. Half a second and another blink later, they’ve met in the middle of the field and are locked in combat, bone-attacks doubling as swords. They’re going all out at each other, swinging with wild yet precise abandon, amid a chaotic storm of building Magic tension. They duck and dodge and block and attack and counterattack and dance, both moving faster than you knew they could. 

Suddenly, two massive Blasters appear, one Sans’ and one Gaster’s, high above the pair, angled downward towards the tight struggle. The Blasters fire at the exact same moment, the brilliant beams of light colliding with the ground in the same instant. You shut your eyes against the light, but you can still see it glowing against your eyelids, and the heat from the beams is still pretty hot, the roar deafening. 

When you open your eyes, there’s still an afterimage burned into your retina. By the time it clears, Sans and Gaster are standing again at opposite ends of the field, crouched in ready positions. There’s a big charred circle in the grass, maybe nine or ten feet across, where the Blaster beams hit. 

For a moment, they each stand to their opposite sides of the field, and you can see something burning bright in their eyes. 

Determination.

And then, Sans and Gaster both lunge across the field again, weapons in hand, more bones and Blasters (albeit none so large as the first few) appearing in the air to attack each other. Most attacks are dodged, though a few are landed on either side, and you realize Sans’ HP must have gone up by a lot, or else the attacks are non-damaging, because the few times he gets hit, he shakes it off like it was nothing. 

When the pair of them meet, the concussive blast of their combined Magic impact is enough to shake the ground. And then they’re dancing again, but this time attacks fill the air, each trying to gain the upper hand on his opponent through any means possible.

And then, “any means possible” becomes Blue Magic. Gaster goes flying backwards, Soul outlined Blue against his chest as Sans slams out his left hand, his left eye glowing bright cyan with intermittent yellow sparks. 

Gaster hits the ground and skids a few feet, then promptly rolls to the side as several bones spear up from the ground where he just was. Sans allows the taller skeleton a moment to climb to his feet, but you see Gaster’s shoulders are slumped, and there’s still a blue glow against his chest. He’s still under the effect of Blue Magic. 

He just laughs, though, and you hear him shout something to the effect of, “glad to see that was a good investment after all!” to Sans. 

Then he’s running again, lunging and jumping and ducking and rolling as he charges towards Sans, avoiding every attack Sans throws at him. When he reaches Sans, he doesn’t attack directly, but instead twitches his hand upward. The blue light at his chest fades, and suddenly Sans is skyrocketing, his own Soul glowing Blue. 

There’s a moment where Sans is high in the sky, silhouetted against the sun, his left hand raised. And you see upwards of twenty Blasters forming all around him, all pointed straight down. And then they’re firing off, like lightning bolts striking the earth, and Gaster is frantically dodging on the ground below as Blaster after Blaster nails the grass around him. When the attack stops and the Blasters fade, Gaster releases his Blue Magic on Sans, who immediately takes a shortcut to the ground, rather than plummeting some forty odd feet. 

Gaster summons his own mass of Blasters, now, the massive skulls with significant more draconian appearance than Sans’ Blasters appearing at strange locations around the field. You barely have time to look at the positioning before the first one is firing off at Sans, who promptly takes a shortcut. Another Blaster rotates slightly before firing- right as Sans leaves his shortcut, directly into it’s path. 

Sans lets out a shocked cry before taking another shortcut, only to land in another Blaster’s path. Sans proceeds to leap all across the field, only narrowly avoiding each Blaster’s beam, until the last Blaster slams solidly into his chest, sending him flying. He hits the ground and is still. 

Gaster lets out a shout, seemingly only just suddenly realizing how ferocious they had been getting, and is immediately at Sans’ side. You can hear him asking Sans if he’s alright, and Sans’ muttered reply, at which Gaster bursts out laughing. So, presumably, Sans is okay. 

Gaster offers Sans a hand up, then just goes ahead and picks Sans up, and begins carrying him back across the thoroughly-scorched field to where the group of you are standing, open mouthed. 

You can hear them talking as they near.

“-ow did you do that?” Sans is saying. “knowing where i was gonna land?”

“For as much as you’re aware of space,” Gaster replies, “I’m even more so, to the point where I can actually feel it when it’s folded. So I know exactly where the folds you make will meet.”

That doesn’t make much sense to you, but evidently, Sans understands. He frowns. “no fair! that counts as weird voidy stuff!”

Gaster snorts, but before he can reply, Undyne interrupts. “THAT WAS FREAKING AWESOME!!” She screams, and proceeds to pester the pair about teaching her, until Sans promptly pretends to fall asleep (or maybe he’s not actually pretending and really did fall asleep, you can’t be sure) in Gaster’s arms, which Gaster uses as an excuse to go home and escape Undyne’s excited shouting. 

You just wish you had such an excuse, because now you’re sure Undyne is going to insist that you train extra hard to use Magic so you and Papyrus and she can all train together to become that good. 
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63 ~ House Tour

When you get home, you’re sweaty and dirty, and your clothes are covered in grass stains and mud. With little success in you figuring out how to use Magic, Undyne decided that maybe the best way to stimulate it was through physical exercise. 

Needless to say, you’re very tired. Not unhappy about that, but very tired.

So you go and take a shower, put on pajamas, and flop into bed. You even manage to fall asleep, despite Flowey yelling at you. 

When you wake up the next morning, you’re stiff and sore all over. But it’s not like the pain from the Magic buildup. It’s a good soreness, the kind of soreness that says I worked hard. 

Nonetheless, you tell Undyne you’re a little too sore for more training today. Instead, you decide to visit Sans, Papyrus, and Gaster at their house. And, calling ahead of time, you get permission to spend the night there. 

When you get there, you’re a little early, and no one is at the door to greet you. You know the family would welcome you anyway, though, and go inside. You find that the atmosphere of the house is a bizarre mix of the three skeletons’ personalities. It looks like Papyrus has done his best to keep the place clean, but there are still a number of socks scattered about the room. You see one with a long chain of sticky notes on one, and you go to inspect. It goes something like this. 

“SANS! PICK UP YOUR SOCK!”

“ok.”

“DON’T JUST PUT IT BACK DOWN! TAKE IT TO YOUR ROOM!”

“ok.”

“DON’T BRING IT BACK!”

“ok.”

“SANS! WHY IS YOUR SOCK STILL HERE?”

“you told me not to bring it back to my room.”

“NYEH! DAD! HELP!”

“Sans. Listen to your brother.”

“ok.”

“SANS! WHY IS YOUR SOCK STILL HERE?”

“well dad just told me to listen to you! i can hear you just fine.”

“DAD!”

“Sorry, Papyrus. Can’t argue with that.”

“NYEH!”

You laugh as you finish reading, and continue inspecting the living room. 

The far wall has a desk pushed against it, presumably Gaster’s, and the wall itself is covered in tacked up drawings and sketches and blueprints and notes, all written in a language you don’t understand. Hands, maybe? That, or Gaster’s handwriting is just so horrible that you can’t read it. On Gaster’s desk is a mess of odds and ends and dirty dishes, as well as an Annoying Dog, napping under a plate with some half-eaten spaghetti on it. It looks like maybe Papyrus tried to neaten things up, but Gaster’s desk resisted the attempts. Gaster’s black lab coat is draped over the back of the desk chair. 

In the middle of the room is a couch that looks strangely like the green one the brothers had in their old house. Maybe they rescued it? Regardless, it’s facing what looks like a large flatscreen tv against one wall, except the screen of the tv is missing, and there are wires and such hanging out of the box. Your best guess is that Gaster’s decided to modify the tv. 

Still searching for the family, you head into the kitchen. This room is clearly Papyrus’s domain: it’s clean and spotless, everything neatly in it’s place. Still, no one is there. So you head back into the living room, and up the stairs.

The stairs lead into a hallway with a multitude of doors. Three of these doors lead to each of the skeleton family members’ rooms. The one at the end of the hall leads into the lab, as that was kinda the purpose of rebuilding the lab. And the rest are guest rooms- again, Papyrus always wants to be prepared for any hosting situation.

Merely out of curiosity, you poke your head into each room. Sans’ and Papyrus’s rooms are each nearly exact replicas of their old rooms. And Gaster’s room is an extraordinary combination of childish wonder and adult professionalism. The ceiling has been painted in an awing mural of the night sky, not black but blues and purples and slight brushes of lavender speckled with dots of white and gold creating galaxies spanning the space over your head. Meanwhile, the furniture in Gaster’s room is simplistic, all basic wooden, nothing fancy. A more or less made bed sits in the corner, sided by a nightstand with a clock on it. A dresser contains some sloppily folded clothes. And a set of shelves against one wall contain a curious assortment of books and nicknacks, the likes of which you’ve never seen.

You decide it’s probably best to not mess with anything in Gaster’s room, and instead continue to search for the family. 

The next place you check is the backyard, in which is a flourishing garden. Gaster has quite the green thumb, apparently, and grows much of the produce Papyrus uses in his recipes. But they’re not there.

Finally, you head to the basement.

The skeleton family’s basement is the best basement you’ve ever been in, you decide. It’s just got that friendly, cozy atmosphere, not to mention a pool table, a pingpong table, another large tv with two different gaming consoles hooked up, a couch and pair of armchairs by a fireplace, a mini kitchen that’s usually stocked with a variety of snacks and multitude of hotdogs, and, finally, finally, your friends. 

Gaster and Papyrus are at the pingpong table, going all-out against each other, while Sans is slumped in one of the armchairs, keeping score. You’re a little surprised to see that Sans, much like Gaster not wearing his lab coat (and it’s kinda weird to see him without it, just wearing a sweater and cargo pants), is not wearing his blue jacket over his teeshirt. 

When you come in, Papyrus and Gaster’s game stops as they both turn to look at you. 

“Frisk!” Papyrus strides over and scoops you up in a hug. “You’re early! All the better, as that means more time for us to hang out together!”

You just laugh and hug Papyrus back.

Not much later, after greetings have been made all around, the four of you are already engaged in a round of two-on-two pingpong (you and Gaster versus the brothers) and you can tell it’s going to be a good night. 
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64 ~ Vulgar Slang

Just as predicted, spending the night at the skeleton family’s house is pretty great- even more so than when they were at your house, because now Toriel’s not there to put an end to all of Gaster’s nefarious plots. 

With the pingpong tournament won by your team (Gaster really did everything), the four of you turn your attention to the gaming consoles and end up playing Smash Bros, at which point Gaster reveals one of his “secret projects”. Apparently, he’s hacked the game and created his own custom character- an awesome skeletal dragon that bears a strong resemblance to his Blasters and breathes purple fire. He’s named the character Wyngblaise. 

Wyngblaise is totally OP and Gaster totally destroys everyone, but he won’t let anyone else use his character- apparently, there’s some passcode you have to enter, a long sequence of button-presses on the controller in order to unlock the character. 

Eventually, though, Gaster drops out of the game and instead sits on one of the large armchairs, going over some designs for yet another CORE prototype. He says he’s getting close, and they should have a working design soon. 

He takes frequent breaks, though, watching you, Sans, and Papyrus play, to make some sassy remark about how the match is going.

After a few more matches, Papyrus stops playing, leaving you to fight Sans alone. When you look around between games, you see that Papyrus has snuggled beside Gaster in the armchair and Gaster has set his work aside in favor of cuddling his son. They both look happy- and sleepy. Not wanting to wake them up, you nudge Sans and nod towards them. 

Sans gets a funny look on his face. He sets down his game controller, stands up, and walks over to the chair. Next thing you know, he’s lying sprawled across Gaster’s and Papyrus’s laps, looking quite content with himself. Gaster just lets out a kind of happy sound as he wraps an arm around Sans’ shoulders. 

It’s absolutely captivating, and you don’t want to take your eyes away even for a second. You think this little skeleton family is the most adorable family you’ve seen in your life. 

Eventually, you tear yourself away to go to bed. As you’re climbing the stairs, you can’t help but wonder how often they all fall asleep together like that, and how often they actually go to bed. 

You’re willing to bet the former is more common, and you fall asleep with a smile on your face, thinking about just how amazing this family is. 

In the morning, it’s a nice change to wake up on your own, and not to Flowey’s screeching. Though, you can’t help but pity Toriel, who’s most likely been woken up by the noise in lieu of you.

When you come downstairs, you find Papyrus and Gaster attempting to cook breakfast. 

Well. Papyrus is actually cooking, having taken lessons since coming to the surface, and Gaster is… Being Gaster. He acts like he knows perfectly well what he’s doing, but is clearly showing that he’s not much better at cooking than Papyrus was when he was in the Underground. Of course, Papyrus, being Papyrus, somehow manages to incorporate everything Gaster does into his recipe, and the waffles still end up tasting pretty decent. They’re not even too crunchy.

Then Gaster is off to the lab, Sans close behind. Papyrus, meanwhile, goes with you to the park, in hopes of teaching you to use Magic. He’s convinced he’ll do a little better job than Undyne’s… suplexing things. 

He definitely does have a better method at it than she does. He summons a few attacks to show you, then kneels down beside you and guides you through the steps, showing you where he would place his feet and swing his arm, tracing a line from your chest to your fingertips, telling you to try pulling the Magic along your body. 

You spend a few hours doing this, encouraged by Papyrus’s enthusiasm. Eventually, Sans and Gaster show up on a lunch break or something. 

Gaster grins when he sees how Papyrus is trying to teach you. “That’s what we did. Remember, Sans?”

Sans nods. “yeah. after the whole ‘figure it out yourself’ thing, of course.”

They argue in good humor for a minute about how useful Gaster’s help had been back then, before Gaster cuts off Sans’ argument with a wave. 

“Anyway, Frisk, something occurred to me. Before monsters were sealed Underground, Magic-wielding humans were a lot more common, but none of them ever tried to do what you’re doing- channeling Magic outright. They always had rune-inscribed objects to help channel the Magic for use. It’s entirely possible that your Soul alone is simply incapable of conducting Magic through your body without an external focus to influence the—” Gaster cuts himself off upon noting the blank expression on your face. He sighs, and rubs at his nasal bone a little. 

Sans simplifies for you: “he’s saying that your soul can’t direct magic alone, so you’ll need something like a staff with runes to help you.”

Your eyes widen. “Like a wizard…?”

This time, Gaster outright smacks his palm against his face, letting his hand drag down across his face. “… Yes. Like a-… wizard.”

You frown. “What, you don’t like wizards?”

“Magic-wielder is the proper term. ‘Wizard’ is a vulgar slang word that was derived from the whizzing noise certain Magic projectiles made.”

You frown a little. You don’t want to use vulgar slang words (the horror), but Magic-wielder is a bit of a mouthful. “What about a mage?”

Gaster’s frown deepens. “Some idiot shortened it to Magi instead of Magic-wielder, and from there, it was mispronounced into mage. So, also wrong.”

“Sorcerer?”

“Some religious people started worshipping Magic as the creator and source of all life, and thus called Magic-wielders sorcerers. Still unacceptable.”

You hesitate. “Witch?”

Surprisingly, Gaster just shrugs. “Don’t know about that one, though I will say there’s a reason that’s generally used as an insult. People who went with that title generally managed to gain themselves a bad reputation.”

You can’t really find anything to argue against that. So you sigh. “Fine. Magic-wielder.” Then you perk up a little. “But if I use a staff, I’ll be able to use Magic?”

“A rune inscribed staff. And maybe, not definitely.” 

“Well… where do I get one of those?”

Gaster gives you a vaguely annoyed look. “… I’ll do some research, I suppose.”

You just run over and hug him, even though he doesn’t hug you back, instead just awkwardly patting your head. 
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65 ~ A First Attempt

School comes unfortunately soon. On the bright side, the Ebott school is finally open, and you can go there instead of the nearest human town. There are even a few human kids that come, the children of parents in the town over whom had become well acquainted with Toriel, and trusted her to teach their kids. 

Not many days after, Gaster announces that he’s come up with a working CORE design. Mettaton even takes a break from his seemingly-never-ending world tour to do a news story on the Royal Scientist. Gaster is so proud of his accomplishment that he even manages to tolerate several human news reporters for a few hours. The next day, he’s also on the front page of the newspaper, grinning proudly, both sons at his side. He says he’s determined to start building the real CORE come next spring. 

A few weeks pass. At your recapitulation of Gaster’s claim that you won’t be able to use Magic without a Magic staff or something, Undyne seems to have backed off a bit from her aggressive training regime. She pesters you frequently, though, about acquiring a staff from Gaster, but your repeated pleas to the tall skeleton go unanswered, but for a request of patience. 

October nears, and Matt and Elise not only get married, but become the second and third (you being the first) human citizens of the Monster Kingdom. Their house isn’t far from yours, just down the street. You’re happy to see that they also took your advice about applying for jobs at Grillby’s restaurant in addition to the lab. They’re both excellent waiters, always happy and smiling, kind to the restaurant’s patrons, and you know Grillby pays them well. You’re also happy to see that, despite the human employees, Gaster doesn’t seem to slacken in his attendance at Grillby’s, though he usually eats faster and leaves more quickly when Matt or Elise is his waiter.

Despite Gaster’s disapproval, you become fast friends with the human couple. They’re pretty cool. Matt is really good at smash bros, and you play a lot with him. Elise is a really good artist. In addition to all her science-y knowledge, she’s also really good at writing, and you always ask her for help whenever you need to write essays for school homework.

As October nears, Gaster finally calls you to his lab one day after school. You come, enter the elevator, and head to the basement as instructed. Once there, you head down the hall to the big door to his office. 

Gaster’s office is… not really like an office at all. Sure there’s a big desk and a lot of filing cabinets. But there are also chalkboards and bulletin boards competing for space across the walls, a large drafting-table against one wall with a mess of papers on it, and both a lamp and one of those maneuverable, hands-free magnifying glasses on it. Another table off to one side is covered in odds and ends for mechanical something-or-others. And finally, at a third table, stands Gaster. He’s leaning over the table, though you can’t quite see what he’s got. 

“Gaster?” You ask.

“… Hmm…?” He responds, distractedly.

“Uh. I’m here? What did you want me for?”

There’s a long pause in which you can’t tell if you should speak up again, or if he’s just taking his time in replying. 

Eventually, though, Gaster rises and turns to face you. He sweeps whatever’s on the table into a hand and holds it out to you. 

It’s a stick.

A staff.

Breath catching in your throats just a bit, you take the staff. Intricate designs are carved all along the wooden surface, strange, almost ethereal runes spiraling along under your fingers. For a moment, you just stand there, running your fingers along the carvings, your grin quite matching Gaster’s. 

Then you look up at him, still grinning. “Thanks! …How do I use it?”

And still grinning, he just shrugs.

“… You don’t know?” You give him a slightly amused frown. 

“Well, you gotta remember, Frisk, firstly, I’m not human. So I have no idea how human Magic works. I mean, I do know how the staff works, but I don’t know what humans did in relation to the staff to use Magic. Secondly, you’re not a normal human Magic-wielder. You’re using the borrowed Magic, not your own Magic. So I don’t know if that effects this somehow.” Gaster smiles a little maliciously. “So I guess you’ll just have to figure it out yourself.”

You sigh and roll your eyes. Then, with a shake of your head to clear your thoughts, you look up at Gaster again. “So can I try to use it now?”

He shrugs. “Don’t see why not. Just… not in here. I’ll teleport us to the park.”

And before he’s even finished speaking, you find you’re suddenly standing in the park. Undyne and Papyrus are nearby, sparring. Gaster calls them over and takes a few steps back to “observe”.

You wrap your hands around the staff, and… well. You’re not really sure what to do. 

So you just sort of try to… willpower it. Make something happen. Somehow. 

You’re determined to make something happen. 

Much to your surprise, a single small spark of red lights the runes nearest to your hands, before guttering out. It’s enough, though, to sent Undyne into a frenzy, practically. 

You just grin and cling to your staff as she grabs you up in a bear hug, before suplexing you. 
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66 ~ Burnt

After your first success with the staff Gaster gave you, Undyne goes super-ultimate-training mode on you. She puts you through a super hard training regime, and makes you stick to it. She pushes you harder than ever before. 

But after an entire week, all you can manage are a few red fizzling sparks. You ask Gaster about it, and…

He just shrugs. “I really don’t know anything about this stuff; my guess is only a bit more educated than yours. I’m sure you can figure it out, though.” So you just keep trying. 

October comes, and with it, Halloween. In addition to all the candy you get, you learn Gaster can do some pretty freaky stuff, like go from slightly-eccentric-but-normal-Gaster to a full-on being of the Void, Soulless black eyesockets accompanied by a gaping crevice across his face of a smile and black ooze that bubbles and broils for a body. Needless to say, despite the rather cheery decorations Papyrus put up, the Gaster household earns more screams than any other house in Ebott town. At least, until Papyrus sees all the traumatized children and won’t let Gaster answer the door anymore. 

Only a few days after the candy gathering holiday, you get a new result from you attempted Magic usage. 

But it’s not a good one. 

You and Undyne are at the park, training. You’re bundled up against the November chill, and Undyne is wearing her usual tank top and jeans. She “refuses to show weakness in the face of nature” or something like that. You don’t really understand why she’d put herself through that chilly suffering when she doesn’t have to, but hey, it’s Undyne. 

Regardless. The pair of you are standing opposite each other. Undyne is holding a spear, and you’ve got your staff. 

“Come on!” Undyne shouts to you. “You can do it! Hit me! This time you’ll do it for sure!”

She continues shouting encouragement. You focus, reach deep inside yourself. Gaster’s assured you that, living in this monster populated area, the air is completely saturated with Magic, and you should never run out of your borrowed scraps. It just takes effort to pull at it, draw it through you. 

A moment or two of concentration, and a soft red flicker, the color of Determination, jumps at the runes carved into the staff. The sparks are edged in all manner of other colors. Gaster hypothesized that this is because it is borrowed Magic, Magic that was made by other monsters, so even though you’ve made it your own, it still retains a touch of the color from the creator. 

