Chapter One
Asriel looked at the small blue gemstone between his fingers, examining the way that the sapphire glistened in the dull light of the underground. It was a thing of beauty, rock taken from the very earth, polished, and worked over by the monsters who lived in this prison.
It was something which only a monster could produce, something of near divinity that generations of being under the soil had gifted their race. The way it glimmered and sparkled was like a star or at least that’s what his parents had told him.
He had never seen a star in person.
“How much is it?” he asked.
The shopkeeper smiled at the question. “I wouldn’t dream of charging the royal heir for something like that.”
“I insist,” Asriel said, reaching for his coin purse and taking it off of his belt. “Mom and dad would kill me if they knew that I was taking advantage of you.”
It would seem that any promises of not wanting to charge the royal prince went out the window as the shopkeeper saw that hefty bag of silver and gold. Currency always had a fascinating way of changing someone’s demeanour, morphing it and revealing their true intentions.
Asriel had always struggled to read other monsters but even he could see those changes as clear as day.
“Well, I could part with it for about ten gold pieces,” the shopkeeper said.
“Asriel,” Chara warned. “It’s not worth that much.
He looked to his dearest friend, smirking as he met their eye. “Nonsense, look at how gorgeous this thing is.” He rolled it between his fingers, showing off every angle of it to them. Not so much as a single flaw was present upon its surface. “I think it would make a fine piece of jewelry in the hands of the proper craftsman.”
Chara rolled their eyes. “You are far too free with your money.”
Asriel turned back to the shopkeeper and pulled out ten of these coins, placing them down on the counter, one after another. It seemed that the shopkeeper was trusting, sliding them all into a bag of his own without examining and counting them.
And just like that Asriel owned the most beautiful sapphire he had ever seen. The second most beautiful thing that he possessed at this very moment.
He looked to the first, taking Chara in. “Don’t tell me that you wouldn’t wear a bracelet with this embedded in it.”
“I was never big on bracelets,” Chara chided.
Asriel scoffed. “Then I will have to see about changing that for you.” He placed a hand upon the small of their back and led them away from the booth. “You really need to learn to appreciate the small things in life.”
“A gemstone the size of my eye isn’t very small,” Chara said, playfully bumping into him. “Do you have any idea how much that would cost above ground?”
“I do not and neither do you,” Asriel teased as he closed his hand around the gem, sliding it into his pocket.
Chara shook their head. “Your mother is going to kill you if she finds out about this.”
“Well, it’s her own damn fault for spoiling me rotten when I was growing up. Never taught me how to be thrifty with my money,” Asriel teased, nuzzling into this side of their neck. “As you should know.”
Chara nodded. Though they sucked in a breath as he nibbled upon their neck, tasting them, right there, out in the open. Not that they would dare make a fuss about something like that. No, they were far to enamoured with him for that.
“I’m aware,” they whispered.
Asriel chuckled and drew away. He could feel a little life pulsing below his belt. His gaze darted around the crowded market, wondering where someone could possibly go to relieve some that rapidly mounting pressure in his core. There were alleys for sure though they seemed just a little too grungy for his regal tastes.
“Queen Toriel did ask you to grab a few things,” Chara said.
Asriel sighed and drew away from them, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out a list and looked through it, humming at the small selection of products that she had asked for.
“What does it say?” Chara asked, squinting at the page.
Asriel smirked. “Just a few groceries that she needs.”
He walked through the market, placing a hand upon their back as he led them ahead. There was something so very nice about the attention that he received. Sure, a large part of that was due to the regal attire which he wore. Though he knew a lot of it was due to the most precious jewel in his collection, the trophy he so loved to flaunt.
Who wouldn’t love to have a trophy like Chara in their collection? A living breathing human was pretty rare in these parts.
Asriel drew up to a vendor which had a large selection of produce on display. A whole assortment of groceries and all of the items that his mother was looking for.
“Well, if it isn’t the royal prince,” the owner said, taking the list from Asriel. “And his darling pet. I see that the queen has given you another shopping list.” He chuckled as he started to read through it. “Hopefully, no rare items this time around.”
Chara smiled at the title, stepping just a little closer to Asriel as he said it. 
Asriel was unable to stop himself from squeezing Chara as he nodded towards the employee. “She assures me that this is just a regular pie this time around. No ingredients required from the Waterfalls.”
