“Hello…Toriel, I’m here for your…ah, for a routine check-in!” Stuttered the yellow reptile, having trudged her way through the cavernous ruins to reach the cozy warm home. Alphys was in part hoping that Toriel wouldn’t be in, even though her lights were on, but her small hopes were quickly dashed as the motherly goat opened the door.
“Ah, hello there Alphys! Do come in, don’t make yourself scarce, it’s wonderful to see you!” She sweetly sang down to the twitching lizard, embracing her in voice and physically, wrapping an arm around Alphys to usher her inside. “Do come in, it’s much warmer and more comfortable inside.”
“Ah, well yes, thank you.” Alphys mumbled, swept into the cozy home, brought to a seat to settle herself down into. “Would you care for some iced tea? Or perhaps a fresh slice of pie, I made butterscotch just before you arrived here.” Alphys was certainly tempted, but she was here for a reason, on official business.

“Thank you, but I’ll have to, ah, pass this time, thanks!” She awkwardly replied, then cleared her throat, repeating her call from outside again. “I’m here on a routine check-up that I was, ahm, wanting to get done, if you wouldn’t mind...” She simmered off, shuffling and glancing around, feeling quite awkward.
Toriel looked at the lizard curiously, taking a seat with a tea herself, and pouring one for Alphys regardless. “A check-up? I’m sorry to say Alphys, since you came out all this way, but I am quite healthy. I make sure to keep my house clean, I get daily exercise, and I go into town to see a doctor once a month for regular check-ups. I’m sure you mean well, but I think you’d find it rather unnecessary.”

“W-well, ahh, umm…” Stammered the lizard, sweating gently. She could NOT tell Toriel who had sent her, or she’d be out of this chance in a flash, and she frankly did not want the ire of the king, especially from failing a task like this. “W-well, you see, ah! I’ve been keeping tabs on the various signals and trends of citizens, and I wanted to make sure mental health is at a high as well! I feel that its not covered enough in mainstream health and media…”
Toriel paused, and Alphys could feel a knot in her stomach, waiting for a response. At last, Toriel spoke up again. “Yes, I do think you’re right, Alphys, and I’m glad you’ve brought this up! Especially in the youth, I think it would be most wise to increase mental health awareness!”
Alphys breathed a sigh of relief, wiping her brow as she jumped up, clasping her hands together. “Ah good! If you wouldn’t mind, I’d love to test out some procedures and activities with you, if you wouldn’t mind?”

“Of course, I’d be happy to help you out, especially since you came so far to talk to me about this Alphys! How would you like me to sit?” Toriel asked, a tinge of excitement in her voice to do something helpful and productive in their monster society.

Alphys coughed, blushing and stammering again. “W-well, just for this test run, it would be required for you to…ah s-strip naked…, for emergency cases…” Alphys could barely get her words out, unable to look at Toriel. It was the goat’s turn to blush instead, her fur bristling as she looks away, face pink and hot.
“N-nothing? This surely isn’t necessary, is it?” the goat asked, Alphys gulping as she tries to just keep pushing through this hiccup. “Y-yes, the procedure is experimental, and we need to make sure to measure your vitals in the case of any issues or accidents…” She couldn’t finish that statement, both of the monsters blushing and looking away from each other.
Toriel finally relented, sighing and nodding gingerly. “Ah, for the better of everyone, right?” She asked half-heartedly, getting a quick and awkward “Yep!” from the lizard. “I’ll go change in my bedroom. You’re free to set-up anything you need.” The goat scurried away to the privacy of her room, leaving Alphys to her own devices. The lizard quickly retrieved a cloth from her bad, using it to mop up her face before pulling a chair to the center of the room, plus a step-stool behind it for herself to reach up.

By the time she had finished, pulling a few last tools from her satchel, Toriel had returned to the lounge room. Her gaze was averted from Alphys, one hand slung across her chest to make a paltry attempt to hide her ample breasts from the lizard. Her other hand awkwardly dangled in front of her crotch, trying to hide her privates from her friend. Alphys gasped a little, then swung her head away, gesturing at the chair. “P-please take a seat, Toriel!” She squeaked out, as the goat nodded and sat back into the seat.
Toriel cleared her throat, her white cheeks still pink as she shifted side to side, trying to move past this embarrassing situation. “Anyways, Alphys, can we please move on with this activity now?” 

Alphys jumped, nodding and stepping up behind the motherly goat. “Yes! Ah! So, I’m going to attach some electrodes to your body, to make sure your vitals stay positive…there shouldn’t be any issue, don’t worry, just another level of safety!” Alphys spoke more enthusiastically, busying herself in her work. She put the first electrode on Toriel’s chest, causing her to shiver in her seat.
“Ah, sorry, it’s a little cold at first, but it won’t be too bad in a bit, you’ll barely notice them in a bit!” She trilled, much more relaxed as she finished placing them all around Toriel’s body, hooking them up to a small display. Booting it up, Alphys could see the goat’s heartbeat, blood pressure, body temperature and respiration rate. As expected, everything looked A-OK, Toriel’s healthy lifestyle quite evident.

Instead, she began to ask Toriel some basic questions, pulling a salve from her bag and gently applying it to Toriel’s head. “How have you been in the ruins lately?”
Toriel smiles, relaxing back as the lizard massaged the salve in. “Quite well, have had a few other visitors recently. Been baking a lot as well, always good to share with folks and the monsters who live around here as well.”
Alphys nods, putting aside the salve and pulling a scalpel from her bag instead. The questions were more a formality, a distraction from her truest intent of this procedure. Carefully, she began slicing around the goat’s skull, Toriel oblivious thanks to the numbing agent in the salve. “Good to hear, and when was the last time you were in Snowden? What did you do while you were there?”