On seeing the sparks, Undyne let’s out a triumphant cheer. “Yeah!! That’s it!! Keep it up! NNNYAAAAAAAGGGHHHH!!” 

She proceeds to suplex a park bench. 

You screw up your face in concentration and pull harder at the Magic.

You can feel it, pulsing in your chest. 

Grab it. Pull it. Wrap it around you. Guide it along your arms. Through your palms. Across your fingertips. 

Pulsing power, slipping from your hands into the staff. 

It’s strong. Very strong. 

Suddenly, the staff is alight with a deep red glow, and with a sort of ZZZZWWWHHHHSSHHHH noise, you feel a sudden burst of Magic tear through the wooden stick. It’s powerful, so powerful, positively burning with power. 

Maybe-

Maybe burning a little—

—a little too hot!!

With a sharp cry of pain, you drop the staff, stumbling back, your hands burning. There are dark charred lines along the staff, like they were seared there with fire. 

And your hands! Oh, your poor hands! 

If they were cold in the crisp autumn air, they’re not anymore. They burn and ache, they hurt so bad. 

Sure, you can take a hit to your HP like a champ, but you’re still a twelve year old kid, and the red skin on your palms, already blistering, hurts you just as bad as anyone else. 

The shock of it beginning to wear off, you let out a small sob. It hurts. It burns.

The pain requiring your full attention, the sensation overrides your brain, and you drop to your knees, crying. In an instant, Undyne is scooping you up, telling you to hold on, tough it out, punk! You can do it!

She’s carrying you. 

Every footfall seems like another burn to your hands. 

You just want to curl up. 

Cradle your hands against your chest. 

And wait for the pain to stop. 

Hold on!

But you can’t. 

Hands are burnt. Burning. Can’t hold on, hurts too much. To curl your fingers. Agony. To grip against the pad of your palm. Burning. Fiery. Pain. 

Almost there! Just hold on!

Can’t hold on though. Hurts too much. 

And then there’s a cool, icy relief seeping through your hands. Slowly, you relax and look up. 

Undyne is still holding you, cradling you in her arms. You’re in the lab. And Gaster is rubbing some sort of salve or something with a very sharp scent into your palms.

He’s frowning. 

You whimper a little- his touch still makes your hands blister in pain- but the salve is easing your pain in an astonishing way. It’s numbed down to a dull ache.

“What happened?” Gaster finally asks, sharply, after finishing with your hands. He gestures, and you see in your peripheral vision a pair of his hands fishing some bandages out of a cabinet. 

“Dude,” Undyne explains for you, “that staff completely exploded. There was red light everywhere and the Magic in the air was thick enough to cut it with a knife. The staff burned Frisk’s hands.”

Gaster’s frown deepens a little as he begins winding the bandages around your hands. “Did it? That’s… interesting. I wonder what caused it to do that.” Without pausing in his task, he looks at Undyne. “Was any of the staff left intact?”

“Yeah, but it was all charred and-”

“That’s fine. I know how to decipher burnt out runes without-”

Before he can finish, you hear the door slam open. To your surprise, it’s Matt, and he’s carrying the very same blackened staff. 

He’s also gasping for breath, leaning against the doorframe. “Frisk!” He pants. “Oh, thank Annoying Dog…!” (You’ve noticed that Matt and Elise have both picked up the local expletive since moving to Ebott town.) “You’re okay-…! I saw-… I saw what happened in the park— and I wanted to help— but- Undyne— so much faster-…” He takes a few more deep breaths, then straightens up, then notices Gaster, who’s finished bandaging your hands and is now giving Matt a dark look.

For a long moment, the two are silent, Gaster glaring and Matt looking astonished because Dr. Gaster was LOOKING AT HIM.

Eventually, Matt clears his throat a little. “Uh- um, Dr. Gaster- sir.” He holds out the staff, trying for a confident voice and only failing a tiny bit. “It- I th-think it’s broken. T-the energy release felt a l-lot like when the CORE prototype exploded. I d-don’t know a lot about runes, but j-just based off that observation a-and what Dr. Alphys has explained to me, I’d g-guess there was a similar overflow of m-Magic and the s-staff was unable to contain it-”

“Yes.” Gaster said in a monotone voice, his expression unchanging as he grabs the staff away from Matt. “You’d guess so.” 

It’s clear that Gaster doesn’t mean it this way in the slightest, but somehow, Matt takes that as a compliment. He grins. 

Before he can babble on about anything else, though, Gaster turns towards the elevator, burnt staff in hand. “Frisk, I’ll study this. See what I can’t figure out. In the meantime, be sure to tell Toriel that those burns weren’t my fault.”

And then he’s gone, the elevator doors closing behind him. 

Undyne settles you back into your own two feet, and Matt turns to you, stars in his eyes. 

“I think he was impressed.”

You just smile politely and nod. “Yeah.”
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67 ~ Anomaly Acceptance

Toriel does, in fact, blame Gaster for your burnt hands. But whatever Gaster put on your hands not only works to soothe the pains of your burns, but also Toriel’s anger. It’s only two days before Gaster takes off the bandages, and while your hands are still a bit raw, the new skin on your palms red and fragile, they’ve more or less healed. 

Gaster does, however, foot the blame for the staff exploding in the first place. “You see, Frisk,” he tells you, “I’ve never made a staff for a Magic-wielding human. On top of that, the way you use Magic is something new and entirely unusual. I have nearly no idea how it works, and that makes complications when trying to make a device to help it.”

“So what you’re saying,” you reply, “is that you made a mistake.”

He just gestures dismissively. “It’s part of the natural learning process. I know what happened and what caused it, and I know how to avoid it next time.”

“So let me get this straight. You, Dr. Gaster, Mr. I’m-the-Royal-Scientist-and-I’m-Always-Right, made a mistake, and was wrong.”

Gaster gives you a Look. “I never said I was always right. I just say I’m more  right than everyone else, because I’m smarter than everyone else. I still make mistakes sometimes.” He pauses, frowning absentmindedly. “… If I never made mistakes, then there wouldn’t be any explosions in the lab. Not even ones caused by idiot interns, because I would never make the mistake of hiring them in the first place.”

“Gee,” you reply, “how considerate of you, taking responsibility for your mistakes like that.”

Gaster looks over his shoulder at you. “Do you want this staff or not?”

“Not if it explodes again!”

“I already said I know what caused that, and I’m going to fix it!”

You smile innocently. “Then yes, I would like it!”

“Then get out of my lab and let me work!” Gaster scoffs. “Kids these days, I swear…”

You just laugh and head out. 

As you’re stepping out the door, though, you bump into Matt, who’s got an armful of papers. He almost drops them, but somehow, through much arm flailing, manages to avoid creating a paper explosion. 

Once you’ve both thoroughly recovered, you smile up at him. The stubble across his jaw is a bit more unkept than usual, and there are slight bags beneath his eyes. But he looks excited. 

“What are you doing here?” You ask, returning his smile. 

“Dr. Gaster asked to see me! Well… it was more of a demand than an ask, but still!”

You frown just a bit, concerned. Why would Gaster want to see Matt?

You make up your mind. “Can I come with you to see what he wants?”

Matt nods excitedly. “Of course!”

The pair of you head back into the lab, eventually coming across Gaster, who’s seated at a desk.

“D-Dr. Gaster, sir!” Matt calls. “I’m here!”

Gaster swivels the chair around, leaning back and crossing one leg over the other, and his expression startled you a little. Less than five minutes ago when you saw him, he was wearing his usual generally good natured, if slightly arrogant expression. Now, though, he’s all cold calculations, without a drop of humor in his gaze.

“Hi again, Gaster!” You greet, putting on your own mask of cheery innocence. “Just out of curiosity, why did you ask Matt to come here?”



Tapping his fingers a bit, Gaster blinks slowly, letting out a long breath. When he speaks, his tone matches his countenance. He addresses Matt, barely even acknowledging you with a glance. “… I have accepted that Frisk is an anomaly among humans, and through much… persuasion, I am willing to accept that perhaps, they are not the only anomaly.”

You heart begins to beat faster as you start to realize what he’s saying. 

“From what experience I have in dealing with you,” Gaster continues, still speaking to Matt, “you seem to posses the most inhuman trait of love. I’ve yet to see you or your wife act in any way derogatory towards monsters. And while I’m not yet going to say you are a good person… I suppose I’m willing to give it a trial run.” Gaster leans forward in his seat, grinning just a little. With his hands folded like that and his shoulders hunched, he looks positively villainous. “So then, Matt, I guess you could call this an interview of sorts.”

This time, Matt does drop the papers he was carrying. His jaw just about hits the floor, too. Then he scrambles through the papers he dropped, fishing one out and eagerly thrusting it in Gaster’s direction. “H-here’s my résumé-”

Gaster cuts him off by grabbing the paper, crumpling it into a ball, and tossing it to the side, where a puddle of black ooze forms and swallows it up before disappearing completely. “Yes,” Gaster says, “I’ve already got four copies of that, thank you very much. You’re here so I can ask you some questions, not read it again.”

“O-oh! Um, of course! I- I’ll answer as best I can!”

Gaster lets out a vaguely amused noise. Then he leans back again in his seat. “Very well, then. When you brought me Frisk’s staff, you said you thought the Magic overflow was similar to the CORE prototype explosion. Explain.”

“W-well!” Matt begins on a high note. “Well,” he says again, a little more steadily, “I remember the feeling from the CORE explosion. It was sort of warm, and fuzzy, like… I dunno, being hit by a wave of fluffy warm water? And when the staff exploded, it felt very similar. But it felt a lot faster and harder, and the light was a lot brighter than the CORE explosion, and red, too!”

“Hmm. What do you know of how the original CORE works?”

“Well-… Dr. Alphys told me that…”

And from there, it’s all more sciencey babble you don’t understand. Something about geothermal energy and heat and steam and runes. You listen for a while, but when it’s clear it’s not going to make any more sense to you, you excuse yourself. 

You walk out of the lab with a smile. 
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68 ~ Good Work

Saturday rolls around, and you meet up with Papyrus in the park. You two had originally planned to try to train your Magic, but since your staff blew up, Gaster hasn’t given you a new one, and your hands are still kinda sore, that doesn’t really happen. 

Still, though, you both had the plans made on your calendars, and neither of you saw any reason to cancel the event. So you just meet in the park to hang out like the two cool friends that you are. 

But, it being mid-November, you start to get a little chilly. You even start to shiver, your teeth chattering. Papyrus, of course, notices, and suggests that you both go back to his house to continue the cool friends hangout somewhere warmer. You agree. 

And Papyrus, being the kind person he is, carries you there. You appreciate the gesture, even if the going is a little slower than usual, since Papyrus has to bear both of your weight. 

But you arrive quickly enough. 

When the pair of you walk in, you see Sans is slumped on the couch, half asleep. Gaster is looking intently at a paper as he paces back and forth in front of the tv, and the lit lamp on his desk says he’s been doing quite a bit of work. Preparation for the CORE 2.0, most likely. 

Gaster looks up to greet you. “Papyrus, Frisk. You’re back sooner than I expected.”

“Frisk was getting cold!” Papyrus says. “So we came here to hang out instead.”

“Hm.”

And then, Papyrus sneezes. 

That catches everyone’s attention. Yours, particularly, because you didn’t even know skeletons could sneeze. 

“Papyrus…” Gaster says slowly. “Are you feeling okay?”

“Of course!” Papyrus says. 

“Are you sure?”

“Yes!”

Gaster stuffs the paper he was holding into his pocket and steps over. For a moment, he just looks Papyrus in the eyes. Then he hugs Papyrus. Papyrus returns the hug, letting his skull settle on Gaster’s shoulder, closing his eyes. 

They stand there, hugging, for a long moment. 

Then Gaster pulls away, hands on Papyrus’s shoulders. “Papyrus. Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Well…” Papyrus fidgets a little. “Maybe I have just a little headache? But only a very small one-”

“Papyrus.”

“-that got kind of bigger, and maybe I was a little bit shaky this morning, but I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want you to worry because I’m okay and I-”

“Papyrus.” Gaster cuts his son off. “Papyrus. Listen. It’s most likely just a virus, and not going to kill you. I’m not worried about it in the slightest. That said, trying to power through it isn’t going to help you get better more quickly, and the best thing you can do right now is rest.”

“But-”

“No buts. I’m your dad, and I’m telling you you’re going to rest today.”

Papyrus’s shoulders slump just a little, and he sighs. “Okay.”

Gaster nods decisively, and leads Papyrus over to the couch. “Here. Lie down. Sans, scoot over and give your brother some space. Papyrus, do you still feel shaky at all?”

Papyrus sits down on the couch, and you notice Sans reaches out quickly to grab Papyrus’s hand. He holds on tightly. 

“N-not really…” Papyrus answers. “Well… maybe just a tiny bit.”

“Well. Like I said, I’ll be pretty surprised if it’s anything more than a virus, and I’m sure you’ll be fine in a few days. Sans, stop looking at him like that, it’s not like his Soul is falling apart. I made sure that would never happen again.”

That catches your attention. “What?” You stammer. “Papyrus’s Soul fell apart?!”

Gaster glances at you. “Yeah. A long time ago. In the long run, it was actually a good thing, because it made me care for them again, but yeah.”

You walk over to the couch and sit down next to Papyrus, who has slumped over to let his head and shoulders settle in Sans’ lap. You realize, now that Gaster has mentioned it, that Sans does indeed have a slightly panicked look on his face. “How did that happen?” You ask Gaster. 

Gaster sighs as he pulls a blanket off the back of the couch and spreads it over Papyrus. “Remember how I said Sans and Papyrus’s Souls were grown from shards of mine? Their Souls started to decay, fall apart back to the original fragments. …So… I came to fix it.”

Sans gives Gaster a meaningful look. “… that was good work.”

Gaster just smiles at him, absentmindedly reaching out a hand to rub Papyrus’s back. “… Heh. Yeah. It was.”

“What happened?” 

Gaster glances down at Papyrus. “Huh?”

“How did you fix it?”

Gaster smiles, sitting down on the floor beside the couch. “With runes, of course! You were pretty young, not to mention that I was erased from existence, so you probably don’t remember it, but you and Sans came to my lab. You actually stayed there for a few days, so I could keep you alive while I prepared things.”

“But…” you say, catching Gaster’s attention. “But why weren’t they already there?”

Gaster gives you a Look. “Why would they be there?”

“Because you said they were your experiments! Didn’t they live in your lab?”

At that, Gaster actually looks… ashamed. “Yes, well… this was… after all the experiments I did on Sans raised my Lv.” His attention shifts back to Papyrus, who’s listening with wide eyesockets. “I was… getting pretty cruel, so… Sans took you and ran away. I didn’t see you two again for… quite a few years, until your Souls started decaying. Helping you with that was what lowered my Lv again.”

“Oh.” Papyrus says softly. 

Gaster turns to Sans. “Do you remember that at all?”

Sans frowns thoughtfully. “a little… i remember being very scared that you would hurt us, or use me for experiments again… and i was surprised when you didn’t.”

“Yes, well. Like you said. It was good work.”

You’re not sure what all this talk of ‘good work’ is, but you can see that the words seem to carry some sort of mutual contentedness between the two skeletons. So you just smile. 

Then Papyrus sneezes again, and you frown. “Gaster?”

“Yeah?”

“How-… How exactly do skeletons get sick, anyway?”

Gaster just looks at you like it should be obvious. “Magic. Obviously.”

“Uh…”

He sighs. “Magic is really just another form of energy, and sometimes bacteria or viruses and other manners of microscopic beings get into a monster’s Magic and start consuming it.”

Just a small bit nervous, you scoot an inch away from Papyrus. 

Gaster notices and frowns. “You’re a human. It shouldn’t be contagious to you. And besides, even if it was, it wouldn’t be worse than a cold or flu.”

You can’t help the touch of relief that you feel. 

You stay for a while longer after that, keeping company with the skeleton family, until your phone rings, and Toriel calls you home. 
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69 ~ Sharkbite

Just as Gaster predicted, when you see Papyrus the next day, he’s already feeling better. Gaster isn’t letting him leave the house, but he’s up and about and only just a little sniffly. You spend the day at the skeletons’ house, you, Sans, and Papyrus playing video games while Gaster sits at his desk, working on some pet project or other. When you bring this up, and ask why he’s not working on your new staff, he tells you it’s because he gave up on the staff because you were being too much of an impatient, whiny little child who bothered him so often that he couldn’t get any work on it done anyway. 

You can’t tell if he’s being serious, or just joking because you asked about it, and when you try to ask about that, he just tells you to stop bothering him. 

Not long after, Thanksgiving comes around, and soon after, Christmas. You realize it’s been an entire year since Gaster was saved from the Void. 

After dinner on Christmas Day, Undyne opens up the spear-sharpening kit that Alphys got her, and proceeds to sharpen her spear. 

Gaster makes some remark about Undyne not needing to do that, because the spear’s sharpness remains unaffected by any physical wear or use.

“What would you know about Magical spear care?” Undyne laughs. 

Gaster just snorts. “I made a thousand Magical weapons, among which were your father’s glaive and your mother’s spear. That, in your hands, is my very own craftsmanship, inherited from your parents.”

Undyne looks at Gaster. Then she looks at her spear. Then she looks back at Gaster. “You… knew my parents?”

“I knew them well. Your father was one of my closest friends.”

You think that shouldn’t surprise you, because Gaster was the Royal Scientist, so of course he knew people, but it still does surprise you. 

Undyne’s next question surprises you even more. “Do you… know what happened to them?”

“Hm?”

Undyne speaks slowly, her voice quieter than usual. “When… when I was very little, they both just… disappeared… in Hotland… I was told they tripped and fell into the lava, but I know that’s not right, because my parents never would have just tripped!”

Gaster doesn’t immediately respond. When you look at him, he’s wearing a peculiar expression, and you realize it’s because he’s doing his best to stifle some other expression, brought on by an unwanted emotion.

He looks like he has been unexpectedly bitten in the back by remorse. “I-… yes. I was-… I was there.”

For a long time, everyone is silent. Then, Undyne asks, “What happened to them…?”

Gaster doesn’t meet her gaze. “… It…” He almost whispers. “… It was my fault… I-… it was the beginning of the DT project, and… I had started experimenting on living monsters… he-… he volunteered… and-…” He takes a deep breath, and slowly forges on. If his expression is anything to go on, this is a rather painful recounting for him, especially considering Gaster is even more adept at disguising his emotions than Sans is. “They hadn’t even been at my lab for the next experiments, it was just a visit. As they were leaving-… your father’s body finally gave out to the strain the determination was putting on him, and… he started to-… your mother tried to carry him back to my lab, but he was too heavy, too clumsy, and-… and they-…” Gaster doesn’t finish, instead taking another breath, and finally looking at Undyne. “I’m sorry, Undyne,” he murmurs, “it was my fault.”

Undyne just blinks. Without a word, she gets up, and walks out of the living room, and down the hall. Alphys follows her. 

Sans and Papyrus are quick to come to Gaster’s side, consoling him and telling him it wasn’t his fault. He counters that it was, but there’s nothing he can do about it now. He seems sad and regretful, but you think he’s come to terms with it. 

After a moment, you go to follow Undyne and Alphys to make sure Undyne is okay, too. 

As you slip down the hall, you hear Alphys’s voice from the study, where they’ve presumably gone. “U-Undyne… you can’t b-blame Gaster. I-it was an experiment, a-and your dad v-volunteered. I-I’m sure he was a-aware of potential c-consequences.”

Undyne, who you see as you peek around the door, is pacing back and forth across the floor, just sighs. “I know, I know… it’s just… that’s not what… I wanted it to be, you know? They-… they were supposed to be heroes.”

Alphys is sitting in one of the large armchairs. “They were, in the war…”

“I know!” Undyne lets out a frustrated cry, pressing her hands against her eyes (er, eye and eyepatch). “… I know… I-… I just wish he had told me sooner…”

You decide this is when you should interject. “But would you have believed him?” You say, stepping into the room.

Undyne looks at you. You see there are tears in her eye. “What?”

“Would you believe Gaster if he has told you sooner? I mean-… this strange guy who doesn’t have much credibility because no one really knows him comes by and tells you how your parents die. I mean, sure, Sans and Papyrus would believe him in a heartbeat, but let’s face it: they’re great, but they’re also… well, they’re Sans and Papyrus. They’re not necessarily the most reliable sources.” You pause. “… So maybe it’s better Gaster told you now, because now you know you can trust him.”

Undyne is silent. 

Then Alphys stands up and takes one of Undyne’s hands. “U-Undyne… d-does this, in any way, r-really change what you think of your parents?”

“… No…”

“A-and isn’t it better t-to finally know what really h-happened to them?”

“… Yeah…”

Alphys gives Undyne a small smile. “S-so then, why are you upset? I-I’m sure that, either w-way, your parents are s-still watching over you.”

Undyne doesn’t say anything, but lifts Alphys up and hugs her.

The small yellow saurian hugs her back. “B-better, now?”

Undyne just nods. 

“Good!” You grin. “Because I think I heard Mom say something about pie being ready, and if we don’t hurry, I bet Gaster will eat it all!”

Undyne gets a jokingly furious look on her face. “Oh no, he better not! He’s not allowed to drop a bombshell like that on me and eat all my pie! Come on, Alphys, we have some dessert to save!”

You just smile as Undyne drags her girlfriend out the door. 

Some time later, after pie, you see Undyne and Gaster talking. They’re out in the hall, and you’re on the couch, so you can’t hear more than the soft murmur of their voices, but Undyne has a solemn look on her face, and Gaster quietly nods every once in a while. 

And then Gaster does something. What he does is incredibly unlike his usual attitude, but it puts to rest any doubts you ever had about Gaster being a good person. 

He holds out his arms, then gently pulls Undyne into a hug. 