He felt his gaze stray to a vendor a few booths down. There were a few monsters standing before it, gawking at what he sold. A range product for the upper classes, humans… five of them, proudly on display. None of them were as nice as Chara, none were even close; too old, too free-minded, too imperfect, the kind borne from the surface instead of the underground. But they would make a noble or artisan very happy. Pets of any quality were in rather rare supply these days.
“None of them are as nice as you,” Asriel whispered into Chara’s ear.
Chara scoffed. “They never are.”
He drew his hand away from their naked back and instead moved it towards the band of gold which circled their throat. He touched it and felt the smooth metal interrupted by a rough gemstone surface. Where could that sapphire fit if the bracelet idea didn’t pan out?
The hardships of pet ownership.
Asriel scoffed. “Someone has a big ego.”
“It's easy to let that happen when I’ve learned from the best,” Chara jeered.
“Behave,” Asriel said.
“Make me,” Chara replied.
Asriel wouldn’t be goaded into this challenge. He was better than that. Yet, he would have to remember that rebellious spirit for when they were safely behind closed doors. 
Rather than reply, he instead looked at the humans of sale, watching the mix of horrified emotions that they were on display. He seemed to remember that there had been a sizeable fall sometime last week, about a dozen humans in total. His father had personally inspected them but hadn’t found any to keep in the royal palace.
“Your groceries,” the employee said, snapping Asriel back to the current moment.
Asriel saw that a basket had been put together, containing quite the feast. He produced his coins and peeled off a couple pieces of silver, placing them down on the countertop. The shopkeeper looked like he was about to decline though a sharp look from Asriel killed that sentence before it could come forth.
The employee nodded and took the coins, sliding them all into a small pouch of his own. He looked at Chara before glancing back at Asriel and flashy a bright smile. “Your human looks as good as ever.”
Chara beamed at the compliment.
Asriel nodded and looked them over himself, happy to see just how flawless they really were. A monster couldn’t ask for a better partner than that. He pulled them back against himself, leaning over and giving them a kiss on the top of their head. Their reward for being so good.
Chara took the basket and held it in front of themself. With that settled, Asriel was sure that they could sneak away and head back to the palace. He really needed to blow off some much needed steam.
Except no plan ever survived first contact, did it?
“Your Majesty!” a gruff but feminine voice called.
Asriel tensed and looked towards the origin of it. It belonged to the captain of the royal guard and she was clattering towards them in heavy armour.
“Undyne,” Asriel greeted, offering a small bow. Though he snapped back up as he realized just how frantic she seemed. “Is something the matter?”
“Another human fell,” Undyne said, puffing as she came to a stop.
Asriel nodded. “I’ll alert my father at once.”
“No, this one needs…” Undyne drew in a heavy breath. She had obviously been sprinting, only adding to that nagging voice which told Asriel that something was amiss. “This one needs your immediate attention, Asriel.” Another breath, a little less strained than before. “It’s a human with a special soul.”
Special soul… that was serious indeed.
Asriel couldn’t help but notice that Undyne was looking directly at Chara as she said that.
A special soul… that kind of soul.
Asriel nodded quickly and drew to attention. He could see that a few monsters had taken notice of the way that Undyne had spoken, picking up on the subject matter. There was already a ripple of gossip as a sea of whispers started to radiate outwards, like water from a burst dam. Everyone apparently knew what this meant.
It wouldn’t be wise to facilitate that kind of discussion out here.
“Lead the way,” Asriel said.
Undyne nodded and turned on her feet, speed walking away from the market with the two of them following behind.
[hr]
A few royal guards blocked the path forward, only parting as Undyne and the royal entourage approached. 
It seemed that rumours had a way of spreading, apparently even faster than the head of the royal guard could sprint. There was already a crowd outside of the chamber, talking back and forth to one another as they tried to look past the barrier of canine guards who blocked them.
This was a problem that could wait until later. What was inside was a far more pressing matter to be resolved.
“What are you going to do with them?” Undyne asked.
Asriel perked up, realizing that he didn’t give it much thought until that point. “My father claimed the first two, my mother the next two, and I’ve been allowed one.” He shook his head. “I personally believe that I’m entitled to another.”
“Safer that way,” Undyne said, shaking her head. “I don’t think any other monster would have any chance of restraining one of those souls. Too much determination.”
Asriel scoffed. “I don’t know…” He turned to face Chara, cupping their chin. “This one doesn’t seem to give me too much trouble these days.”
“I could if you’d like,” Chara teased, offering a half-lidded smile.
Undyne snickered at that.