Toriel smiled, happily continuing on her tales. “The last time I was in Snowden was just over a week ago; I needed to deliver a few pies, and I stayed over at Sans’ place…” As she rambled on, Alphys connected her cut back around to the start, and with a brisk upward tug she pulled the white skull piece straight off, setting it back behind herself. Underneath laid her target, a jiggling ball of pinkish grey brain matter, throbbing uniformly as Toriel talked.
“…then papyrus got mad at Sans’ jokes, but I thought they were funny, and I returned home at night. Is that detailed enough an answer, Alphys?” The lizard almost jumped, snapping back to the room from her ponderings. “Yes, that’s great, thank you!”

Toriel shivered again, turning her head, and shifting on her rump again. “Ahh, it feels a bit drafty in here, maybe I should close some windows?” Alphys quickly yelped, pulling Toriel’s head back and straight, keeping her from seeing what the lizard had been doing in the meantime. “Ah, c-careful! Umm, the data! It needs to have a proper baseline, so you can’t move too much! I’ll just close them, don’t worry…” She rapidly prattled, scurrying down from her stool and closing the window shutters, keeping her patient from disrupting the procedure.
“Anyways, why don’t you tell me about…ummm….ah, pies?” Alphys asked, her attention once again returned to the jiggling mass of brain matter as she took her place back on the stool. She held the scalpel in her hand once again, gently lowering the blade of it down, so it was resting against Toriel’s frontal lobes. This was the point of no return; if she started now, she couldn’t really turn back. Instead, she held her breath and pushed the knife down with force.
The blade cut through the lobe like slicing warm butter, cutting along from top to bottom and leaving a deep gash. Instantly, Toriel could feel the changes, her body suddenly convulsing, legs kicking out. Her hands and feet clenched, while her shoulders relaxed, arms dropping under the effects of the brain damage. “Ngghaahhh…Alphys…whaa happenin?”
The lizard ignored her drunken questioning, instead picking up the pace. She slipped the knife back, cutting from the middle of the frontal lobe out to the right, beginning to bisect the large frontal half of her mind from the rest. Toriel rapidly lost composure, her eyes going dull as her mouth hung open wide, starting to pour drool down her chest, babbling and yelping out random words. Her feet kicked more, Alphys having to steady her arm to keep the knife straight.
Alphys repeated the cut out on the other side, and with a bit of digging, the chunk fell forward in the goat’s skull, completely disconnected. Alphys groaned a bit, feeling some confliction as she plucked the piece out, depositing it in a small glass jar. However, she knew such feelings wouldn’t change anything, and her payment and job safety would be well worth whatever moral conundrum she may feel.

Toriel’s body finally relaxed down with the full removal of the frontal lobe, the goat slinking and falling back in her chair. Her toes curled in and out, as through searching for something, something those dull grey and wandering eyes could not find.

Leaving the brainless goat be, Alphys took a step back, admiring her handiwork. Toriel looked very happy, giggling and bouncing on her butt and swinging her breasts as her semi-brain twitched and jiggled sadly in her skull. Happy with the results, she pulled out her phone and hit speed dial. The phone rang once, then instantly hung up.

Within a minute, the front door swung open as King Asgore burst inside, panting from the jog. He’d been on standby, waiting for the call from Alphys for when she had finished his request. “Hun, Alphys? Is it finished?” The lizard couldn’t help but laugh a bit, seeing his excitement and eagerness.
“Yes, she’s just over here, Sir.” She watched Asgore turn the corner, and the King gasped, getting a good view of Toriel, of her open skull, and of her sliced up grey matter. He took a few slow steps forward, then practically dove at his wife, kissing up her legs and hips, right up her slick drooly boobs and over her dumb grin, straight up to her chunked brain.

“Oh, honey, you look so beautiful!” he crooned, absolutely delighted as he peppered his wife in kisses, slipping a hand down his own boxers to rub at his ever-growing member. Alphys couldn’t help but stare from the corner of her eye, her King’s arousal quite easily and fully on display.
“Ahem, ah, Asgore, sir…” She mumbled awkwardly, the King spinning his head over to her as though he’d forgotten they were not alone yet. “Ah, Alphys, my apologies. You’ve done magnificently, she looks absolutely gorgeous! Better than I could have hoped! Please, if there’s anything you request, just name it!”

“N-no, it’s fine…if I could just have the original payment, that would be more than enough…” She responded, her eyes constantly glancing down at his royal scepter poking out from his pants. “Certainly, if that is what you wish!” Asgore boomed, searching his pockets. Finding what he was looking for, he retrieved a small box. “One first run, Limited Edition Mew Mew Kissy Cutie figurine, in mint condition.”
Alphys happily took the box from Asgore, feeling as though she were on top of the world. “Thank you kindly, your highness! It means the most to me!” She yelled, scurrying out the door and leaving the King to chuckle to himself. Turning back to his wife, he pulled her forward, giving her a warm embrace as her drool stuck to his chest. “I love you, my beautiful wife, I love everything about you~.” Toriel responded with a blep and a dumb mumbling burble, wiggling against her husband as her remaining grey matter gurgled in her semi-vacated head.