It’s not the kind of hug he gives Sans and Papyrus. It’s not the tight, unrelenting hug, full of unending love and acceptance. It’s not the hug of paternal pride and protection that he gives his sons. In fact, it’s a kind of awkward hug. Undyne is only loosely embracing him back, and doesn’t quite seem to know what to do with her head, and Gaster doesn’t do that thing where he cradles the person he’s hugging’s head to his chest. 

But it’s a hug nonetheless, and when Gaster and Undyne come to rejoin the rest of the group, they both seem just a bit happier. 
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Not long ago, a small mouse sat curled up in the nest of blankets of a bed, wondering what and how to write. Little did she know, lurking in the shadows of her room was a vile, ferocious beast. It crept and prowled, silently stalking around, waiting to prey upon the unsuspecting mouse. 

Eventually, as the mouse sat pondering her blank paper, the beast saw its opportunity. Quick as a striking cobra, it lunged!

Sensing the impending doom not a moment too soon, the mouse leaped to the side with a shriek. Then she turned to face her attacker. 

It was the horrible, infamous Writer’s Block!!

The mouse let out a gasp of terror. What could she, a simple mouse, do against this creature of pure evil and spite that had slain so many writers like herself?

The beast lunged again, and fearing for her imagination, the mouse scampered away. The Writer’s Block was quick to give chase, though, and, heart beating, the small mouse ran for all she was worth. 

It was hopeless, she knew. The Writer’s Block was relentless in its pursuit of artists. Whether wielders of words, colors, sounds, or anything else creative, the Writer’s Block found them all eventually. There was no escape. 

But-…

But people were relying on her!

That hardly mattered to the beast snapping at the mouse’s tail. 

But she had to finish the story!

That made no difference to the slavering predator running at her heels. 

But—

But she wanted to write! 

She would write!

And if this was her final stand against the Writer’s Block— 

Then-

Then so be it! She would go down fighting! 

Skidding to a halt, the mouse turned around and pulled out her pen. She held it in front of her, brandishing it like a sword in the direction of the oncoming Writer’s Block. Her pulse sounded wild and fast in her ears, and her feet urged her to run. 

But no more! This was it! The final battle! Win or lose, she would cower from the beast no more! 

With a savage roar, the Writer’s Block lunged forward. And the mouse—

The mouse, eyes tightly closed, lashed out with the pen, blindly striking in a wide arc. 

There was a sort of sssskrtch like the sound of a pen on paper, and a savage howl, but no impact. No pierce imagination-killing claws, or bite of creativity-eating teeth. 

Peeking one eye open, the mouse saw the Writer’s Block lying on the floor, motionless. A dark line of ink stood out on the white surface of it’s chest. 

She had won. The small mouse had beaten the Writer’s Block. 

Sighing in relief, the mouse took her pen and went to return to her writing. 

Behind her, the Writer’s Block’s foot twitched. 

The mouse had won. This time. But the Writer’s Block was not entirely done for yet, and there was no guarantee that it wouldn’t be back in the future…

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


70 ~ “I Am Responsible”

Several days after Christmas, Gaster calls you to the lab to try out a new staff design. Upon arriving, you are pleasantly astonished to see Matt, fitting in perfectly with the rest of the intern group. He greets you with a bright smile and wave. When you ask him why he’s not on Christmas break, he says working at the lab is much more fun than any break.

You decide this is more because of Matt’s relentless optimism than Gaster making the environment a fun one for his interns. You also decide it’s easy to see why Matt and Papyrus get along so well. 

Gaster is blunt as usual in his greeting you; in fact, he barely greets you with anything more than a slight nod of the head, instead immediately launching into how the testing of the new staff is going to work, how he’ll have to hook you up to some sensors to make sure there’s not another power surge when you use your Magic, and things like that. 

Overall, the staff testing goes pretty well, but you only manage to summon a red-tinted spark. It feels a lot harder to use your borrowed Magic than with the old staff. Gaster says he’ll work on that.

As he guides you out of the lab, you both see Matt and Elise talking. It would appear Elise came to visit her husband at work…

And Gaster seems to be quite enraged at this. “You-” He jabs a finger in Elise’s direction. “Get out of my lab.”

“Wha-” 

“Now!” He roars. “Get out!” 

“Gaster!” You protest. “You can’t just kick her out!”

“Yes I can, Frisk! I’m the Dog-blasted Royal Scientist, and this is my lab! I-”

“That’s not a good enough reason!” You shoot back. “Maybe she just came to say hi to her family!”

“That’s besides the point, Frisk! The lab is an incredibly dangerous environment!” 

You look up at Gaster, appalled. “Are you trying to suggest that it’s more dangerous for her because she’s a woman?!”

Gaster’s face turns into a look of pure surprise and complete incredulity. “Annoying Dog, Frisk! I’m shocked, and quite frankly, more than a little disappointed in you! Heaven knows some of my least irritating employees are women!”

“Then please explain to me why the lab is soooo much more dangerous for her than anyone else!”

“Who said anything about it being more dangerous for her?”

“You did!” 

“No, I didn’t! You just didn’t let me finish.”

You pause a minute. “Fine. Explain.”

Gaster scowls at you. “First of all, this is my lab, and I am also your senior, both in age, rank, and wisdom. You have no right to make any sort of demand of me like that.” He gives you a pointed look, then continues. “And second, I don’t care in the slightest if Elise puts herself in danger, that’s her choice. But the lab is a dangerous place, and it’s even more so to unborn children who aren’t even halfway to the point of being developed enough to live outside their mothers, and she has no justifiable reason to bring a living being who is physically incapable of voicing protest  or even understanding enough to do so, into a place that could get it killed at any second. Annoying Dog, she could be breathing in some sort of chemical affecting the child right now! And if anything, anything at all were to happen here, because this is my lab, it would be my responsibility. To reiterate, the death of her unborn child would be on my hands. Do you understand?”

You blink, struggling to comprehend what Gaster’s just said. You look from him to Matt and Elise, who have been listening, just as shocked as you, and then back to Gaster. Then you look back at Elise. Her belly looks pretty flat (though she is wearing a pretty bulky sweater.) 

Finally, Elise bursts out what everyone but Gaster just be thinking. “B-but I’m not pregnant!”

Gaster snorts. “Yes, you are. Barely more than eight or nine weeks, but yes, you definitely are.”

You scowl. Gaster wouldn’t make something like this up just to get Elise out of the lab, would he? “How do you know? Especially before Elise does!”

Gaster gives you a look of contempt, as if he’s disgusted that you don’t believe him. “Because, Frisk, I spent multiple eternities in the Void, and as such, have become incredibly sensitive to every aspect of reality. I can feel every speck of life, every ounce of energy in the vicinity. And there is, most definitely, a developing Soul in her belly.”

For a moment, everyone is silent, letting that sink in. Then Elise pivots in her heel and grabs Matt up by the lapels of his lab coat. “Matt! You’re gonna be a dad!” And then she kisses him, right on the lips. When they pull away, they both start making excited, incomprehensible noises, barely able to articulate their happiness.

Gaster just groans, dragging a hand down his face. “Yes, that’s all good and well, now get out of my lab!”

You just laugh and take Elise’s hand, guiding the excited new mother towards the door. 
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Gotta be honest, I’ve been planning this moment since it was decided Matt and Elise would be sticking around. 
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71 ~ True Heroes

New year’s day comes soon, and your winter break is over unfortunately quickly. Soon, tomorrow, in fact, you’ll be returning to school.

Today, however, Gaster is sitting in your kitchen as Toriel tries to convince him that he should teach a science class at your school. He’s putting up a firm argument (“No. Public schools are stupid, and they fill potentially bright students’ heads with crap.”) but Toriel is putting up an equally strong counterargument (“So help me make it so public school is worthwhile.”) It seems as though the argument may be going on for some time. 

After letting Toriel know where you’re going, you pull on your coat and snow boots and head outside.You don’t have a particular destination in mind, but you figure it’s your last day of freedom, so you might as well spend it outside. Eventually, you find yourself wandering up the side of Mt. Ebott, heading for the entrance of the Underground. 

When you get there, you see Undyne. She is, surprisingly, wearing a thick coat and gloves, bundled up against the cold, and sitting on the edge of the path, looking out over the town. 

You come sit next to her. She greets you with a small nod, her expression unnaturally solemn. 

“What’re you doing up here?” You ask. 

Undyne gives you a sidelong glance. “I could ask the same of you, Frisk!”

You just laugh. “Well, I just came outside, and my feet carried me here!”

Undyne laughs, but her expression quickly slips back into the quiet brooding one she wore before.

“What’s wrong?”

Undyne swings her feet over the edge of the cliff, her boots clunking against the stone. “I just can’t stop thinking…” she sighs. “Ever since Christmas… learning that Gaster knew my parents… and saw them die…”

“… I thought you weren’t mad at him?” Your question is purely out of curiosity. 

“I’m not!” Undyne is quick to clarify. “I’m happy he told me! I-… I just wish I knew my parents better. It’s just… here’s another person who was close friends with them, but they were gone before I even could remember them! I want to know what they were like…”

“Well…” you say slowly, one gloves hand rising to your chin. “They were obviously just as cool as you are. And I bet your dad had really big muscles!” Undyne gives you a strange look, but you continue. “And your mom is probably where you got your hair from. I can just imagine a beautiful fish-lady-princess, with the most amazing, flowing red hair!”

Undyne blinks a little, frowning thoughtfully. 

You grin at her. “I bet she was a warrior princess! And she was so impressed by your dad on the battlefield that they got married right then and there! While they were fighting, back to back!”

Slowly, a wide grin creeps across Undyne’s face as she begins to understand what you’re doing. “Yeah! I bet that, together, they were the best warriors on the battlefield! They sent the enemy humans running!”

The two of you keep it up, slowly building in your minds a picture of Undyne’s parents, as well as a dramatic story to go with them. 

It goes something like this: Undyne’s mom had, for many years, been asked by many suitors for her hand, but she was determined that she should remain single for all her days, loudly proclaiming that only a man strong enough to beat her in a fight was strong enough to take her hand in marriage. 

Meanwhile, Undyne’s dad was a young lone warrior among the Royal Guard. He participated in the group exercises, and worked with a team, but his true strength was in his own muscles, in defending a town singlehandedly, without help. It was because of this that he was promoted to Captain of the Royal Guard, a position that he easily filled. 

It was around then, you imagine, that Undyne’s dad caught sight of her mother, and it was love at first sight- on his side, not hers. And because Undyne’s dad’s specialty was in melee combat, versus many opponents rather than one, he was soundly beaten by Undyne’s mom. 

Of course, this only made him love her more. 

She, though, was having none of it, and more or less forgot about him after disgracefully depositing him in the street via a third story window after their battle.

Until one day, she was on the battlefield, surrounded by more enemies than she could take on her own (that means upwards of five thousand at once) when suddenly, he was there, right beside her, weapon in hand and a smile on his face. 

And then they fought together like it was a dance they had practiced together for years, and this was the big debut of the show. They fought for twelve hours straight, back to back, never once dropping their guard. 

And when it was all through, still standing in the middle of the battlefield, he turned, got down on one knee, and pulled out the ring he had gotten the day he had seen her, and asked her to marry him. 

This time, she said yes, and they were wed the very next day. 

And that, you and Undyne decide, is how her parents met. 

“Undyne,” you say, “your parents were true heroes.”

Undyne laughs, her loud, boisterous laugh, and this time, the upset expression doesn’t come back. “Yeah! They were!”

The two of you spend a few more hours sitting there, talking about how no doubt heroic her parents were, and laughing and enjoying yourselves all the while. Eventually, Toriel calls your phone to tell you dinner is ready (you can hear Gaster shouting in the background that the entire thing is a Dog-blasted mess of an education system!) and Undyne offers to carry you down the mountain to go a bit faster. You agree, and end up making it home in about ten minutes, just in time to see Gaster storming out of the house, tossing over his shoulder, “-and I will not be teaching that Dog-blasted class because dangit, I’m the Royal Scientist, and for crying out loud, I’ve got better things to do!” before simply vanishing. 

You say goodbye to Undyne and she returns your smile, and then you head inside for dinner. 

§

 A/N

One day, a small mouse was getting ready for Thanksgiving dinner. She had the entire meal set out on the table, and all the dishes were in their places. 

As she sat down, ready to eat, she couldn’t help but muse over all the things she was thankful for. There was her mouse family, and her warm little mouse nest, of course. And her phone and computer, and all the wonderful technology in her life. 

And…

And she was thankful for all the people who read her silly little stories and liked her funny little ideas, and she was especially thankful for her amazing writing skill, with which she could craft stories and bring enjoyment to so many people. 

There were many other things to add to the list, of course, but the mouse was quite hungry, and those cheesy potatoes smelled simply amazing, so she stuck an et cetera on the end, and started to dig in. 

Not far away, unbeknownst to the mouse, another being had been privy to the mouse’s words. 

The writer’s block looked from its own twisted paws to the mouse. 

She had been so sincere with her thanks, appreciating the words that came so naturally to her, that, for once, the writer’s block was loath to take them from her. So, with a small sigh of longing for the delicious creativity it was missing out on, the writer’s block turned and left the small mouse alone. 

And the mouse, unaware of the whole conflicting encounter, enjoyed her cheesy potatoes. 

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

And if you live in the USA, happy Thanksgiving!


72 ~ Demonstration of Power

Soon enough, you’re back in school. Unfortunately, it looks like Toriel failed to convince Gaster to come teach sciencey things. You had kinda hoped he would have come; you think it would be fun learning from him. You have no doubt a class taught by Gaster would completely dispel the normal boredom of sitting in school all day. 

But alas, Gaster is not a teacher at Ebbot Middle School. 

A few weeks into January, though, you see Gaster’s prediction was true- Elise has most definitely got a baby bump. She’s also unendingly happy, and doesn’t appear to be capable of any facial expression other than a smile. You ask her if she knows if it’s a boy or girl yet, and she tells you she and Matt are waiting to find out so it’s a surprise. You ask if they’ve chosen names, yet, and while she confirms that some ideas have been tossed around between her and Matt, she refuses to tell you what they are. 

And then you walk into school one day to hear it announced on the intercom that everyone will be meeting in the gym for a school assembly.

When you walk in you see half the gym is taken up by folding chairs, and the other half is occupied by three folding tables, each with an assortment of equipment on it. 

You think you know where this is going. Someone is going to be giving a demonstration. 

You are surprisingly unsurprised when you see Gaster walk in and stop behind the tables, surveying the provided equipment. A hush falls over the room as he reaches forward and picks up a handful of papers, eyes skimming over them. You see him snort, his expression changing to one of contempt, and you can guess that it’s some kind of script on what he’s supposed to be follow (why he didn’t read it earlier and come in more prepared, you don’t know, but hey, it’s Gaster.)

Eventually, he looks up, gaze finding Toriel, who’s standing at the back of the room. “Come on,” he says to her, “you can’t seriously be expecting me to do this. When I agreed to come put on this demonstration, I did so with the intent of maybe fitting some useful information into these kids’ heads, not helping you stuff them full of even more pointless crap. There is no way on this dog forsaken planet that I’m ever going to teach this stuff.” Then, ignoring Toriel’s protest, he tosses the papers over his shoulder where they vanish into a black puddle on the floor that immediately vanished itself. “Sans!”

“yeah?” Sans’ voice comes from… somewhere in the gym, you’re not entirely sure where.

“Remember that project we were talking about a few days ago? The one with the Magic-infused nitroglycerin and the snail shells?”

“yyyyup.”

“Can you grab that stuff for me?”

“sure.”

There’s a slightly awkward two minutes where Gaster is just standing behind the tables, waiting for Sans. Awkward, that is, for the audience; you’re not sure Gaster is even capable of awkward. 

Then Sans is walking in through the large gym doors, pulling a cart with an insulated tank on it, the kind you see used for storing hazardous chemicals. There’s also a big crate on the lower shelf of the cart that presumably has snail shells in it, and several other boxes with other supplies. 

As soon as all the supplies are laid out on the table and Gaster has managed to convince Toriel to stop protesting his deviation from the script, the Royal Scientist seizes upon his tools and, with a mildly disconcerting grin, begins his demonstration. 

After a quick explanation that Magic-infused nitroglycerin is a highly explosive material, even more so than normal nitroglycerin, he proceeds to blow a hole in one of the tables. It’s not an especially huge explosion, but it’s startling nonetheless, and now one of the plastic tables has a hole in it, the edges still dripping with molten plastic. 

Everyone stares at the table. 

Then Gaster just shrugs, his grin returning quickly. “I mean, you can buy a table like this for, what, ten bucks? Not a problem. Anyway! As I was saying…”

And he continues on with the demonstration. 

Despite the occasional interruption from Toriel to get back on track, please! Gaster’s demonstration takes the entire school day. And hoooo-boy, is it an exciting one! He proceeds to cause a variety of explosions, each brighter, more colorful, more awesome than the last. 

And then, at the end of the day, just for the heck of it, he blows up all of the tables, laughing maniacally like a super villain as you and your schoolmates cheer him on as loyal henchmen (henchchildren?). At that point, still laughing wildly, Gaster allows Toriel to escort him away, leaving behind a still-burning pile of tables, which one of your teachers, a water elemental monster, steps forward to put out. 

Then you’re all being led out of the gym, on the premise that apparently plastic releases toxic fumes when burned, or something like that. You don’t know. 

All you do know is that you really wish Gaster was a teacher at your school. 

§

A/N

I was gonna write another story here about a small mouse versus the villainous Writer’s Block, but guess what got in the way…

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


73 ~ Fauchard

Come February, Gaster gives you your new staff. When he hands it over to you, you ask him if you need to be concerned about any more explosions. 

He just gives you a withering look. “Frisk, I’ve designed this one specifically to not do that. If it does explode, then the fault is entirely your own, not to mention I will be quite disappointed in you for wasting several months’ worth of work. Don’t blow it up.”

You just laugh and say you’ll try, to which he just throws his hands up in exasperation. 

It’s not long before Undyne catches wind of the fact that you’ve gotten a new staff, and suddenly you find yourself in the field once again, bundled up this time against the still-chilly February air. Undyne, is, of course, wearing her usual jeans and tank top, in denial of the weather, or, her own coldness in the weather. 

Alphys is there, too, even more bundled up than you. You suppose this makes sense, since she’s kinda reptilian, and probably cold-blooded. Except she’s a monster, so she doesn’t have blood, she has Magic. Cold-Magicked? Except you’ve never heard of cold Magic. It certainly always seems very hot to you when you’ve felt it- it is a form of energy, after all. Maybe Alphys’s scales just aren’t good at keeping heat in? 

Well. Regardless. 

For the most part, Undyne doesn’t give you any advice you haven’t already heard, so she leaves you to your own devices, practicing some defense moves or something as you concentrate on the staff in your hands.

You’re kinda nervous at first. Last time you did this, you ended up with burns so bad you could hardly think. You don’t want that to happen again. But Gaster said that wouldn’t happen. You trust Gaster. You trust him a lot.

It won’t happen again. 

You close your eyes and focus on the staff. You pull at something inside you, push it towards the staff. A warmth grows in your hands. 

You suck in a breath, eyes snapping open and hands jerking away from the wood. You cringe, unable to help the memory of burning, intense agony in your hands.

For a moment, you just stand there, rubbing your palms with your hands, looking down at the staff lying in the slushy snow, sparks of red still dying out in the runes. 

Slowly, slowly, you reach down and pick it up, shaking off some of the water droplets. The wood is still warm, though it’s pleasantly so, not burning hot. 

You trust Gaster.

Slowly, you wrap your hands again around the staff. Close your eyes again. Pull at the Magic. 

It warms your hands. 

You flinch a little, but screw up your face in concentration, and press on. 

More Magic pours through your hands, into the staff. You think you hear Undyne say something to you, but you’re too focused to respond. 

You curl your hands more tightly around the staff. They’re slick with sweat, and the heat from the Magic isn’t helping solve this problem. 

Especially not how it’s getting warmer by the second, bringing, unbidden, fragments of pain like a resurfacing bad dream. 

But you trust Gaster. 

And then, suddenly—

“Frisk, look!”

You’re jolted out of your trance as Undyne grabs your shoulders, shaking you a bit. You look down to see the hazy, red afterimage of… what looks like some kind of blade at either end of the staff. But then it’s gone, and you’re not even quite sure you really saw it, or just imagined it. 

“Dude!” Undyne shouts at you enthusiastically. “That was so cool!” She grins at you. “Almost as cool as my spears!”

You smile back. “…What exactly did it look like?”

“I-I think,” Alphys says as she walks over, voice muffled through the three scarves she’s wearing, “I think it was a fauchard.”

You just tell her you don’t know what a fauchard is. 

“Like a double-ended spear,” Undyne supplies, “but cooler. And yours was all red and glowy, so that’s even cooler.”

You just laugh. “I’ll try to do it again. This time, with my eyes open!” 

Undyne gives you an encouraging NNNNYYYYAAAAGH! and you barely avoid being suplexed.

After managing to convince Undyne that you most definitely can not summon your weapon again while she’s tackling you to the ground, you grab up your staff again, and concentrate. 

You reach again for your borrowed Magic, and pull it through your hands, force it into the staff. 

You see it sliding along, the runes closest to your hands lighting first with the red Magic, bordered in the faintest, barely visible rainbow lines, the only indicator that the Magic is not yours, the original colors of the borrowed Magic. Then the next row of runes fills with light like water filling a crack. Then the next and the next, each row glowing just a touch fainter than the previous as the Magic travels farther from your hands. 

Then it reaches a point, fizzles out, sparks a little, and refuses to go any farther.

You try pushing harder on it, hands curled around the staff in a white-knuckles grip, but this seems to do the exact opposite of what you want it to do, as the Magic recedes, drawing back closer to your hands. 

It becomes a struggle, then, as you try to force your Magic into the staff and it tries to go back. For a moment or two, it will waver, and then you’ll realize you’ve lost another inch, so you pull at your Magic and pour it into the staff, and it’ll light up for an inch or two, but then it will drop another three inches, and suddenly—

Suddenly you realize there’s nothing left. You pull at your borrowed Magic, but there’s nothing there. You have nothing to keep going with. 

The red light of the staff flickers and goes it, and it’s just a wooden staff with lines carved into it again. 

“I-…” you say slowly, “I don’t think I can do it.”

“Yes you can!” Undyne counters. “I saw you do it, I know you can!”

You laugh. “That’s not what I mean. I think I’m all worn out.”

Undyne starts to say something, but Alphys interjects. “T-that’s possible! M-Magic is a very s-strenuous thing.”

You smile gratefully at her. “Yeah. Maybe we can try again later. Besides, I’m getting cold.” You pause then look at Undyne, grinning. “Last one to the house has to make the other hot chocolate!”

She flashes you a grin, then next thing you know, she’s got Alphys tucked under her arm, charging away, shouting over her shoulder, “you’re on!”

You laugh and start jogging. 

§

A/N

If anyone’s curious, here’s a picture of a double-sided fauchard I found on google:



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


74 ~ Working Condition

February comes and goes, and March nearly draws to a close, and still you’ve made no progress on summoning your fauchard. You can’t manage more than a few red sparks, much less summoning those ghostly red blades. Undyne insists you’re not trying hard enough, but you think maybe you somehow broke it with that first time you made the blades. Maybe it was a “rune blowout.” You’ve heard Gaster mumbling angrily about those amid a flurry of words-you’re-not-supposed-to-know, both Common and Hands. 

Eventually, on one day of your spring break, you and Undyne decide to go ask Gaster about it.

As the pair of you are walking up to the lab, you see Matt and Elise walking away from the doors, and getting into a car. It looks like Elise came to pick Matt up for lunch- and it also looks like Gaster was right about Elise. Her belly has steadily become considerably rounder as of late. Apparently, her due date is early June. 

You wave a greeting to them as you walk to the doors of the lab, and they wave back. Then you’re entering the lab. 

It takes you a while to find Gaster. He’s in one of the lab rooms dedicated to some of the finer inner workings of the CORE, shoulders hunched over a desk as he uses fine-tipped pliers and a soldering iron to work on some piece of delicate machinery. 

“Gaster.” You call to him as you approach, not wanting to startle him (not that you’re even sure you could, as he’s so frequently told you how his Voidiness has made him so aware of space.)

“…Hmm…?” He replies after a moment, absentmindedly.

“I think my staff is broken.”

It’s a long minute before he responds. “…I highly doubt it.”

“But,” you complain, “I’ve been trying for almost two months, and I can’t get it to work!”

“…Frisk, I assure you-… it’s unlikely the fault is in my craftsmanship.” He seems more focused on the little machine on the desk than you. 

“What’re you saying?” Undyne slaps her hands on the desktop, making it shudder a little. “That Frisk’s not trying hard enough?”

Gaster blinks a little. Then he looks up, looks at Undyne, looks back at the desk, then back at Undyne. “… You shook the table.” He almost seems shocked. 

“Yeah? What about it?”

Gaster looks back at his work, a frown furrowing his brow. “It wasn’t supposed to be-… crap. Now that’s going to relay over to-…” He hunches back over the piece of machinery, his mumbling becoming increasingly more irritable. “Maybe it’s still- salvageable-… can’t do that, it’ll-… -just going to make thing worse-…” He slips into Hands, foreign syllables hissed between his teeth.

Then, suddenly, he lunged out of his seat, grabbing you and Undyne by the shoulders and pulling you to the floor, simultaneously shouting “EVERYBODY DOWN!”

Apparently this was a relatively frequent occurrence, because every single monster in the room dropped what they were doing and hit the deck. And not a moment too soon, as an instant after Gaster had shouted, there was a POP from the thing on the desk, followed by a louder BANG! and the explosion was big enough to set off a chain reaction, the next two things nearby blowing up, too, and the things next to that, and next to that, until very little of the work in the room remained undamaged. 

As some ventilation system kicked in, clearing out the smoke, everyone around the room rises slowly, surveying the destruction. You hear a lot of murmurs of “Oh, come on,” “you’ve gotta be kidding me,” and “I’ve been working on that all week!”

Gaster gives Undyne a dark look. “That is why you never. Shake. The table.”

Under Gaster’s withering stare, Undyne just nods.

Reaching up to pinch the ridge of his nasal bone, Gaster sighs angrily. “You are lucky, Undyne, that you don’t work here, because if you did, you wouldn’t anymore!”

Undyne laughs a little in an attempt to alleviate Gaster’s fury. “Hey, well at least it was a cool explosion!”

“Yes, one that obliterated months of work!”

Undyne doesn’t seem to have a response to that. 

Gaster sighs again, then, still frowning, turns to you. “What did you want, again?”

You hold out your staff. “I can’t get it to work anymore.”

He runs his fingers over it for a minute, fingers running over the shallow grooves of the runes. “… No, it’s perfectly fine. There are no mistakes in the runes, and none of them are damaged.”

“Then why can’t I get it to work?”

“I don’t know, you’re probably using it wrong!”

“So how are they supposed to use it?” Undyne interjects, coming to your defense. 

Gaster gives her a Look. “What, do you want me to show you?”

“That’s not a bad idea!”

Suddenly, Gaster gets a funny look in his eyes. But it’s not a humorous funny look, it’s a strange, wild look. “Sure, why not?”

And suddenly, the three of you are all in the park. You have to assume Gaster teleported you all there, as he’s the only one of you who doesn’t look confused.

“Well, then, Undyne? Are we going to get down to business or not?”

“Huh?”

Gaster grins, but it’s a strange, angry grin. You’re not sure you like it. “Oh, right, of course, silly me. We have to establish a few ground rules, first. You may attack with any weapon or method you see fit to use. Spears, Green Magic, whatever you have at your disposal. As for me…” He sinks into a ready crouch, hands wrapped around your staff. There’s a purple flicker around his hands, then suddenly, the double blades of the fauchard blaze into existence- but it’s not just the blades that glow purple, the entire thing it bathed in a deep amethyst light, flickering with ghostly fire of Gaster’s Magic. 

He meets Undyne’s gaze, wild grin widening. “As for me, I’ll be proving this staff works just fine.”

§

A/N

Sooooo, uh… It’s been a while, huh? Sorry I’ve been so busy lately, not to mention still under the effects of writer’s block! 

Anyway. I hope you guys all had an awesome holiday, and a great new year’s and no I totallyhaventbeenslackingoffonupdatesbecauseiwasplayingBreathoftheWildandwatchingFreeman’sMindshushwhatareyoutalkingabout-

-ANYWAY- 

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


75 ~ Old Fury

(A/N good music in the media section, if you want it)

Undyne, it seems, was horribly unprepared for this battle.

When Gaster suddenly lunges forward, spinning the fauchard in his grip, Undyne only just has the time to whip out her spear to block. Then Gaster is ducking low, sweeping her off her feet- the blade of the fauchard is Magic, and it appears Gaster is keeping it to HP damage only, so the blade doesn’t cut Undyne, but the staff itself is still physical, and it knocks her legs out from under her. She slams into the ground and has only a second to roll to the side before Gaster is slamming the staff down where she had been- the blade would have cut nearly straight into her chest while the staff drove the wind out of her. 

Gaster steps back a little, vicious, angry grin still on his face, and allows Undyne to climb to her feet. She’s breathing hard, and looks a little rattled. But then she gives herself a shake, hefts her spear, and gives Gaster an equally vicious snarling smile. “Alright doctor! You caught me off guard, but it won’t happen again!”

And then she sweeps her spear in a wide arc, and suddenly Gaster is enveloped in a green glow, his Soul bright against his chest. 

His smile only widens, and his hands twitch slightly around the staff, sending ripples through the purple flame that envelopes it. “Try me.”

And Undyne does. With a gesture, she sends spear after spear after spear shooting towards the Royal Scientist. 

From your battles in the Underground, you know how Green Magic works. It doesn’t totally inhibit movement, it just inhibits mobility- that is, you can move so long as you stay in the same spot. 

So as a veritable wall of spears come at Gaster from all directions, he pivots on his heels, barely pausing for a moment, the fauchard carving glowing arcs around him as he smashes spear after spear out of the air. 

And then Undyne’s run out of spears, and the green aura around Gaster fades. 

Gaster is lunging forward in an instant, nearly running Undyne through, had she not dodged at the last second. 

His attempted stab failing, Gaster changes direction mid-motion, sweeping the fauchard sideways, slicing it into Undyne’s side, the staff colliding with her ribs, sending her sprawling. Yet again, she manages to roll away just in time to avoid getting her chest crushed in.

Then she’s on her feet again, trying to run Gaster through herself. Her spear is knocked aside, though, and were the blade of the fauchard physical, she might very well have lost her right arm in its arc. 

She summons another spear, and lashes out, nearly catching Gaster across the chest but for that he leaped backward. Then he ducks, lunging forward, and she narrowly manages to plunge her spear downward to avoid being impaled. 

For a minute they tussle, then finally, break apart. Undyne isn’t smiling anymore.

Gaster is still grinning. 

He starts forward. Undyne, crouched in a defensive position, takes a step back, spear raised. You can see her thinking, planning, calculating. She’s taking this seriously, now. 

You can’t tell how Gaster’s taking it. That grin is still on his face, unchanging. It’s… scary. Viscerally terrifying.  You can’t tell what he’s thinking. What he’s planning. You can’t tell anything about him. There’s just that grin—

And then he’s nearly right in front of Undyne, the fauchard twisting in his grip—

You hear Undyne let out a shout. She lurches backward. Hands flying to her face. Her eye—

A strip of black dropping to the ground. Gaster, whether intentionally or not, has sliced off her eyepatch. 

Gaster steps back, fauchard loose in one hand. The grin has thankfully, finally left, replaced by mild curiosity. 

And slowly, slowly, Undyne looks up. She’s wearing an unfortunately familiar expression of frustration. Anger. Fury and rage and determination, just like That-One-Time.

“I’ve had enough of this!”

And with a scream, she summons seemingly every spear at her disposal, an iridescent turquoise glow accompanying the building tension in the air, and suddenly, suddenly—

It’s like rain. There are so many spears, shooting downwards to run Gaster through. His hands, the fauchard are little more than a blur as he smashes the projectiles away. Undyne just summons more spears, and they start coming at Gaster from all angles, blazing streaks of turquoise light to match the flickers of Magic in Undyne’s empty eyesocket.

There are so many spears, you can hardly see Gaster but for a smudge of black slashed through with purple. 

And then you hear it. 

Sickeningly loud. The tear of cloth. Fracturing bone. And you can just see. One spear. Straight through Gaster’s chest. 

Undyne looks shocked. Horrified. “Oh—” she dispels all her spears, “Oh, Annoying Dog, Gaster, I-”

He throws back his head and laughs. Except it’s not a laugh, it’s like a roar, something full of wild power and fury and oh, Dog, he’s still attacking Undyne-

“Finally! A  R E A L CHALLENGE! FACE ME, UNDYNE! FIGHT ME!”

The look on Gaster’s face is some sort of twisted, terrifying version of ecstasy, and suddenly, you remember, Asgore said-

…there was so much blood, Toriel. Dripping off his hands, splattered across his skull, soaking his clothes… and he kills them. All of them, just obliterates all of the humans… and he’s laughing. Like-… like he’s enjoying it.

You suddenly don’t have the slightest bit trouble believing it. 

Gaster is an unstoppable force, that roaring laugh still falling like thunder from his mouth, and Undyne is barely keeping up. You can see her determination slipping, panic overcoming it. With just the fauchard, Gaster is still stronger, faster, more powerful than you have ever been, in any timeline. The raw determination- the fury- burning in his eyes alone could tell you that. 

And then he lashes out with a powerful blow, and Undyne goes flying. She smashes into the ground, makes a halfhearted attempt at getting up, then falls back down. 

Gaster begins to advance. 

You find your feet moving, running, running, screaming, Gaster! Gaster, stop! Don’t hurt her, STOP!

Gaster stops. You realize you’ve grabbed up a fistful of his coat. 

He looks at you and—

—Oh—

—Annoying—

—Dog—

—the center—

—of a—

—volcano—

—couldn’t be—

—hotter—

—than—

—that—

—Fire—

“Frisk.”

And then it’s gone. Vanished. Certainly not extinguished, that couldn’t be possible. Not something that ferocious. 

But now he wears his usual disinterested, aloof expression. The purple Magic has been extinguished, the staff once again just a staff. 

You realize you’re sobbing, words tumbling from your mouth, for Gaster to please, please stop, that he’s scaring you, that he’s proven his point that the fauchard works, please, please, don’t hurt Undyne-

“Undyne…” His brow furrows with some emotion you can’t quite place. Then the staff is slipping from his grip as he strides forward. You find you’re not holding onto his coat anymore, and suddenly, he’s kneeling beside the fish monster, helping her sit up, green healing Magic flickering across his hands. 

You run over. 

Undyne’s got her empty left eye tightly squeezed shut, and she’s grimacing in pain, but seems to be in more or less good humor. Disappointed that she was so badly beaten, but not upset nor angry. And she relents completely to Gaster’s assistance, letting him run his fingers along her back and sides, confirming no broken bones.

She lets him help her up. They stand for a minute, Undyne hugging herself, Gaster with his hands in his pockets. It’s an awkward minute. 

Then Gaster clears his throat- or whatever Magical equivalent Void-skeletons have. “Ahem-.. Er-… well-… I suppose-… Sorry I let myself take it so far. I-… shouldn’t have lost it like that.”

Undyne shrugs uncomfortably. “Hey-… it’s fine. It was- exciting. A hard battle.”

Gaster looks away. His expression says he’s somewhere else, far away, another time. 

He looks… sad. 

“Yes, well-…” His voice is so quiet, you can barely hear it, “you’re not the one I promised to-…” Then he sighs and shakes his head. The sad expression is gone, replaced by his usual stern business frown. “Well. Anyway. Frisk. The fauchard works just fine. I should be leaving now.” And he turns to leave.

“Wait!” Undyne calls.

Gaster turns back around. “Hm?”

“Aren’t- aren’t you hurt? I hit you pretty hard…”

Gaster looks down at his chest. You all look at his chest. 

But there’s nothing there. No broken ribs, not even a rip in his shirt. But you know there was, you saw it!

Undyne seems equally astonished, her mouth opening and closing like, well, a fish monster’s. “H-how?!”

Gaster just shrugs a little. “I’m made of Void-ooze. Any damage done to my body doesn’t really happen, and can be easily fixed. And you missed my Soul entirely, so, no harm done.”

Undyne frowns. “You mean- you’re invincible?!”

“Pretty much. My body, anyway.”

“Aahhgh! That’s not fair! That entire battle was rigged in your favor! That’s why I lost; how am I supposed to win against something that’s invincible?! NNNNGH!! I’ll beat you into the ground-”

“Except,” Gaster says, smiling- and this time, it’s a real smile, “you can’t, because I’m practically invincible. Can’t beat into the ground what doesn’t exist to be beaten into the ground!”

“NNYYYYYAAAAAAGGGHHH!!”

Despite what Gaster said, it appears Undyne very much can suplex the Royal Scientist. 

§

A/N

*quietly resisting the temptation to say that there’s important foreshadowing in this chapter just for the fun of seeing how many people try to find it*

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


76 ~ Practically

Later that evening, you’re sitting cross-legged on your bed, the staff sitting in front of you. You’ve probably been sitting there for a good five minutes, just looking at it. 

You can’t look at it without seeing it in Gaster’s hands. That grin on his face. 

“I don’t get it.” Flowey says. “So smiley trashbag senior uses the staff and beats Undyne, and now you’re afraid to touch it.”

“He didn’t just beat her,” you respond quietly, “he destroyed her.”

“So someone finally gave the fish a good whupping! It’s about time!”

“No, Flowey, you don’t understand! She was on the ground already, and he kept going! It was like he was going to kill her! And-…” you hesitate, then continue quietly. “And like he was enjoying it.”

Flowey lets out a sort of strange yet appreciative scoff. “Huh. Maybe Gaster and I have more in common than I thought.”

You just shake your head. “… No… this was… scarier than anything you’ve ever done.”

Flowey frowns. You can assume the cause; he doesn’t like to be outdone. 

For a long moment, there’s just silence, you looking at the staff and Flowey scowling at you. 

Then, finally, “Well, if you’re so scared of it, just don’t use it.”

You just sigh and shake your head again. 

That night, once you fall asleep, you have nightmares. That’s not wholly surprising, as you’ve seen some pretty horrible stuff- heck, you’ve done some pretty horrible stuff- and sometimes it comes back to haunt you. 

But this is worse. Because it’s such a clear image. Gaster. Standing in a field. Bodies all around him. Covered in blood. And he’s laughing. That sort of powerful voice, nearly more a roar than a laugh. 

You wake up in a cold sweat, and realize you’re scared of Gaster. 

Flowey was always cruel and harsh and violent, but you can kind of understand. He was desperate, desperate to feel something, even if it was disgust with himself.

But Gaster? He-

He looked like he was enjoying it. 

After a while, you manage to fall back asleep. But the nightmare returns, and even though your waking mind knows monsters turn to dust on death, your sleeping mind adds Undyne’s dead body to those piling at Gaster’s feet. 

And when he comes to you, you try to fight, desperately crying for help. But no one comes. So you lash out. Hit him. There’s a knife in your hand, and you try to cut him. You succeed. The blade sinks into his arm; you hear a crunch, the crack of bone. 

But he just smiles that smile. Pulls out the knife. There’s no wound. Not even a tear in the sleeve of his coat. 

The knife bends, breaks, crumbles to dust in his grip.

Practically invincible. 

You’re on your back. His foot on your chest. You writhe. 

Practically invincible. 

He’s lifting the fauchard, engulfed in purple flame. Grinning that grin. 

Practically invincible. 

He swings the blade, a wide arc, it bites into the side of your neck—

You sit up with a choked noise, not quite a scream but not exactly quiet. 

For a moment, you just sit in bed, breathing hard, hands at your throat, confirming that you were not just decapitated.

“Wow,” Flowey’s voice jerks you out of your nightmare-wrought fear, “smiley trashbag senior’s really got you panicking, huh? That’s the most I’ve seen you suffer in your sleep  in a long time!”

You turn to look at the flower on your nightstand. He’s smiling. Trust him to find amusement in your nightmare. 

You just shake your head. Flowey doesn’t understand how terrifying it was. That blank grin. The blood on his hands. You flop back down on your bed. 

You-

You have a surprisingly easy time imagining Gaster like that. You’ve never seen him commit violence on that level- maybe with Chara when they first came out of the Void and he was still Soulless, but Undyne was only bruised up, not really, seriously hurt- but it’s just too easy to see Gaster slaughtering masses and just—

… It brings you back to that conversation you had with him a while ago. About Prince Asriel, and- and killing Flowey-… and how he thought it would be right to-…

Oh, oh Annoying Dog—…

You just want to go to sleep. Can’t you just go to sleep? Think about this in the morning. Just go to sleep. 

But it doesn’t work. You remain steadfastly awake, imagining Gaster killing everyone in his path. 

And no one can even stop him, because he’s practically invincible. 

…practically.

Practically invincible, he said.

Practically means almost. 

Almost invincible. But not entirely. 

You roll over in bed and decide that you have to figure out what he meant by that. 

Because if something happens- and you need to find a way to stop Gaster— or—

… You need to be able to do something. Be able to stop him if he loses it like that again. Because maybe Undyne wasn’t seriously hurt, but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t going to seriously hurt her. You don’t know what he was going to do. He was still holding back enough that he stopped when you grabbed his coat, but if he wasn’t-

You shudder. 

Tomorrow. Tomorrow you have to figure it out. In case something happens. 

Is Gaster invincible? How invincible?

Can he be k—…

Stopped. Can he be stopped?

Tomorrow, you will once again don your detective hat, this time out of necessity. 

And, well, if you can’t find an answer, you’re more than a little afraid that it won’t be a lack of metaphorical thumbs that kills you.
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77 ~ Distrust

Because of school, it’s a few days before you get a chance to see Gaster again, and you try to use this time to your advantage. As February turns into March, you run the words over and over again through your head, trying to figure out how to breach the subject when speaking to the tall Royal Scientist. 

Eventually, you recall what Sans told you so long ago- “if ya really wanna know something like this again… just drop the whole cloak-n-dagger sleuthing thing, alright? just come ask.”

So, like the detective that you are, you decide that the best way to question Gaster is to be blunt. 

That weekend, you head over to the lab. You’ve gotten used to the fact that Gaster still works on the weekends (“I love doing science,” he’s told you before on the subject, “it’s hardly work in the common sense to me. Why shouldn’t I do something I enjoy in my free time?”), and he also leaves the lab open to anyone else who might want to join him in his weekend pursuit of knowledge. So it’s no surprise that, though much diminished compared to usual, the lab still has a full shift of employees. 

Unfortunately, though you spend quite a bit of time searching, it appears that Matt is not one of this weekend workforce. 

Then you decide that’s not actually that unfortunate, because he’s probably with Elise, and you’re happy for them.

Eventually, you find Gaster. He’s in one of the labs dealing with CORE stuff, leaning over a table. You can’t help but be reminded of how furious he was when Undyne shook the table. In part because it’s a similar situation, but also…

Well. 

That was kind of the cause of the entire reason why you’re here. 

You hesitate by the door, fidgeting, nervous. Your hands are damp. Sweaty. You rub them on the sides of your pants, hoping to dry them off a bit. 

“Frisk.”

You jump at the sound of Gaster’s voice. It’s… shockingly normal. Somehow, you had built it up in your head that, after that whole event, he would be using that freaky menacing voice that makes your skin crawl and your Soul skip a beat. 

But no. He’s speaking perfectly normally, like, well, nothing was wrong. 

And, well, you suppose nothing is wrong- you’ve spoken to Undyne, and she’s sporting quite a few dark bruises, but she seemed to be in good humor and largely unhurt, and Gaster is perfectly fine and recovered and not insane, and yeah, everything is fine, you have no reason to be here, absolutely none, so why don’t you just turn around and walk away before you go make another mess like-

“Frisk?” Gaster has turned around, and he’s looking at you with a mildly curious expression. 

You hesitate. Your mouth opens. Then it closes. Then it opens again. “Uh- I- er-…”

He just sighs and rolls his eyes, turning back to the table. “Well, once you manage to get your head on straight enough to speak like a civilized, intelligent person, let me know. I’ll be here working.”

And just like that, like everything is fine, he continues working on whatever CORE thing he’s working on. 

Everything is fine. 

Except it’s not, and you can’t pretend that it is, because now he’s acknowledged you, acknowledged that something is eating you away inside, and if you leave—

You don’t even know anymore. You don’t know what Gaster would do. At all. You thought you had him figured out, thought you knew him, but you don’t. You don’t know if you can trust him. You don’t know this monster at all, this monster who would kill as a mercy, who fights with insane ferocity, who can pretend that nothing ever happened-

This monster who so completely hides his potential for Lv.

Who could lose it at any minute, slaughter you all, who’s practically invincible-

“Um, Gaster-…” You suddenly realize you’ve spoken, and that your feet have carried you quite near. 

“Hmm?” He doesn’t look up. 

Well. Now he’s acknowledged you twice. You’ve got to go on. “So, uh-… the other day, after you went— … Er, beat Undyne, you said you were ‘practically invincible.’”

“I am.” He still hasn’t looked up from his work. 

“Practically invincible?”

“Yes.”

“So-…” you hesitate. “… So, you’re not entirely invincible?”

He finally looks at you, a sidelong look, but doesn’t answer. Then his attention turns back to the thing on the table. You decide to take that as a yes. 

There’s another long moment of hesitation. You wring your hands nervously. “So…” you begin quietly, “theoretically, someone could… hurt you?”

More silence. 

“How-… how could that happen?”

For a minute, Gaster doesn’t respond. Then, he straightens up and takes a deep breath, setting down the tools in his hands. Then he turns to you and kneels down at eye level in front of you. 

He meets your gaze. You see his brow is furrowed, a dark scowl on his face. 

For a seemingly infinite moment, he just looks at you, and you nearly wither under his gaze. 

“You almost had me convinced of your… sincerity,” he says slowly, so quiet it’s barely audible, his voice but a powerful rumble, “that you are a good person. But that, anomaly, is a question rather counterintuitive to your goals, and not one I think I want you knowing the answer to.”

And before you can say a word, you suddenly find yourself sitting on the sidewalk outside the lab, your heart pounding wildly in your chest. 

Taking slow, deep breaths, you stand up. 

That-…

That didn’t go as well as you had hoped. You-…

You’d better go explain yourself to Ga—

But the doors are locked. The lab doors are locked. 

Gaster just teleported you out of the lab and—

Oh, Annoying Dog, this is so much worse than anything Sans ever did in That-One-Time-

You whirl around, expecting to see Gaster standing behind you with a bone in his hands, poised to attack, to kill, kill you-

Panic nearly overriding your system, you scramble to your feet, and reach for your inventory, for something to defend yourself, for your fauchard, but it isn’t there, it isn’t there! You had it in your inventory when you went to the lab, and now, now you don’t-

Gaster took it. Gaster took it! 

Oh-

Annoying Dog!

You run. You don’t look back. 

You just run. 
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78 ~ Sympathy and Pity

“Well what’s your problem?”

Nine minutes you’ve been sitting here, on your bed, blanket clutches tightly about your shoulders, over your head. Nine minutes you’ve been waiting for that inevitable attack, Gaster coming in to strike you down, stop the genocide you weren’t going to commit-

Nine minutes and the entire time, Flowey has been giving you that what-the-heck-Frisk look. 

Nine minutes you sat there, and he just stared at you, and now he’s finally spoken up.

You don’t really look at him. You’re too nervous to keep your eyes in one place for long. 

“Well?” He irritably prompts again on at first eliciting no response from you. 

It takes you a long time to respond, and when you do, your voice is quiet and shaky. “… He kicked me out-…”

Flowey’s irritated expression gains a touch of confusion. 

“Of the lab,” you clarify, “Gaster kicked- teleported- me out of the lab- locked the door, too.”

Flowey just scoffs. “Well no duh! You were asking a man who knows you’ve committed genocide how to kill him. It’s pretty stupid of you to think he would trust you.”

You still don’t quite look at Flowey, keeping your eyes on- well, trying to keep them on everything, all your surroundings. “He-… also took my fauchard-”

“Doesn’t particularly surprise me-”

“-out of my inventory-.”

That seems to get to Flowey. “W-what…?”

You just nod. 

“How? That’s not- not possible! You can’t take things from other people’s inventories!” You see the golden flower shake his head in your peripheral vision. Then he sighs. “Can’t you just, I dunno, reset?”

You shake your head, careful to not dislodge your blanket-hood. “Gaster says resets don’t affect him. ‘Cuz he’s all Voidy.”

Flowey blinks. “Frisk-… I told you not to mess withthat smiley trashbag…!”

Now you do look at Flowey, a sidelong glance before your eyes flit nervously back to the door. “You said that about Sans. Not Gaster.”

“He’s a smiley trashbag, too! He’s Smiley Trashbag Senior! The warning obviously extends to him, too! You’re gonna get us killed!”

“Us? What do you have to do with it?”

“If you can’t stop him with your- your goody two-shoes schtick, what chance do I have of survival? He’s gonna kill me!”

You can’t help it; your muscles jerk as you suddenly cringe, a memory surfacing unasked for in our mind. 

Flowey frowns. “What was that for?”

You look at him, but decide not to tell him that Gaster wanted to kill him anyway- under the guise of a mercy. 

Nonetheless, you still remember that conversation, and it only serves to make you clutch your blanket all the tighter about you. Gaster-…

He’s admitted to killing. In the war. You-… you can, for however scared of him it makes you, excuse that. But-… he would kill and call it a mercy? 

You try, unsuccessfully, to shrink back into your mattress. 

Flowey just gives you a Look.

Then, “Look, Frisk, you need to fix this. Sans is your… friend, right? And he’s Smiley Trashbag Junior. So just… go talk to him, and get him to smooth things over. Because if something happens to you, then I’m doomed.”

You hesitate. That’s… actually a good plan. You should ask Sans for help.

You rise, letting the blanket fall from your shoulders. One deep breath, then you start towards the door. 

“Wait!” Flowey shouts. “Where are you going?”

You look over your shoulder, the first smile touching your face since you watched that battle between Undyne and Gaster. “To talk to Sans. That was a good suggestion-” you smile just a bit snarkily- “sidekick.”

Flowey just lets out a growl of frustration as you leave. 

A few texts to arrange it and a short walk later, you and Sans are strolling through the park. You’ve been there about five minutes and already gotten through all the pleasantries and small talk. 

“so, uh,” Sans begins, “you wanted to talk to me about somethin’?”

You nod, stuffing your fists into your jacket pockets. “Yeah, uh-… Sans, I-… need your help. I made a mistake. With Gaster.”

“yeah, i saw he was pretty frustrated. that was your fault?”

You cringe a little at Sans’ accusation. “Yeah-… I asked him-… well, maybe I should explain from the beginning-… so you don’t do the same thing he did.”

“that’s probably a pretty good plan.”

You sigh, heavily, and it’s a minute or two before you begin. “Well, um… you know how he and Undyne had that fight?”

Sans nods. 

“He kinda-… lost it. Went crazy. He might’ve— if I hadn’t stopped him, he might have killed her!”

Sans snorts at that. “nah. i doubt it.”

You gesture frustratedly. “You weren’t there, Sans! You didn’t see- he was all—” You struggle, trying to figure out how to describe it, but ultimately fall short. 

“kid, trust me, he mighta seemed crazy, but he was totally in control.”

You look at Sans a little, wondering if, and if so, then when, he’s seen Gaster like that. 

Then you sigh, your shoulders slumping. “Well-… regardless. I-… it scared me. And-… I thought-… he’s-… invincible, just about. Because he’s all Voidy. So what if someone needs to stop him-… then how-…”

“so you went to ask him, and he tossed ya out.”

You hesitate, then nod. “Yeah, but-… it wasn’t just-… he teleported me out, Sans-… and locked the lab doors, and took my fauchard, and-…”

“can’t say i blame him. you kinda make him nervous, frisk.”

“Me?” You ask, astonished.

“yeah. you. i mean, i don’t think he’s scared, really, but… you’re… unpredictable, kiddo. a loose cannon. an unaccounted for variable. he doesn’t understand you, and that makes him nervous.” 

You think back on it, then look at the ground. “He didn’t-… seem nervous.”

Sans chuckles a little. “well, no. where did you think i got my scare-the-enemy shock tactic from?” He laughs again. “i’m sure he’s got it down a lot better than i do, though.”

You just nod. “I-… I keep looking over my shoulder-… expecting him to be there, about to-…”

That seems to give Sans pause, and he turns to look at you, eyesockets narrowed in scrutiny. “i honestly can’t say i have a whole lot of sympathy for you there, kid. imagine how it feels walkin’ through snowdin, wondering how long it’s gonna be before you come across your brother’s scarf.”

You cringe as soon as you hear the implied accusation. You imagine that feeling of fear isn’t too different from the one you’re feeling now, except that you were the cause of it, not the recipient. 

Sans sighs, shaking his head a little. “can’t say i don’t pity you, though. the royal scientist is a pretty scary guy.” He turns to face you, smile widening just a bit, and he winks. “guess i can put in a good word or two for you.”

You almost melt with relief, and you return Sans’ smile. “Thanks, Sans. You’re the best.”

“nah, that’s papyrus. but i’ll settle for a good friend to whom you owe a bottle of ketchup for a kind favor.”

You just laugh and agree. 
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79 ~ Sans is Helpful

With Sans’ promise to talk to Gaster on your behalf, the better part of your fear has vanished. You’re still nervous, though, and it’s sort of an almost worse nervousness. A sort of stage fright fear, nearly, twisting in your gut as you wait for Gaster to judge you.

An entire day passes like this before anything happens. You’re pacing the floor of your room while Flowey sits on your desk, his usual look of irritation on his face. “Will you stop already?”

You just kinda make a strangled, anxious noise, gesturing frustratedly. 

Flowey’s frown deepens and he makes a similarly irritable noise. 

You’re about to respond with a more anxious noise when your phone buzzes in your pocket. You quickly snatch it up to see you have three texts from Gaster: 

“Need to talk to you”

“Come to my lab”

“Immediately.”

You slip your phone back into your pocket and, with only a short explanation to Flowey, run out the door. 

Not much later, you’re hesitantly walking into the lab, nervously keeping an eye out for the tall Royal Scientist. It takes you a while to find him, though; when he said his lab, he meant his personal lab, in the basement. So it’s some time before you take the elevator down and step out into the brick-and-tile hallway of the Laboratory Basement. 

Trying to tell yourself that your knees are most definitely not shaking at all, you walk over to the big heavy door at the end of the hallway with the frosted glass window and the plaque with Dr. WD. Gaster inscribed on it. You pause a moment in front of the door, hesitating, trying to steady your breathing. 

You try to focus on something else to calm down. Something like- like the plaque on the door!

Yeah…! I still don’t know what WD. stands for. I wonder if I can ask Gaster, or….? Would that be kind of… insensitive of the-…. current situation? I don’t-

“Frisk.” 

You spin around with a small shriek to find Gaster standing just behind you, fairly looming over you. He’s frowning. “… Were you ever planning on actually coming in? Or were you going to waste all my time today as I sit and wait for you?”

“I- I- uh—”

You see a flicker of Magic out of the corner of your eye, and when you turn, you see one of Gaster’s hands pushing open the large door before gesturing for you to enter. 

You suppose you don’t have much of a choice, What with Gaster standing directly behind you. So you walk forward. 

Gaster’s lab is much the same as it was the last time you saw it, a mess of odds and ends all over the place. You’re relieved to see Sans, leaning over one of the tables, working on something or other. With Sans here, Gaster probably won’t kill you. 

Probably. 

“Hi, Sans,” you say. 

“kiddo.” He raises a hand in greeting, but doesn’t look up from what he’s doing.

A hissed sigh escaping between Gaster’s clenched teeth, the Royal Scientist stalks around you and twists around his deskchair to face you before taking a seat. For a long moment, he just looks at you, a deep and thoughtful frown on his face. 

“well?” Sans asks, still not looking up. “i thought you were gonna talk to ‘em.”

Gaster lets out another frustrated breath. “Yes. I am. I’m working on it.”

“doesn’t sound like it.”

“Shut up, Sans.”

“yessir, dad, sir!”

You can’t help but let out a little laugh at that, and Gaster’s attention snaps back to you. You fall silent. 

Gaster takes a deep breath then stands up, his hands twitching with erratic gestures. Going of his facial expression, you don’t want to know what he’s saying right now in Hands. 

The Royal Scientist paces for a moment before he begins to speak. “Frisk. I admit that I was, perhaps… slightly mistaken, in two regards. First, in misinterpreting the fear-driven stammerings of a panicked child, and second, in allowing myself to act as I did in front of such a young and impressionable mind.”

Sans snorts. “some apology there, dad.”

“Sans. I’m working on it.”

You get the feeling that this isn’t something that comes naturally to the Oh-So-Great Royal Scientist, and that maybe Sans isn’t just there for you, but also for Gaster. 

Gaster turns back to you. “This said, Sans has explained to me the reasoning behind your… inquiry the other day. I admit I understood it in an entirely different context than you had intended, and apologize for reacting to a threat you hadn’t meant to convey.”

“dad.”

Gaster lets out a growl of frustration, eyes scrunched shut for a second. “The point is, Frisk, you have no reason to be afraid. I am entirely in control.” 

There’s a dark look in Gaster’s eyesockets. He says it with such force, there’s no doubt. He is in control of himself. 

You pause for a moment. “So, then… we’re okay? We’re still friends? You don’t hate me?

One of Gaster’s hands rises to his chin. “Hm. No, I suppose not. It would be such a shame to have to hate you after I put all that work into saving your life.”

Sans lets out another snort at that. 

You just smile up at Gaster. “So, then… Can I ask you a question?”

Gaster gives you a slow look. “So long as it in no way pertains to… all that, yes, I believe you may.”

“Okay. Can I ask what the WD. in your name stands for?”

Gaster gives you a look. “You may absolutely not!”

You hear Sans laugh. “it stands for wi-”

Sans abruptly lets out a yelp, and you hear a crash quickly after. When you turn to look, you see Sans sprawled out on the floor, one of Gaster’s Magical hands having apparently yanked out his chair from beneath him to get him to shut up. 

When you look back at Gaster, he’s got a look of sheer incredulity on his face. After a second, he looks at you. “Frisk, you may go. Sans and I need to have a serious discussion about not divulging family secrets.”

Sans laughs as he pulls himself to his feet. “what’s the big deal? it’s literally just w-”

You suddenly find yourself in the lab elevator, the doors already closing as it begins its ascent from the basement. 

This doesn’t really help your case of thumbless-cat-ness, though, because if Gaster’s so intent on hiding his name, it just makes you more curious about what it is. 

But, you decide, this doesn’t really seem like too crucial of a mystery to be solved, so maybe for now you can let it be.  
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80 ~ Sharp Answer

You still have nightmares, after it all. Sometimes you still wake up in a cold sweat, fragmented images of Gaster poised over you with a weapon still flitting vaguely in the shadowy corners of your waking mind. But they’re… not the horrible kind of nightmare. Granted, they’re still bad; all nightmares are bad, but these aren’t really bad ones. You don’t wake up in a panic, you don’t sit up through the night, waiting for the sunrise. 

Sure you still have nightmares, but they’re normal nightmares. 

So you roll back over and go back to sleep. 

The first warmish, not-completely-muddy day in March just happens to fall on a weekend, and Toriel and Asgore decide it’s a good day to have a picnic in the park. Everyone is invited, Alphys, Undyne, Sans, Papyrus, and Gaster, all showing up at the park with a dish to contribute to the picnic.

While Gaster seems to have forgiven the misunderstanding, he certainly hasn’t forgotten it. He seems… wary around you. He keeps giving you sidelong looks, his expression one you can’t understand. 

You suppose you can’t blame him. You did remind him of That-One-Time, and, well… you’re willing to bet he likes thinking about it as much as you do. 

He also hasn’t given you your fauchard back yet, meaning you get to have the experience of explaining to Undyne that no, you cannot practice summoning your weapon, because you don’t have it.

You try to be coy about the reason why; you don’t want to bring up the whole you’re-a-genocidal-maniac thing again, but Sans’ slyness with words you do not possess, and your deflection of her questions refusing her answers but not diffusing her curiosity, she decides to go ask Gaster for that which you had so tried to deny her, for the sake of everyone’s mood. 

It’s the first nice day outside, after all, and you’d rather be having fun than constantly apologizing and feeling like the awful person that you try to tell yourself you’re not but Flowey constantly reminds you that you are. 

Thankfully, while Gaster remains as much an anomaly in behavior as he seems to think you are, he can still be relied on for a clear and blunt answer to a difficult topic.

“Frisk and I had a-… misunderstanding,” you overhear him saying to her. “And I realized that perhaps giving a human child a war-worthy weapon, as well as encouraging the aggressive use of it, is not necessarily a particularly wise decision.”

Well. Blunt it may be, but you suppose, out of context, that’s actually kinda vague. Undyne goes away from the conversation looking a little herself like a metaphorical cat.

But, well, there’s not a whole lot you can do about it. And besides, it’s a nice day out. You should be enjoying it!

And you do. You spend all day playing with your friends in the sun, running around and laughing, and even Gaster joins in for a little while. That’s definitely the most intense game of freeze tag you’ve ever played.

Evening comes, and after watching the sunset, you all head home. 

The next morning, you wake up to find your sheets are all sweaty, and you have a lingering sense of dread. But, you can’t directly remember any nightmares, and it wasn’t enough to wake you up, so that’s good.

It being a Sunday, you decide, after eating and getting dressed, to go visit the lab. Yesterday, Gaster said something about getting ready to build the new CORE- apparently, he’s been working on some of the smaller parts of the CORE for the last few months, and was testing them out one more time today to ensure comparability before beginning work on the whole thing. 

It’s always exciting to watch Gaster test things out. It’ll either work, which will get him really excited; blow up, which might get him excited or get him into one of those insane angry rants; or fail catastrophically, in which case you’d like to be there to comfort whoever gets fired.

On your way out, Flowey convinces- okay, maybe it’s a little more like guilt tripping for always leaving your oh-so-important sidekick behind- you into taking him along. 

You’re not sure what Gaster will have to say about that, but at the very least, you’re happy Flowey has finally accepted the role of your sidekick.

When you get to the lab, the handful of staff that come in on the weekends are in a flurry of activity. You can’t understand most of what’s being said- it’s all sciencey technobabble- but everyone’s excited. Eventually, you find Gaster, Sans, and Papyrus at the center of it all, and they’re all grinning excitedly as they make final adjustments to the machines. 

Or, at least, they all are until Gaster sees you and Flowey. Then his expression shifts into a furious scowl, and he stalks over to you. “Frisk,” he growls through clenched teeth, looking at you and having a finger in Flowey’s direction, “why have you brought this thing into my lab?”

“Hey!” Flowey  interjects before you can respond. “I’m a person!”

“People,” Gaster hisses back, his glare shifting to the flower, “have Souls.” 

Flowey gets a sulky look, and you get the impression that if he had shoulders and arms, they would be, respectively, hunched and crossed. “Yeah, well, I have a Soul, it’s just-…”

“Just what, weed? Gone? Missing? Dead?” Gaster pauses, sneering. “All the more reason that you should be k-”

You hear something clatter, and Gaster snaps to attention, whirling around, his good eyesocket widening. It seems someone’s dropped something, cut something, broken something. 

Suddenly, Gaster is lunging forward, screaming at the top of whatever serves him as lungs, “GET DOWN!!”

And it almost happens in slow motion. The blossoming orange and red and black from one of the machines, ripping apart and pushing aside the twisted chunks of warped metal. Sans, quite near to the exploding device, seems to be dodgeing most of the shrapnel with the same skill he dodged you That-One-Time, but Papyrus—

Gaster suddenly appears out of nowhere, in front of Papyrus, just in time to block a chunk of the control panel from ripping his son in half. 

Instead, it just about rips straight through Gaster’s chest, lodging itself rather firmly in his upper body. 

You have just enough time to see his face contort into something that looks like pain- actual, real pain- before he collapses. 
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81 ~ Flashbacks

Sans is first to react, but not in a good way. He scrambles over to Gaster and drops to his knees, trying to hold on to Gaster as much as he can. He’s babbling, too, an incomprehensible mess of noises- you don’t even think it’s Hands; it sounds more like he’s just too panicked to speak. 

Gaster’s response, as out-of-it as he seems, is to nuzzle against Sans and let out a comforting murmur. But that only seems to send Sans deeper into a panic, and his voice starts to rise to a volume you didn’t know was even possible for him. 

By now Papyrus has started forward. He rips off his gloves as he kneels beside his father, healing Magic already flickering across his hands.

But before he can do much of anything, Sans’ head snaps up, his panicked gaze falling on you. “frisk. reset. reset!”

You don’t hesitate. The last time you saved was just a few hours ago. So you slam you hand on the RESET button, and find yourself standing outside your house at the SAVE point, Flowey’s flower pot in your hands. 

You can tell Flowey’s going to make some sarcastic remark just based on his expression, but you don’t have the patience to hear it. You set the flower pot down on the ground and take off running, leaving Flowey behind to scream insults at your back. 

You think you make it to the lab in record time. 

But when you get there, things aren’t all better. The lab is in a state of chaos, and it’s not Gaster’s usual productive chaos. It’s legitimate panic. 

And as you sprint into the lab to see Gaster still sprawled on the floor, now nearly unmoving, you realize Sans’ fear-driven command for you to reset may not have been the best idea. 

Because despite the way Sans is clinging to him, despite the obviously massive amounts of healing Magic Papyrus is pouring into him, Gaster seems to have only gotten worse, and not in a normal way. There’s no longer a chunk of metal in his chest, as the machine hasn’t exploded in this timeline, but the bones in his hands seem to have begun to fuse together, turning each hand into one solid shape. And his black lab coat not only seems to have lost much of its shape, but it also seems that light can’t touch it- it’s become pitch black, like- like the Void. Like Gaster is turning into the Void. 

Luckily, it doesn’t look like he’s getting any worse; whatever Papyrus is doing seems to have him more or less stable.

Still. You decide to pull out your phone and call Toriel. You tell her there’s been an accident at the lab, and she needs to hurry over. She says she and Asgore will be there immediately. So then you call Alphys, and tell her he same thing. She responds much the same.

Soon after, with all the monsters gathered around Gaster’s inert form, you take a step back. You’re no monster; you know no healing Magic. Best to give space to those who know what they’re doing.

And whatever they’re doing, it seems to work well enough. Gaster settles down, and, really, so does Sans. He’s still clinging to his father, but his panicked shouting has turned into the occasional concerned whimper or sniffle. Papyrus sits next to him, patting his back, a sympathetic look on his face. 

And then Asgore scoops up both Sans and Gaster, intent on bringing them home. Papyrus follows immediately behind. 

The crisis seemingly adverted, the remaining monsters turn to you for explanation. 

“Well…” you begin. “When they went to test the, uh… whatever it is for the CORE, it blew up, and Gaster teleported in front of Papyrus to keep him from getting hit by the explosion. But there was this big piece of metal that cut right through him, and he just sort of- collapsed. And Sans started panicking, and told me to reset-…” You trail off. The last time Sans told you to reset like that was way back when you were trying to save Gaster, and you hit your head or something, and to get you to reset, Sans-…

And he said, afterwards, about having someone he loved die in his arms…

This- has happened to him before, hasn’t it? Gaster got hurt or something, and-…

You realize you’ve been silent for a long time, and everyone is still looking at you expectantly. “So I did,” you continue. “And when I came back to the lab, he was… like that.” And again Sans’ words come back to haunt you, that resetting can’t always bring everything back, resets don’t affect Gaster, because he’s of the Void… “So I called Toriel, then Alphys. But-… What exactly was wrong with him? I’ve-… I’ve seen him get- stabbed before, and he wasn’t hurt.”

There are a few uncertain glances around, and you get the impression that no one, not Undyne nor Toriel or even Alphys knows exactly why Gaster went down. But Alphys begins with a little hesitation. “F-Frisk-… H-his Soul was n-nearly cut in h-half-… I-… I don’t t-think even he could s-survive without a S-Soul. I th-think.”

“But you got it fixed, right?”

The lizard monster lets out a nervous chuckle. “Y-yeah! Mostly. It’s-… h-hard to t-tell with Souls-…” for a moment she looks away sheepishly, then her expression brightens with what might be forced enthusiasm. “B-but! J-just going off the o-other scars in his S-Soul, I t-think he’ll p-probably be okay. Probably. If t-that is what was wr-wrong.”

Undyne slaps a hand on Alphys’s shoulder, grinning widely. “Hey! Gaster’s a really strong guy. I’m sure he’ll be fine!” 

You laugh a little and agree.

Everyone is worried, though, you can tell. And as you all slowly turn to leave, you can tell it’s with a nervous sense of apprehension. 

You, especially, have a ball of dread forming in your stomach. Because if they’re wrong, if that’s not what it was, or if they’re right, but Gaster simply doesn’t survive-…

Well. 

Resetting can’t always bring everything back.
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82 ~ Because Science!

You spend a sleepless night worrying about Gaster. Several, in fact, as it’s a few days before you get any news of him. Everyone is worried, you think, and you wouldn’t be surprised if they’re getting about as much sleep as you. 

And you realize that you feel guilty. Like this was your fault. It’s illogical, you know. You didn’t make the machine explode. That was an accident, and not even one you were involved in. You didn’t make Gaster jump in front of Papyrus. That was his decision, a decision you couldn’t have even thought fast enough to contribute to. 

But- but you were there. You had his attention. You were talking to him when it happened. 

And- you feel like it was your fault. Your fault that Gaster had to do that, had to put his life on the line like that for Papyrus, your fault that he could be dying right now-…

Because you wanted to know. You wanted to know if something could hurt him, and because you asked, now he is hurt, and it’s your fault, because you asked…

Even if you know it’s not, you still feel that way.

But then you get word from Toriel, who was told by Sans, that Gaster is doing just fine- or, relatively so, anyway. Apparently, the only way to get him any medicine to help is to inject it directly into his Soul, on account of it being completely ineffective to his body, as his body doesn’t exist. And, well, once he was well enough to be up and about (because apparently, despite a near Soul-shattering injury, it only takes Gaster a few days to be up and about) he apparently decided that he wasn’t going to take that lying down. 

You also hear that, drugged as he apparently is, he acts like a stubborn child. Or, rather, even more like a stubborn child. 

Regardless of the rumor, however, Toriel decides that pie will help Gaster feel better sooner. So it’s only a week after the incident that you’re heading over to the skeletons’ house. Toriel couldn’t come- some school board meeting or something- but she sent the pie with you.

When you knock on the door to their house, you hear some sort of commotion inside. There’s a bit of shouting. And then- astonishingly- it’s Gaster who opens the door. 

Granted, he looks pretty awful. Rather than his black coat, it looks almost like he’s wearing some sort of long black robe, and the light and shadows don’t seem to fall on it quite right, though you can’t exactly point out what’s wrong. His face is sort of off, too, with a sort of blank smile, and his right eyesocket more of a drooping crescent than usual. 

For a moment, he just looks at you. When he speaks, there’s an odd hitch in his voice, and a slight hiss of static underneath. “Not ri-ight now. I’m busy.”

And then he shuts the door.

You hear more commotion, and something that sounds a whole lot like Papyrus scolding his father for shutting you out. 

Then Sans is opening the door, a faintly amused expression on his face. “sorry ‘bout that, kiddo. th’ painkillers are really wreaking havoc on his head. come in?”

You just laugh a little and step inside. Then you pause. 

The living room is a horrifying mess- to the point where it seems Papyrus can’t even keep up. There are papers everywhere, tacked to the walls, on the floor, sticking out of the couch cushions, everywhere. They’re all covered in complex equations and strange symbols you can’t make heads nor tails of.

And Gaster is moving through it all, muttering to himself, sometimes snatching up papers and scribbling something down on them, or else crumpling them up and throwing them into what was probably once a wastebasket, but is now an ever-growing pile of crumpled papers. 

“Er…” you hesitate, looking towards where Sans and Papyrus have slumped into the couch (after pulling out a few fistfuls of paper.) “Is-… Isn’t he supposed to be resting or something?”

Papyrus nods, a slight look of frustration on his face, but Sans just shrugs nonchalantly. “yeah, but, well… kid, he’s on a lot’a drugs right now. you try’n stop him. …is that pie?”

You nod, and carry the box over. But before you can hand it to Sans, Gaster swoops in and grabs the box, flips it open, somehow lifts out the entire pie, and crams the whole thing into his mouth. You have no idea how he does it, or even what you’re seeing as he does do it, but the end result is there’s no more pie, and Gaster is already shifting away, back to… whatever he’s doing. 

You frown at his back. “What is he doing?”

“He’s trying to figure out what went wrong,” Papyrus answers. “He says the machine-”

“Shoul-dn’t have blo-own up!” Gaster lets out the hissed interjection, that weird hitch in his voice still there, snatching a paper off the wall. That blank smile looks almost like a grimace. “I do-on’t understand. I che-ecked everyth-ing so ma-any times. Ran so-o many sim-ula-ations—! Wh-hy did it expl-lode? And even if it di-id, it shou-ldn’t have been li-ike that- the failsa-afes- and triple redun-dancy— mi-inimize the da-amage— completely unprecedented—” He’s moving about at a rather furious rate by now, accompanied by several pairs of his Magic hands- though how he’s doing that with a damaged Soul, you’re not entirely sure. And his words shift into Hands, the complex language growled out in angry syllables, accompanied by every twitch of his hands. 

You’re worried that he’s going to hurt himself…. Even worse, that is. 

Papyrus seems to have gotten the same idea, rising to placate his father. “Dad, won’t you-”

“No!” Gaster cuts Papyrus off. “I will not si-it down!”

“But you’re going to-”

“O-oh-ho, on the contrar-ary, I will not hu-urt myse-elf.” When Gaster turns to Papyrus, his expression has assumed as much of a vicious grin as he’s currently capable. “Do yo-ou know why, Papyrus?”

Papyrus’s exasperated (but still concerned) expression says he’s been asked a similar variety of questions before. “Because-”

“Be-ecause I’m the Ro-oyal Scientist!” The sentence is accompanied by a grand gesture. “I do-on’t hurt myself un-less I wa-ant to! Unless it’s fo-or science! Because I’m the Royal Scientist, and sci-ience is what I do! Wh-enever I want to-o, because I’m the Royal Scien-tist, and by An-noying Dog, I can do wha-atever the heck I want-! Beca-ause science!” With that, Gaster promptly passes out and collapses to the floor, whatever force that had been driving him apparently having been exhausted. 

Papyrus just sighs, and heaves Gaster up onto the couch. Once there, Gaster hesitates not to cuddle up against his sons. It’s an astonishing contrast to his behavior less than a minute ago. 

“Is he-…” you begin. “Has he been like this, you know, the whole time?”

Papyrus groans and Sans chuckles. “pretty much. thanks for the pie, by the way. i’m sure it was delicious.”

You just laugh, and the next few hours are spent in pleasant conversation with the brothers, while Gaster sleeps on. 
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83 ~ Tomatoes and Flowers

It takes Gaster a while to get better. That’s understandable, of course; his Soul was nearly sliced in half. But in the meantime, he’s either completely passed out, or acting even more erratic than usual, due to whatever the drugs they’re giving him are. After hearing a few stories of him almost burning down the house in some cataclysmic event, you decide to be wary of him for the time being.

But, by the end of April, he’s more or less healed, and back in the lab. 

Sans says he’s obsessed with figuring out what went wrong. So, you decide to avoid the lab for a bit. 

Instead, you go to see what Asgore is up to. 

With the weather nice and spring in full-swing, Asgore is, unsurprisingly, in his garden. He’s actually got several gardens for all variety of plants, both produce and flowers. You find him tending to his small plot of tomato plants, and surprisingly, Elise is there, too, blond hair back in a ponytail as usual, her blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight. Her belly’s gotten pretty big by now, but Toriel told you that Elise told her that the due date for the baby is in June. 

Regardless, the three of you spend quite a little while working in Asgore’s garden. You don’t know a whole lot about plants, except that they need water every day and a certain one will start screaming angrily if he doesn’t get it, but Asgore says that’s okay. He says he’ll take care of all the digging and watering and weeding today, if you could just look for the tomato worms that would eat the leaves and tomatoes. He says his eyes aren’t so sharp any more, and your young eyes are much better suited to the task. 

You readily agree to help, of course. It’s a beautiful day outside; it’s warm, it’s sunny, the sky is a brilliant blue with a few fluffy white clouds on the horizon, and the tomato plants have a nice, earthy smell that makes you feel happy inside. Really, though, all of it makes you happy. 

When you’ve finished tending to the tomato plants, Asgore smiles at you and addresses Elise, and says, “Now, Toriel has invited me over to her and Frisk’s house for some tea today, and I’m sure she would not mind the extra company. Would you like to come too, Elise?”

“Oh, yes please! I love visiting Toriel!” Elise gives a small smile, one hand settling on her large baby bump. “She’s been giving me some very good mothering tips.”

So, the three of you head over to your house. You didn’t actually know that Toriel has invited Asgore over for tea, but, well, you’re certainly not about to complain. You’re happy Toriel and Asgore are getting back together. 

For a while, you sit with the adults and drink tea. But after a bit you ask to be excused. They’re all talking about adult-y stuff, and, honestly, tea has never really been your thing. Personally, you like hot chocolate much better. 

So, you head upstairs to your room, where Flowey is sitting grumpily in his flower pot. “Well, Frisk?” He grouses. “Did you enjoy your nice day in the sun, outside, in the good weather, while I was stuck here in a flower pot?”

You pretend to not notice his jab at your lacking to bring him with you, and instead, smile sweetly at him. “I did enjoy it! It was very nice! Thanks for asking!”

He lets out an angry noise, waving his head back and forth on his stem before eventually flopping limply forward. 

You just laugh, sitting down at your desk. “You know, it’s your own fault you’re trapped in here.”

“How is this my fault you’re keeping me stuck in a flower pot?”

You give him a look like it should be obvious- because, really, it should be obvious. “Flowey, since the Barrier was destroyed, you’ve tried three times to murder people for their Souls. People go to jail for attempted murder.”

He lets out another frustrated noise. “But I’m not a people! I’m a flower!”

“You’re also not in a jail, you’re in a flower pot, with a friendly person taking care of you.”

“But it’s boooorrrrriiiinnnngg!!”

You give him another look. “Well, yeah. Jail is like time-out for adults and attempted murderers. It’s meant to be boring.”

“Uughhhhhhhh!” He groans. “Frisk, can’t you just, I dunno, reset already, so I can forget this whole mundane existence and go back to being excited to see something new in the timelines again?”

“What,” You retort, “and drag Sans and Papyrus and Toriel and Asgore and Undyne and Alphys all back too? And what about Gaster? What happens to him?”

That seems to give Flowey pause, and you get the feeling that if he had shoulders and a hand, they’d be hunched and rubbing at his chin, respectively. You hear him mutter something like, “Well, Gaster is the only interesting monster, since he’s not afraid to antagonize people… I guess it’d be a shame to have never met him…”

“There you go,” you say. “We both agree that I’m not resetting. I’m not that curious about Gaster to see what resetting does to him.”

Flowey groans, defeated. “Can we at least do something interesting?”

You grin rather sharply. “Twenty questions! Go!”

Flowey groans more insistently. “Aaarghhh! Frisk, do we have to do this?”

“Yep!” You grin smugly. “Only nineteen questions left, better be careful!”

That prompts frustrated roar from the flower, but nonetheless, he participated in your game- but he doesn’t manage to guess a thumbless cat in twenty questions, so you win, but Flowey is apparently determined to figure out what it is you’re thinking of, so you change the game to unlimited questions, rather than just twenty. 

Some time later, while Flowey continues failing at getting the answer, Elise comes in to say goodbye to you. Then, a few hours later, Flowey still not having arrived at the answer, you go to bed, content with the day’s events.
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84 ~ The Nuances of the Stuff

It takes a few days, but eventually, you deem it safe to go near the lab- or, at least, as safe as it normally is. So, one Saturday morning, you decide to head over and say hi to Gaster and whoever else might be there, and ask if Gaster managed to figure out what happened. 

You come to the lab just as Gaster kicks open the main doors, followed closely behind by Sans, Papyrus, and Alphys. When you ask where he’s going, he doesn’t respond. In fact, he hardly seems to notice you- he’s got that purposeful look in his eyes, and he’s striding along at a speed that you- and, evidently, Alphys- are having a hard time keeping up with. 

Then Gaster stops in the True Lab parking lot, standing at the edge of the sidewalk. For a moment, he just stands there. Then he turns around, looking at the group of you, with an expression somewhere between befuddlement and dismay. You all wait for him to explain. 

“… I don’t have a car,” he says with a hint of disbelief in his voice, almost like he forgot.

For a moment, everyone is silent. That was far from what you were expecting, though you suppose you should’ve learned by now to expect unexpected things from Gaster. 

After another second or two, Papyrus speaks up. “We can take my car!”

The Royal Scientist’s expression shifts into something more amused. “Only if I can drive.”

Now Papyrus looks dismayed, and maybe a little horrified, too. “Last time you drove, you almost crashed! Eight times! In a twenty minute drive!”

“But I didn’t crash, so-”

“You were going fifty two miles per hour over the speed limit!”

You desperately try, and fail, to stifle the sudden burst of snickering that overcomes you, and you hear Alphys murmur “oh my Annoying Dog, Doctor.” 

Gaster just shrugs, amused. “But I still didn’t crash! In fact, I think I’m rather good at not doing that.”

“what,” Sans interjects, chuckling, “good at not not crashing? because that’s a double negative.which means you’re good at crashing.”

Now Gaster crosses his arms over his chest, assuming a contemptuous pose, nose upturned. “I can crash a car if I want to. But I’m also good at not crashing cars when I don’t want to.”

You decide now is a good time for you to speak up. “Gaster, do you even have a driver’s license?”

“Pfffft,” he’s grinning again, and he makes a dismissive gesture. “Frisk, people who don’t exist don’t need driver’s licenses to drive.”

“But I thought we’ve already established that you only mostly don’t exist, but do still exist a tiny bit.”

He gestures dismissively again. “Details, details. No need to get into the nuances of the stuff, Frisk. It’s hardly runic science.”

Papyrus is getting that look on his face you’ve seen so often when Sans cracks a pun. “Because our lives aren’t worth getting into the nuances of the stuff?!”

Gaster grins at him. “Of course they are! Which is why I didn’t crash the car last time I drove.”

Papyrus throws his hands in the air with a frustrated “NYEH!”

You look up at Gaster and frown. “Can’t you just… teleport us to… wherever it is we’re going?”

“Well, I mean, I could…”

“But?”

“But trying to do that with five people, we run the risk of me accidentally dropping someone literally in the middle of nowhere, where they’d be erased from existence.”

“W-wait,” Alphys says. “F-five people?”

“Yep. Me, you, Sans, Papyrus, and Frisk. Unless math has changed in horrendous amounts in the last few seconds, I’m pretty sure that adds up to five.”

You give Gaster a look, seeing where Alphys is going with this. “But I thought you didn’t exist.”

“Frisk! We just went over this! I exist a little bit!”

“But I thought you said-”

“The manipulation of time and space to move the molecules of lifting beings from one location to another without damaging, rearranging, or losing any of said molecules is something far more complicated than runic sciences, and thus very much worth getting into the nuances of.”

Sans leans forward to you. “basically, kiddo, he’s saying no teleportation.”

You frown thoughtfully and turn to Sans. “So what about you? Can’t you just… lead us through a shortcut or something?”

He just shrugs. “same problem, more or less. but, uh, you’d only get lost outside space. not space and time.”

“S-so that’s why we decided t-to drive.” Alphys adds. 

“And we’re wasting a ton of time here!” Gaster replies. “So let’s hurry up and get going!”

“But I’m driving.” Papyrus says firmly. “Not you.”

“I am too driving!”

“No you’re not! I’m not going to give you the keys! You’ll kill us all! And break the laws of the road!”

“Well-” Gaster frowns like an indignant child- “well maybe I won’t let you get in the driver’s seat! So there!”

“What? Dad-! No!”

But it’s too late. Gaster is already sprinting towards Papyrus’s car, laughing maniacally. 

Papyrus whips his car keys out of his inventory and hits the lock button just as Gaster yanks on the car door. 

“Oh, come on!” Gaster shouts over his shoulder. “That’s immature!”

You laugh outright. “You’re being pretty immature, too, you know.”

Despite not having lips, Gaster somehow manages to blow a raspberry at you, and then suddenly, he’s inside the car, reclining in the driver’s seat. 

“What? H-how?”

He laughs loud enough for you to hear it through the car, if a bit muffled. Then he rolls down the window. “Teleportation, remember? Now, then, Papyrus.” He looks to his younger son. “Be a good child and give your father the car keys.”

Papyrus looks horrified. “Dad! No! I won’t let you break the law! Again!”

“Oh, come on. It’s not like I don’t already do that all the time anyway!”

Everyone is aghast. 

Gaster’s expression turns scornful, and he points at his sons. “Don’t pretend like you two don’t know what I’m talking about! You’re both technically my illegal genetic experiments!”

Papyrus still looks annoyed, and Sans just slaps a hand against his face, groaning. “da-ad…” He sighs. “here’s an idea: why don’t you just let me drive?”

It seems no one has an argument against that, and you decide to not get into the nuances of whether or not Sans has a driver’s license. So Papyrus gives Sans the keys and Gaster gets out of the driver’s seat, and you all pile in. 
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85 ~ Old Songs

Once you’re all in the car and Sans has proven himself a surprisingly decent driver, you realize you don’t actually know where you’re going. So you look to Gaster- who, despite being the tallest person of the five of you in the vehicle, has somehow managed to fit himself into the middle back seat (Papyrus is to his right, you to his left, and Alphys in the front passenger seat)- and ask, “Hey, Gaster? Where are we going?”

When he looks down at you, it’s with a childish grin of excitement, and you can’t decide if that’s because he’s excited to get wherever you’re going, or because he has achieved some personal goal of somehow defying the laws of reality to fit a seven-foot-tall monster in the middle car seat. Regardless, it’s with a bright expression that he answers. “To the CORE! The first one, I mean. In Hotland.”

“…Why?”

He starts to speak, then pauses, one hand rising thoughtfully to his chin. “… A few reasons, actually. For one thing, I haven’t been there in a long time. For another, there are a few structural things I want to remind myself about for building the new CORE. and third, Alphys is going to be helping us build, but she doesn’t know how the CORE works, really, and while it’s true the new CORE will be powered differently, what with it being hydropower based rather than geothermal, but it’ll still be good for her to learn.”

“Oh,” you say. 

“But most importantly,” Gaster continues, flashing a smile towards Papyrus, “Papyrus has never been to the CORE before, and has never had the opportunity to experience one of the greatest puzzle systems in the whole history of monsterkind.”

“you narcissist,” Sans says from the front seat. 

“Well, it’s true,” comes the self-assured reply. “And besides, Sans, you had a hand in the puzzle design yourself. So you should be taking that as a compliment.”

Papyrus gets excited at that. “Sans, you helped design the CORE puzzles?”

Gaster smiles proudly. “He was in charge of designing them, if I remember correctly.”

But Sans scoffs. “i didn’t hardly do anything. just came up with a few basic concepts before you… took over.”

A hush seems to fall on the tallest skeleton as some understanding passes over him. There’s something left unsaid between the father and son, something that sobers the grin that had been sitting on Gaster’s face. 

Finally, the Royal Scientist murmurs, “Well, they were good concepts.”

He offers the sentence almost, it seems, as an apology. 

The car remains quiet for a while, but eventually, some idle chitchat picks up again.

And then Sans is parking the car at the entrance to the Underground. You all tumble out, dusting yourselves off from the ride, and Sans tosses the car keys back to Papyrus. Then, Gaster in the lead, you all walk into the Underground. 

It’s eerie how quiet it is. You remember the first time- and subsequent times- you walked through the path on the wall around New Home. Except for That-One-Time-You-Don’t-Think-About, you were always able to hear the monsters. Not just the ones that came up and talked to you, but the ones living below, too, in the city. The constant murmur of life. But now…

It’s silent. The footsteps of your small party echo throughout the vast, empty caverns, and you can hear water rushing somewhere in the distance, but other than that…

Getting to the CORE is even more strange. It was always so loud, so busy before, the hum of fans and the clanging of machinery, almost like it was making its own song, with a brilliant lights show to match. But now it’s dark and quiet; there’s no blinking lights or whirring, ticking traps, not even a hint of that pale, Magic fog that has clung like glitter to the air.

When the five of you actually get into the CORE, Gaster steps ahead, walking out slowly onto the catwalk. You move to follow, but Sans stops you with an arm across your chest. You look at him. 

“just give him a minute, frisk.”

You nod, and look back to Gaster.

Even at the distance, even only seeing his back, he seems… different. Not the high-energy, excited, childish monster he had been mere moments ago. He seems quieter. More solemn. Almost as if the flashing lights and pulsing rhythm of the CORE were the Magic and beat of his own Soul. As if the CORE being dark and dead like this is his own death. 

He walks slowly, one hand out, fingertips just brushing the top of the blue guardrail. It almost seems as if he’s in another time, another place. And you can imagine it. You can imagine him walking down that catwalk, coat billowing in the mist as it’s filled with the Magic from below, his palms flickering with Magic, the glow of which rivaled by the flashing lights, each footfall matching the pulse from deep within, a song of his own, far under the earth, one that only he hears, in the heart of his creation. 

Eventually, Gaster leads the group of you forward, far into the CORE. It’s slow going, though. He stops frequently, running his hands over the spots where the blue tile paneling has been peeled away to reveal the pinkish insulation beneath, or stopping to touch a large crack in the wall, all with a look almost of… anguish. 

“he likes his creations to last,” Sans murmurs quietly to you on your questioning look. “and the core’s only been around for a couple decades, but its taken a real beating.”

Eventually, as you come to the main elevator, the group splits. Papyrus wants to stay on the upper level of the CORE to try to work through the puzzles, once Gaster’s got the power back on, and Sans is staying with him, while Gaster and Alphys delve deeper into the massive machine. Having been through the puzzles before, you decide to go with Gaster and Alphys, and step alongside them into the elevator. Gaster hits a few buttons, and suddenly, the metal box launches downwards. 

When the elevator doors open, you feel as if you’ve stepped into an entirely different world. It’s dark, for one thing, and you’re infinitely relieved as Gaster pulls a flashlight out of his coat pocket. And it’s massive, too. When Gaster shines the light upwards, you see the beam pass through the grated floors of many other catwalks far above, but as far as you can tell, it reaches no ceiling. 

And far below, you can see great pools of magma, huge turbine fans sitting half submerged in the pools, turning lazily with the slow current of the molten rock. 

As Gaster leads the way forward, he begins explaining in a hushed tone to Alphys how the CORE works, pointing out different features. But you’re not really paying attention. For one thing, most of what he’s saying makes no sense to you, and for another, you’re far too distracted looking around- it’s dark, but there’s enough light from Gaster’s flashlight and the magma below that you can make out the sheer enormity of the place. There’s machinery everywhere, catwalks crisscrossing back and forth and up and down, elevator shafts punctuating the vertical space, accompanied by supports and scaffolding, all of which being laced through by wires and tubes and air ducts and Annoying Dog knows what else. 

Even dark and silent as it is, even with your limited view, the whole thing still speaks volumes to Gaster’s ingenuity. You can’t imagine what sort of thought process went on behind this, the kind of wild and skill he must have had to put into it. 

Eventually, Gaster leads you to what you can only assume is the center of the CORE. Gaster does… something, and a few lights come on, enough for you to see that you’re in some sort of large, round control room, filled with control panels and monitors and switches and buttons. The wall in front of you is dominated by a huge bay window, leading into the true heart of the CORE. It’s a massive octagonal room, going up and down too far for you to see. The walls are white, made of some seamless material, but you can faintly see some sort of pattern etched across the surface. There are cables, too, but they’re thin, tiny, gossamer strands running all across the room from nodes on the walls, creating some sort of massive weblike network. 

Once the three of you are in the room, Gaster closes the door behind you, and you hear a hiss of pneumatics and a hollow clang! that Gaster tells you is the blast door sealing. Before you can wonder why there might need to be a blast door, Gaster is ushering you and Alphys over to the side of the room and telling you both not to touch anything. Then he steps over to the center of the room. 

You had been too captured earlier with the interior of the CORE’s center to pay attention earlier, but now, looking at the control room, you see it’s almost like there’s a whole nother control room set in the middle of it. Not a new room, really, with walls and all, but inside the main bubble of the control room is another set of control panels and whatnot arranged in a circle, and it’s here that Gaster stands. 

For a moment, he just looks over all the machinery, out to the huge room through the window. 

Then you hear him murmur, “Right. Let’s see if you still work the way I made you to.”

Then he sets his hands agains the control panel. 
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86 ~ New Dance

For a long time, Gaster simply leans over the central control panels, flipping switches and hitting buttons. You and Alphys share a glance every now and again, but neither of you really know what he’s doing. 

And then there’s a spark. A purple spark of Magic, running along some sort of channel in the floor towards the big window, where it disappears into the octagonal room of the center of the CORE. You see it beyond the window, jumping along one of the thin, gossamer cables, until it hits the wall, disappearing into the node from which the cable runs.

And then it explodes outwards. A brilliant, vibrant wave of Magic, running out from that one node, jumping across every cable it touches to light another point on the wall of the huge room. And as the Magic ripples outward, you see that the etchings in the walls of the room are runes- not unlike the ones Gaster carved into you not so long ago to save your life. But while there were a few hundred on you, there must be thousands- no, millions covering the walls of the octagonal room, each lighting with Magic an instant after the one beside it, until the entire room is lit up, Magic arcing along the cables and flickering and pulsing on the walls.

And then you hear it. A muffled thwoom…. Thwoom…. Thwoom…. like the huge blade of a fan passing by, somewhere deep in the CORE. And it gets faster, louder, until it sounds not unlike the pounding footsteps of a person striding along. And there’s a humming noise growing, too, throbbing in your ears like a deep bass beat. 

You peel your eyes from the growing radiance in the center chamber and look back to Gaster. 

He’s not so much leaning over the control panels anymore, he’s standing upright. And he’s controlling the entire room. Everything he does, every button pressed, every switch flipped, every dial turned, is done with his summonable hands. With his normal hands, he’s making wide and grand gestures, presumably controlling his summonable hands. But he looks like a conductor of some great orchestra, or… or it maybe even looks like he’s dancing, pivoting in place, swaying just a little, sweeping his arms around, sharp twitches of the wrist and fingers sending his Magic flying. 

And, to top it all off, his eyes are closed, and his expression is totally relaxed.

Watching him is… kind of mesmerizing, honestly. You can’t look away. And as you watch, the sounds of the CORE growing and working their way into your brain, you realize that the Royal Scientist’s precise, graceful movements aren’t in the slightest bit out of synch with the great machine’s music.

And then the light of the Magic in the heart of the CORE suddenly washes out from the purple of Gaster’s Magic to a brilliant white, and the glow is so bright you can barely see, until one of Gaster’s gestures brings down some sort of tinted glass cover over the window. 

And from there, he calms down. Ish. He’s still rocking a little on his toes, and that big grin is back, but he’s not… dancing anymore. 

“Right!” He says, clasping his hands together in front of him. “That’s the main conductor unit on, but we’ve still got to check on the secondary unit, and check the containment and distribution units and backup flood tanks. Also have to get the cooling system online again, since that wolf isn’t in Snowdin anymore. Come on, no time to waste!”

And with that, he’s already out the door. 

You and Alphys hurry along after him, but you come to an abrupt halt on stepping out the door. If you thought the CORE was impressive in the dark, you are utterly awestruck now. It’s all catwalks and girders and tubes and pipes and wires and air ducts elevator shafts and now you can see that the entire thing wraps around the huge octagonal room, and everything, everything is moving. Machinery is shifting and humming, and the magma turbines are spinning so much faster now, and it seems certain intersections of the catwalks can rotate to connect other catwalks, and there are several huge, clear tubes in which you can see magma or water or concentrated liquid Magic rushing through, and there are so many lights, dials and gauges and monitors and so many others you don’t know the names or purposes of, and-…

And it’s like the whole thing is alive. Like it’s living and breathing and it’s got a heartbeat of its own.

And Gaster is on the move already. You have to run to catch up as he guides you and Alphys to an elevator, a different one than before. This one, you can actually see the whole elevator shaft, the bottom set on a foundation that plunged deep into the magma below, while the top is supported by thick cables connected to… somewhere far above.

Gaster ushers you into the elevator and pulls the gate closed- because it’s one of those old-looking elevator doors where it’s a collapsible gate for a door instead of a sliding door- and then he grabs a sort of emergency-brake looking lever and slams it to one side. The elevator lurches into motion and in moments you’ve arrived at your next destination, another catwalk, though this one is higher up, suspended from above by wires. 

The second he’s got the gate open, Gaster is striding- almost running- forward, each of his footfalls matching perfectly the pulse that echoes through the CORE. You and Alphys both have to hurry to keep up.

At some point- you’re not entirely sure when, but at some point- the catwalk becomes a hallway, the walls lined with more switchboards and monitors, and Gaster has begun that mesmerizing dance again as you move down the hall, operating the machinery with ease. 

And then you’re coming into another huge chamber with magma at the bottom. It seems like it’s almost an exact replica of the main chamber, just on a smaller scale, still with catwalks and cables spanning the entire thing, and a big octagonal pillar of a room right in the middle. 

But instead of going into the control room, Gaster just flings open the door to be met with a brilliant white light. 

“Look! It’s already going! My autonomous startup system still works!” He seems exceptionally proud of that fact. 

And then he’s closing the door to the control room, and already striding away again, on to whatever system needs checking on next. 

Eventually, after it seems you’ve run through the entire CORE, just barely managing to keep within arm’s reach of the end of Gaster’s coat flapping behind him, the three of you make it back to the main elevator, and Gaster takes you all back up to the part of the CORE that’s open to the public. When the elevator doors open, you see Sans and Papyrus are already waiting there, apparently having already finished the puzzles. 

“Well?” Gaster asks his taller son, face lit with an excited smile. “Did you enjoy the puzzles?”

“I did!” Papyrus exclaims. “And I didn’t even need any help solving them!”

“Excellent! And you’ll be glad to know that everything is still working just fine, and I’ve remembered what I came here for. We can start building the CORE 2.0 within the week!”

Everyone’s excited about that. 

There’s a bit more talking, then you all turn to go. 

“Wait!” Alphys suddenly calls. “D-Doctor, don’t you need to shut the C-CORE down?”

“Nah,” Gaster gestures dismissively. “When I turned it on, I set it to run itself out in a few hours. It’ll shut itself down automatically just fine.” He gets a kind of sad look on his face when he says that, and you can guess why. 

But Alphys still has questions. “B-but when we all l-left the Underground, I h-had to shut it down so it wouldn’t b-blow up. What’s s-stopping it f-from doing that now?”

“Well, see,” Gaster’s voice shifts into that tone that Sans calls his Royal-Scientist-lecture-mode, “when the CORE was powering the whole Underground, it was set to just keep on producing Magic to power everything. And while there is a lot of extra measures to make sure it doesn’t blow up, if it just kept on producing Magic without anything to use that Magic, eventually the buildup would become so great that it would rupture all the containment units and explode the CORE- though, if everything worked properly, it would probably take a good ten or fifteen years of the CORE just sitting there before it blew up. However, like I said, in turning it on now, I reset the reproduction loop to produce a much smaller amount of Magic in a much greater amount of time, so much so that it’s using more Magic than it’s producing, and in a few hours, it’ll run itself dry and shut down.” His mini-lecture over, Gaster sighs, his shoulders slumping a little. “It’s a real shame, though. My third greatest creation just sitting down here, collecting dust. It was supposed to work for centuries.”

“Well,” Papyrus says with a grin, “we’ll just have to make sure the new CORE is even better. On the surface, I’m sure it’ll be used for a long time!”

Gaster just smiles and nods. “Right. Anyway, we should probably get going. It’s probably dark outside already.”

You all begin to leave again. 

On the walk out, Gaster takes the lead, once more striding across that long blue catwalk, this time with the CORE lit up around him, and there’s something about that image that burns itself into your brain. He walks with complete confidence, his coat billowing as the updrafts fill it with mist from below, and now his hands swing freely at his sides. And you can’t shake the feeling that there’s a new excitement in him, a new spark of life in his Soul.
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87 ~ Smart Mistakes

The drive home from the Underground is a mostly quiet one. As Gaster predicted, the sun has long since set, and it seems that only Papyrus and Gaster are the only ones who don’t feel remotely tired. As it is, Gaster surrenders to Papyrus’s insistence that he drive, so Gaster’s in the middle seat again, with Sans, who is completely asleep, half flopped in his lap, despite the seatbelt. 

You, yourself, are feeling kind of tired. It’s been an exciting day, after all, running up and down and back and forth and all about the CORE. You still honestly have no idea how it works, but you still had fun. 

As you settle down in your seat with the intent to maybe catch a short nap on the way home, you realize something, and sit back straight up. “Hey, Gaster?”

“Hmm?” Comes the quiet response. He may not be tired, but he’s certainly calmed down quite a bit. 

“I meant to ask you earlier this morning, when I first came over to the lab: did you ever find out what exactly made the new CORE prototype blow up like that?”

“That wasn’t a prototype, Frisk, it was going to be one of the interior mechanisms for the CORE 2.0. But yes, it was just some faulty circuitry.”

You frown a little. Not only is that significantly less exciting than you were expecting, but you also feel it’s a little… well, a little underwhelmingfor all the drama it caused. “Just some faulty circuitry? That’s all?”

Gaster nods. “Mmhm. A few wrong wires in the right places can make all the difference in an explosion or not, Frisk. The thing shorted out, but because of it, just a few sparks hit an open rune circuit in the just right place, and overcharged one of the more delicate rune systems of it, causing the explosion.”

“A few wrong wires in the right…” you trail off. “But why were the wrong wires in that specific right place to cause that in the first place?”

Gaster gives a one-shoulder shrug (so as to not disturb Sans, as he’s half slumped against Gaster’s other shoulder). “Just a careless mistake.”

And that still seems too coincidental to you. Sudden coincidences don’t just cause massive life-threatening explosions like that. Well, maybe they do in the normal world, in real life, but your life stopped being like that when you fell Underground. 

“You’re sure it wasn’t sabotage?”

Gaster gives a small laugh at that. “Frisk, every single person who had access to that circuit is currently in this car. Are you really accusing one of us of sabotaging our work?”

You think about that. After seeing Gaster’s excitement in the original CORE, you’re absolutely certain Gaster wouldn’t do that to his own work. And you know Papyrus would never deliberately do something like that, nor would Sans. 

Alphys… well. She did have that whole thing with lying about the Amalgamates; that’s why she wasn’t officially the Royal Scientist anymore when you broke the Barrier. But she wasn’t trying to hurt people, and you can’t imagine her trying to hurt people, much less deliberately moving the wires. 

Besides. Monsters can lie and fight and even sometimes kill, but ultimately, you realize, they never do really want to hurt people. Because that completely goes against what they’re made out of- hope. 

And that’s everyone in the car except you, and you sure know you didn’t do it. 

“You’re sure no one else had access to it?”

“Certain. All the most important bits of the machinery are protected by runic barriers, keyed to only let certain Magical signatures through. And considering I’m the only one with enough knowledge about runes to make such a barrier…”

You see what he’s saying. No one else had access to it, and none of the people who did would have sabotaged it. 

“So it really was just a mistake.”

“Mmhm.”

You narrow your eyes at the Royal Scientist. “But I thought your the oh-so-smart Royal Scientist who doesn’t make mistakes.”

He gives you a Look. “Frisk, we’ve been over this. I don’t never make mistakes; I am wrong occasionally. I’m just almost always less wrong and more right than everyone else, because I’m the Royal Scientist, and I’m smarter than everyone else. Even the mistakes that I do make, when I make them, are smarter than your average mistake.”

“So what you’re saying is that blowing up half your work and almost getting yourself killed was a smart mistake.”

“Well it was a rather spectacular explosion.”

You can’t help but laugh at that. Trust Gaster, of all people, to get caught in an explosion, sacrifice himself for his son, and almost get killed, only to admire the grandeur of the explosion and subsequently use that grandeur to support his egotistical argument for his own intelligence.

Not much later, Papyrus is pulling the car into your driveway and parking. You hop out with a quick thank you to Papyrus for driving (at which Gaster comments on the lack of a thank you to him for allowing you to come on the little adventure), and head inside, where Toriel is waiting. Thankfully, it looks like Papyrus was thoughtful enough to let her know where you were all day, though she still gives you a short lecture on the importance of telling her where you are when your plans change unexpectedly so that she doesn’t have to stay up late worrying that you got hurt or something. 

Eventually, after an exceptionally late dinner and a shower, you make your way to bed. As you enter your room, you find Flowey, sitting in his flower pot on your desk, just as you left him. He gives you a scornful look. “Well, it looks like someone had a fun day. Without me.”

You just chuckle a little. “You wouldn’t have wanted to come anyway, since I was with Gaster the whole time.”

“Hey!” Flowey retorts. “I prefer being around him to all the other soft-hearted crybaby losers of monsters.” He looks away, annoyed. “At least he doesn’t expect me to act like Asriel. Or offer me sympathy.”

You laugh again. “Well, okay, if you like getting roasted in arguments that much…”

Flowey just lets out an annoyed harrumph noise as you climb into bed. 

§

A/N

I had, like, three and a half different things I wanted to say here, but I couldn’t decide between them, so which one do you want to hear?

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


88 ~ Still Not a Physician!

The month of May passes in a blur, and suddenly, you realize that you’re thirteen. More than that, it’s almost June, and not only nearly time for the annual monster-human convention, but also almost Elise’s due date for the baby. You’re pretty excited for that. Admittedly, not as excited as the couple are themselves, but still. You’re excited.

In fact, you think the only one who isn’t excited would be Gaster. You’ve overheard him mumbling irritably about how oh, Annoying Dog, this means there’s going to be another idiotic little human running around the town, doesn’t it?  …Though, you’ve decided to remain blissfully ignorant of whom the first idiotic little child might be. 

Similarly, Gaster would seem to be the only one who isn’t excited about the monster-human convention, though, that’s hardly a surprise. He really wasn’t excited for it last year; you would have been quite astonished if he had changed his opinion on it. Still, the convention day comes, it seems Toriel has once again dragged Gaster into running a display there. He’s obviously unhappy about it. 

This year, it looks like instead of a bunch of different CORE prototype designs, he’s got a 3-D printed scale model of what the new CORE is going to be. It looks like some sort of massive bridge spanning the Ebbot River, the one that’s fed from springs on Mt. Ebbot. There are lots of tall spires, too, and large hexagonal platforms that extend out over the water. It looks astounding, and Matt assures you that the interior is going to be even more amazing.

Because it is, in fact, Matt who is doing all the presenting at the booth. Gaster is actually kind of just sulking in a shadowy corner, looking annoyed, and yelling at people who have done something to annoy him. When you ask him about this, he just gives you a look, and says something to the effect of “Matt has no qualms against repeatedly explaining the same basic concepts to people who are too stupid to grasp them anyway, so why not let him do the explaining? Besides, he’s been working on the CORE. He knows enough about it to function here.”

“Sooo…” You respond. “Why are you even here?”

His expression sours at that. “Because Toriel told me to be.”

You snort a little at that. “And someone else telling you to do something suddenly means you have to do it?”



“The Royal Scientist I may be, but Toriel is still my queen. If she  orders me to do something, I am obligated to do it.”

You just let out a soft “hmmm…”

Gaster gives you yet another Look. “If Toriel orders me to do something, not if Toriel relays a message from you ordering me to do something. And besides, I think Toriel has considerably better judgment than you, and wouldn’t abuse her power for cheap tricks.” 

That deflates you a bit. 

The rest of the day progresses pretty smoothly. You give another speech about how monsters and humans have been collaborating so well in the last few years, and you even manage to not slip up at all. It seems like everyone else with the exception of Gaster is having a good time, too.

Towards the end of the day, your entire party ends up gathered around Gaster’s display. Sans and Papyrus, Alphys and Undyne,  Toriel and Asgore (astonishingly, holding hands), Gaster, Matt, and you. Even Mettaton stops by briefly, and Toriel makes Gaster promise to let Mettaton interview him and do a full news story on the CORE 2.0, once it’s built. When you ask him if he still thinks Toriel’s judgment is so good now, he chokes out through gritted teeth a response that, without all the presumable swearing in Hands, more or less comes to “it’ll be good for monster PR.” 

So you all except Gaster are having a good time, laughing and joking.

And then Matt’s phone chimes with a text message, and when he pulls it out of his pocket, his eyes seem to get as wide as Snowdin snowpoffs. For a moment, he seems incapable of response. Then he looks up, eyes still wide. “Elise—” he stammers. “She’s— she’s already—” and finally, “—the baby!!”

Now everyone, yourself included, has wide eyes. Except maybe Gaster, who kind of has a you-have-got-to-be-kidding-me look on his face. 

Matt, meanwhile, has apparently gone into some sort of panic mode. He’s gesturing wildly, but definitely not in Hands, it’s more like frantic, confused movements as he’s unsure what to do. And his eyes are still wide. And you can barely make out what he’s saying.

Eventually, Gaster, muttering a few words in Hands that you don’t even want to guess at, reaches out and grabs Matt by the collar of his lab coat, and then they’re just gone, Gaster presumably having teleported them to Elise.

For a few minutes, everyone is silent, letting the shock of it all sink in. But eventually, you all decide that, if Gaster is there, everything will be fine. And besides, there’s still a monster-human convention going on, and you all have got to stay there to help run it! Especially since now you’re down one Royal Scientist and one assistant!

Still, though there’s an excitement in the air now that wasn’t there before. 

But what with cleaning up from the convention and everything, it’s not until a day and a half later that you have the opportunity to go visit. 

When you get to Matt and Elise’s house, you’re surprised to see Gaster there, too. “For the last time, Matt,” he’s saying, “It is entirely natural for infants to sleep extraordinary amounts, even up to twenty hours a day. And, as is implied, it is completely okay that she isn’t staying awake for more than an hour or so at a time. Your daughter is perfectly healthy. So please, please stop calling me back here, I haven’t gotten any work on the CORE done.” 

“You know about babies?” You ask, completely foregoing any greeting.

Gaster barely acknowledges you with a glance. “Of course I do. Despite having a dedicated pediatrician, Toriel and Asgore rarely brought Asriel to anyone other than me when he was little.” He pauses a moment, seemingly lost in thought. Then he shakes his head with a small shrug. “Admittedly, I’ve never actually assisted in a delivery before, but Matt was far too helpless to be of any use to his wife.” 

“Hey!” Matt protests.

Gaster just rolls his eyes. “Anyhow, I should be going. There’s a CORE that has been sorely neglected in the past few days, and I’m the only one who can take care of that!” And with that, he strides to the door, pushes it open, and is gone, likely teleported back to the lab.

Matt just sighs a little and shakes his head. Then he turns to you. “Well, that’s that, I guess. You came to see Elise, right, Frisk? She’s still in bed. Come on, this way.”

You follow Matt down the hall.
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I’m going to finish this story.

I am going to finish this story.

I am.

I promise.


A/N ~ Unfortunately…

…I’m putting this story on hiatus.

Like I said in the author’s note of the previous chapter, I will finish this story, I promise. But for the time being, something about writing it…

It’s just getting harder and harder. 

So I’m going to stop lying to myself, stop saying “well, maybe tomorrow I’ll write the next chapter.” The unfortunate truth is, I just don’t have the motivation to finish it that I used to. 

So, I’m taking a break, stepping back from it. I’m going to play around with some other projects, maybe rewrite UnderCorrupt or GravityTale, or maybe that Black Mesa novelization I was considering, or maybe something else entirely. And then, once I’ve gotten this off my mind, maybe I’ll come back to it, and maybe I’ll actually be able to write it. 

For those of you that aren’t following me, and maybe just have this book in your library or something, please don’t delete it just because it’s on hiatus! I really am going to finish it, I promise, it just might be a while. 

And for everyone who is following me, first of all, thank you for sticking with me as my updates have gotten progressively slower. I appreciate that immensely. 

And secondly, like I said, even though this story is now on hiatus, I have some other things I want to try doing that you can expect to see from me soon enough! (In fact, as I’m writing this, the thought of rewriting UnderCorrupt almost gives me that spark of excitement for writing again! So that’s probably what I’ll do for now. Maybe.) 

TL;DR, I need a break from this story, so I’m gonna go write some other things for a bit. But I will finish this! I promise!

After all, well… there is a reason for the title. [=

















Ahhhhh it feels so good to do that face again


A/N - What I Think is Going to Happen

Hello, everyone! It’s been a long time, huh? Almost a year. How’s everyone been since I was gone? Good? Good.

Right. Now that we’ve gotten the pleasantries out of the way, I have a couple very important things I’d like to talk about. And yes, one of those things is, in fact, the future of this story.

But first, I’d like to share a little bit of information, a lesson I have no doubt that some of you will find extraordinarily helpful and will most definitely help you to better your quality of life and better your ability to navigate the challenges you face daily. And that lesson is: the difference between future and past tense.

You see, when someone says they will do something, it means it has not, in fact, been done yet, but will be done in the future. For example, if Sans says, “I will build a machine to save my father from the Void,” that means the machine isn’t just magically already built, ready to be used. It means that, sometime that is not right now, the machine is built and ready to use, but that’s not just yet. It hasn’t happened yet, because it was said in the future tense. 

Now, once the machine has  been built, Sans might say something like, “I did build a machine to save my father from the Void.” Note the past tense did rather than the future tense will. This indicates that the machine has already been built, in the past, and is now ready to use. 

For those of you that are still confused, allow me to give you another example. When I say that I will finish this story, as I still intend to do so, that means the story, as of my making that statement, is not yet completed, but will be completed at some point in the future. Thus, statements such as “Mouse said ‘I will finish this story,’ but I guess she was lying because it doesn’t look done to me!” are the product of an extreme ignorance, as I did say, in the future tense, that I will finish this story in the future, while these comments seem to suggest that it should have already happened, in the past. 

Additionally, I never specified a deadline for the point at which the story would be finished, so any comment along the lines of “Well, it’s been a year, so why aren’t you done yet,” are also totally invalid. For all I’m concerned, I can spend as long as I want to produce the fan fiction that I write, for me, and share with you one hundred percent without charge, for you to enjoy, absolutely free. And if that means that I will finish the story, but not for another month, another year, not for a decade, then your two options are to either be okay with that, or to take your accusatory comments elsewhere. 

So if you’re one of the people who left a comment similar to this one, or else is unhappy about the fact that I am determined to provide you with free content of the highest quality I am capable, albeit at my own pace, you may want to stop and consider what exactly in your life has led up to this moment in which you are acting like a bratty little eleven year old, and what you might do to fix that problem.

Alright, so now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, let’s talk about what everyone wants to know about, I’m sure: the future of this book. And let me begin by saying this: I still do absolutely intend to finish this story, though maybe just not in the way I originally planned. I’ve been looking over what I’ve written so far, and suffice to say, beginning this book without a complete plot line, and making stuff up as I went was a bad idea. There are a lot of problems and a lot of loose ends I didn’t foresee, and I’m not a hundred percent sure how to take care of them.

Additionally, if I’m being perfectly honest, I… don’t really want to write this book, or even Undertale fan fiction anymore. Every time I’ve sat down and tried to write this, it’s been an agonizing chore; the descriptions fall flat, the characters run the wrong way, and I’m tired of trying to write something I clearly don’t want to.

Don’t get me wrong, I still love Undertale, and I think fondly of the two years spent in the fandom. I’m proud of what I’ve written. But I’ve grown, I’ve changed, and my interests have moved elsewhere. I’m ready to pack this up, set it aside, and get on to other stories. 

So I’m sure that leaves you wondering, what will become of this book?

Well, like I said, I do still intend to finish it, but I’m probably not going to write out the twenty some odd chapters left it was shaping up to be. There are too many problems, too many things I’d have to change, too many unplanned for variables, and writing this being the chore it’s become, I’m not really finding it in myself to go back and fix them. So instead, what I think I’m going to do is just write out a summary of what was going to happen. That way, you don’t have to be left in the dark, wondering what would’ve happened, and I don’t have to pull teeth trying to force it to work out.

It might be a couple weeks yet before I publish the summary, but you should see it in just a few weeks. Probably no more than a month, at most.

Anyway. Thank you so much for reading, and thanks more for sticking around this long. I’ll see you all soon, when it’s time to finish this.

~o0o~

ANinnyMouse42


89 ~ The End

As promised, this is a summary of What Would have Happened were I to finish NOiHWT as I had planned. I suppose, as is being done here, there’s also going to be some commentary on my part, haha.

Anyway, though. Onward.

I think the biggest problem with the story, the biggest loose end that I wasn’t sure of how to tie in would be Matt and Elise. “But everyone loves them,” I bet you’re saying, “And they fit in so well!”

Yeah, well, that’s the problem. They weren’t supposed to fit in. They weren’t supposed to stick around. Heck, they weren’t even supposed to have names, originally, much less move in and have a kid. But they did, and so I had to make things up as I went, hoping they wouldn’t cause any more problems than they already had. Because I was unprepared for them. I didn’t know where they were going, what they were doing there. Everything involving them beyond the first two chapters of their appearance was a spur of the moment, “Oh! I can stick them in here!” decision.

But anyway.

Most of the remaining chapters were going to contain shenanigans not unlike the vast majority of recent chapters- recent meaning, the ones last published, as I suppose, relatively speaking, a year without a single chapter is not “recent.” But regardless, they were going to be generally lighthearted, fun times. You know, hanging out with Sans and Papyrus, training and anime with Undyne and Alphys, arguments with Flowey, general chaos at the lab while Gaster insisted he had everything under control. And all the while, in the background, construction on the new CORE would be in progress.

And eventually, the CORE would be completed, and thousands of people would be there to witness its grand opening. There would even be news crews- monster and human, at Toriel’s disgression- to record the event. 

And there would be Gaster, striding through the doors just as the cameras started rolling, and he would be grinning enthusiastically, and walking with purpose, and he would be spattered in blood, and he would be dragging along a human body.

This was, I think, the only thing I had really truly planned when I realized Matt and Elise would be sticking around for a while; it would be Matt whom Gaster had first slain.

Frisk would reload their save, of course, once they got  over the initial shock. But they would find that, despite the resets not supposing to affect Gaster, he would not be there. He would’ve teleported back to start over, complete his goal again. It would take Frisk several tries to find Matt and Gaster within the CORE before Gaster killed Matt. And there it would be revealed that it was not, in fact, Gaster who was killing Matt.

Back when Gaster had escaped the Void, it had only been via the Determination that Chara had poured into his Soul in the moments they had had it, and it was Chara’s Determination that he continued to use to exist.

And, just as in the end of the genocide route, his constant reliance on Chara’s Determination allowed Chara some control over his Soul, and, by extension, him.

And every unexplainable accident to occur in the lab- every accident right down to the explosion that had almost shattered Gaster’s Soul- was their doing, subtly influencing him without him fully realizing. (Though, that time, they had not accounted on him jumping in front of Papyrus; it was never their intention to endanger Gaster, as then they would lose their connection to the world.) Gaster did, however, know Chara was there, murmuring in the back of his head. And every time after every mishap that he had insisted he was in control, he had been speaking to Chara- and maybe even himself, trying to convince himself of his control.

But now, after so long of biding their time and gathering their strength, Chara had- just as they would’ve if Frisk had really completed the genocide route- finally taken control of Gaster.  When asked why, they would explain it was merely to finish what they had tried to start with Asriel- to wipe humanity off the face of the earth, this time with a nigh indestructible body and all the power of the Void- not to mention Gaster’s own innate hatred for humanity, as opposed to Asriel’s innocence, meaning less resistance.

And when Frisk would point out to Chara that things were peaceful between humans, Chara would only remark that monsters and humans were peaceful before the war, and history is doomed to repeat itself. And so, they would say with a sharp smile, they might as well get to making it repeat already, and this time, give monsters the edge they needed to survive.

Of course, Frisk would not allow this to stand, and, at Chara’s goading, they would attack. And after several deaths on their part, something would shift just a little. Gaster, too, would be fighting back now, in any way he could, such as adjusting the aim of his Blasters so that, if they missed Frisk, they’d hit him, or forcing Chara to sidestep so a melee attack was less targeted.

And eventually, he’d gain enough control to force himself to kneel, and he’d tell Frisk to kill him- or, at least, to run him through, break his Soul so it could no longer hold the Determination required to keep him in reality. Chara would argue, of course, “you moron! It won’t just send you back to the Void! You won’t even have enough Determination to remain conscious! To remain sentient!”

To which Gaster would reply, “good! I’d rather sacrifice myself than live eternally with you in my head!” And with a confident grin, he’d offer Frisk a knife. The knife.

They would accept it, but still hesitate.

About then, Asgore and Toriel, who had been with Frisk before they found Gaster, but lost them as they were running through the CORE, would catch up. Frisk wouldn’t know this, but they’d see the look in Gaster’s eyes, and they’d be horrified. Like everyone else who knew Gaster before he was erased, they only had vague memories of him, but that look was very vividly accompanied by memories of blood.

But Gaster would still insist Frisk kill him. And at the look on his face, the absolute certainty, they would. They would stab him once, twice, three times, and each time he would lose a little of himself, reverting back to Void form.

And as he would fall, the last of his shape melting away into black, Sans, having felt all the resets, would come in, just in time to see his father slain at Frisk’s hand.

And Frisk would see just a little something of Gaster’s in Sans’ gaze, just a little of that fire. They would, for the first time in their life, see Sans really, truly angry. Back in the Underground, when he had fought them, he hadn’t really been mad but depressed, and he had only been trying to slow them down. Now, though, he attacked them with a fury worthy of his family’s name. 

He would only stop when Papyrus would come in. Then he would reach out, grab Papyrus, and shortcut them both away.

They would be found, eventually, once things had been cleared up, all the way back in their home in Snowdin. Neither of them would talk to Frisk, regardless of how much Asgore and Toriel would explain, and Frisk, near consumed with guilt, would leave.

And some time later, they would come up with their last brilliant plan to save Gaster. Chara had said Gaster wouldn’t have enough Determination, so what if they could get more, and bring it to him in the Void? The Void machine was still operable, and so was the DT Extractor back in the Hotland lab. And where to get more Determination? After all, they needed all theirs in able to complete the task. So they would drag Flowey into it, telling him he’d only be ‘temporarily dead’ without his Determination, as once Frisk had gotten Gaster out, they could just reload their save, and since resets didn’t affect Gaster, he’d be fine, and Flowey would be alive. Flowey would agree on the fact that he appreciated that Gaster was the only one who didn’t still treat him like he was Asriel.

So they’d go down to Hotland, and Frisk would use the DT extractor, pulling the DT from Flowey, turning him back into a normal flower, albeit one that had grown in Asriel’s dust. Then they would return to the surface, heading for the lab to go into the Void to save Gaster.

There would be a problem, though. The Hotland lab’s computer was connected to the surface lab’s, and Alphys would get the notification that the DT extractor was running. She would tell Undyne, and they, being well versed in tragic anime plotlines, would guess what Frisk was up to. So Undyne would go to stop Frisk. And Frisk, seeing that they would have to battle Undyne to get into the lab, would unthinkingly reach out and save before confronting her. 

They would win, of course, and they’d run into the lab and barricade themself into the room with the Void machine. Then they’d start it up, and jump into the Void.

Gaster would be there, unresponsive, a limp frame in the darkness. His body would almost seem to be coming apart, Void ooze drifting away like liquid without gravity, though his mass- if you could call Void incarnate mass- would never seem to diminish. And his Soul, or the fragments of it, would look like they had exploded, glittering shards of white stardust in the dark, expanding away from his chest.

And Frisk would realize they had a problem. Chara didn’t just say Gaster would no longer have the Determination to stay, but that his Soul would no longer be capable of containing it. And they would possibly start to panic a little.

At that point, Chara would probably show up, only a faint smear of red tinted color against the black. And after a long and deep conversation about motives, and where Frisk had gotten the Determination for this, they would suggest that Frisk try to use the Determination like glue to put Gaster’s Soul back together. Then they would, with a small shrug and a sigh, fade away.

So Frisk would attempt to do so. It would work- with repercussions. For every shard of Gaster’s Soul they touched, they would get just a glimpse, some little bit of a memory, filtered into their head through Gaster’s eyes. Just little things. Standing in the chaos, laughing. Clinging tightly to his brother. A burning ache in his chest, a new strength surging through him.  Awash in relief at an unexpected forgiveness. Cradling a small, comatose form in his arms, astonished that it had worked. 

Peering down at the anomalous little being, unsure of their intent, unsure if they were trustworthy, after all they had done and failed to do, after all the choices they’d made. 

And Frisk would start to understand the fire that burned in Gaster’s Soul. (Frisk would not know or understand this, but I think it’s possible they may have ended up accidentally absorbing a fragment or two of Gaster’s Soul.)

Eventually, Frisk would get his Soul back together and drag him out of the Void. But he wouldn’t be fixed. He would remain in the Void ooze state, a hunched, liquid black body, with an unchanging face frozen in a sad, cracked smile. His mental state, too, was broken, no longer the brilliant Royal Scientist, but acting as if he understood nothing about the world, unaware of his surroundings, not even capable of intelligent communication. Senile, almost.

But, with Gaster out of the Void, however brokenly, Frisk would go to load their save to bring Flowey back, too. But then they would realize something, realize how they had saved before facing Undyne, after draining the Determination from Flowey. Loading the save would not bring him back.

So now, now Frisk was faced with a choice, a difficult, painful choice, all because of a reflexive, natural, oh so thoughtless action. 

They could reset, or they could not. 

They could reset, all the way back to the beginning to bring Flowey back, but that would mean undoing everything they had achieved, the past years on the surface, meeting Matt and Elise, reuniting Toriel and Asgore, and while it wouldn’t force Gaster back into the Void, as resets didn’t affect him, it would leave him broken, uncomprehending, and alone on the surface.

Or Frisk could continue on. They could keep their progress- and mistakes. They could take Gaster to Sans and Papyrus, and apologize. But that would mean leaving Flowey dead.

Then they would remember that conversation so long ago, with Gaster, when he had said Asriel was already dead, and asked if Frisk thought Flowey was really truly alive, living without emotion.

Frisk would still feel bad. The decision would leave them with a funny taste in their mouth and a knot in their stomach. But they would decide to leave Asriel be, and let his consciousness finally rest in peace.

So they would start to guide Gaster- he would seem to have trouble moving, and they would have to take one of his goopy arms over their shoulder, letting him lean on them as they made their way forward- and they would head for the door. Right about then, Toriel, Asgore, Undyne, and Alphys would all burst into the room. Toriel would be holding Flowey’s flower pot. They would all be intent on explanations (and I might’ve been planning on Frisk likening them to thumbless cats), but they would forget all of that when they would see Gaster. So they would let Frisk and their charge pass without comment.

Frisk would help Gaster all the way back to the Underground. On entering the CORE, he would seem to get excited, and he would let out a little staticky noise on passing the True Lab. Waterfall- particularly the spot where there should’ve been a hallway but wasn’t- would be met with slight revulsion. And as they would approach Snowdin, Gaster would seem to recover some of his own mobility, moving a bit faster, leaning a little less on Frisk.

They would make it to the brothers’ house, and when Frisk would knock on the door, Papyrus would answer. Gaster, though, would be the first to react, moving away from Frisk, letting out soft hisses of static, reaching out to gently pat Papyrus. Then he would hug Papyrus. Sans would show up then, shocked, and be pulled into the goopy hug.

Frisk would just explain that they had done the best they could, and they were sorry they couldn’t do better. Then they would turn and walk away. 

Some time later, likely months, they would return. And while Papyrus would keep Gaster entertained, Sans would sit down with Frisk, and tell them how things were going. He would say that Gaster seemed to remember very little of before, or at least no longer be capable of comprehending it. He couldn’t speak- only sometimes they would get a random word without context breaking through the static that had replaced their father’s voice- and communication as a whole was very vague and incomprehensible with him. But, even handicapped as he was, he did his best to make Sans and Papyrus happy.

As Frisk would start to leave, Sans would stop them. He would tell them that he was still angry. He understood what they did, why they did it, but he was still angry. Maybe, in time, he could forgive them. But for now…

Frisk would just nod. They wouldn’t blame him for that. And then they would leave.

As they walked away, Frisk brooded on that. That Sans was upset. Most everyone was, really, Frisk thought. No one was happy with this. But Frisk knew, with time, unbroken time, wounds would heal. Not to say they wouldn’t leave scars, but things would get better. And until then, Frisk supposed, they would just have to learn to be okay with this.

§
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And so, with that, No One is Happy with This, as well as the Better Times trilogy, comes to its bittersweet end. It’s been an incredible journey, but we’ve finally reached our destination- regardless of the divergence from the original, intended path.

And as we arrive here, I want to thank you all for sticking around. I know I kinda went AWOL on you guys, and I know after I promised to finish the story, this isn’t exactly what you were expecting. But still, for everyone who is still reading my stories, thank you so much. It means a lot to me that people still think it worth their time, despite my lack of new content. I cannot thank you enough.

As for the future…

Like I said before, I… kind of think I’m done writing Undertale fic for the time being. Maybe I’ll come back someday and do more, but I think it’s time for me to move on, now. There are other things I want to do.

As for what I am going to do, now, I have mentioned that I do intend to write fics for a few other fandoms here. Whether that actually happens or not, though, remains to be seen, as intentions and what happens aren’t always the same. And if I do decide to write more, here, I don’t know how long it will be. I might just vanish off the face of the earth for a while again, catch my breath, get my bearing before I start something new. We’ll see.

But anyway. I guess it’s that time once more.

As always, thank you so much for reading, and I hope you enjoyed it, regardless of how it ended. Your comments and votes remain my Favorite Things, and every notification I’ve gotten still makes my day.

I’ll see you all around,

                   ANinnyMouse42
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