Asriel gave Chara a sharp look before letting his claws fall away. He instead smoothed out his robe, wondering how exactly he was supposed to go about this. His dad had always handled this sort of stuff in the past.
What would he do?
Asriel smirked. Well… he would just act like his father.
He stepped further down the corridor, feeling the other two following in his wake. With each passing step, he started to feel a little more confidence with this instinctual authority creeping into his persona. His name was Asriel Dreemurr and he was the future king of a humiliated people, given the chance to humiliate those who had wronged them in the first place. He learned from his father and would rule like him in turn.
The path led into a dark room with a single pillar of light beaming down from the sky above. It illuminated a sea of yellow flowers which reached out towards this light above. They were apparently just as desperate to reach it as any other creature who lived down here.
There was a figure seated in the middle of them, cross-legged and looking up at the ceiling above. They stirred as they heard him approach, turning to look at him. They were different from Chara, still an adult, always an adult falling down here. Their skin was more tanned than Chara’s, their stature short and a bit thicker. They wore brown shorts and a striped sweater. 
“Who are you?” they asked.
Asriel puffed up his chest. “My name is Asriel Dreemurr, I am the Prince of…”
“Why are you naked?” Frisk whispered, looking past him.
Asriel paused mid sentence and saw that Chara had entered the room along with Undyne. The two of them kept their distance but it was still easy enough to see the duo lingering at the fringes.
Chara was in fact not naked. He had allowed them not only their ceremonial collar but also an assortment of fine gold and silver jewelry, shimmering necklaces, expensive rings, and a series of thin chains which draped across their torso. Most of this was even covered by a very thin and completely transparent shawl made of the finest magical silk. That was far more clothing than a lot of monsters would allow their humans to wear.
But then he remembered that apparently humans were allowed far more clothing on the surface. Something about the weather up there being of a harsher outlook. Which made sense considering how overdressed this specific human seemed.
“They are my pet,” Asriel explained.
The other human blinked, looking stricken by the phrase.
“Am I… am I making sense here?” Asriel asked, looking first at Undyne and then at Chara. Both of them nodded along to what he said.
The other human scrambled backwards. Not that they really had a whole lot of space to scramble in the first place as their back almost immediately bumped into a wall directly behind them. Only one way in and only one way out, the perfect trap.
“Get away from me,” the human said.
Asriel shook his head. His father had always made this sound so easy. 
As he looked to Undyne, the other monster came forward, holding up her hands. “Hey there, I promise that we’re not here to hurt you or anything.” She glanced at the prince. “But you kind of fell into our domain. So, our rules and what not.” She flashed a reassuring smile which was absolutely, one hundred percent, not going to fail. “I’m sure you understand?”
The human blinked a couple of times before looking up at the gaping hole above. How far had the fall been? A distance which was surely impossible to even think about climbing out of. He would know as he’d seen plenty of monsters try it in the past.
“I promise that we can explain everything,” Undyne said.
Chara came over and bumped into Asriel’s side. “What’s their problem?” They grinned. “Are you going to let them treat you like that?”
Asriel’s eyes narrowed. That harpy was playing him and he didn’t like it. Yet, he couldn’t deny that they made a certain amount of sense. It was his duty as a monarch of this land to make sure that the humans were properly welcomed into the nature of how things worked in the underground.
“Don’t tell them lies,” Asriel said.
Undyne perked up and looked at him. “Asriel…”
Asriel took a moment and started to roll up the sleeves on his attire, making sure that he showed off his thick and powerful arms. These were arms which he’d trained for strength, ensuring they were ready for their eventual return to the surface and whatever war may follow.
His lips peeled back as he snarled, show off those sharp teeth of his. Chara’s words had a way of needling him, as much as he hated to admit it.
The human flinched away from him.
“What is your name?” Asriel ordered.
The human swallowed their fear. “F-frisk.”
Frisk… that was a pretty name.
Asriel came over, glowering down at them as he folded his hands in front of his chest. He was taking full advantage of his size and he knew it. “Then I will keep this story simple for you, Frisk. Your people cursed us to remain below the surface, prisoners locked in these caves. And because of that, from our perspective, our species are still in a state of open war.”
Chara came over, like a little imp who was dancing at the fringes of his threats. “And any humans who fall down here are to be treated as property, given just as much respect as us humans respected monsters back on the surface.”
“Did I give you permission to speak?” Asriel snapped.
Chara tensed and Asriel took some glee in seeing that panic flash within their eyes as they flinched away from him. It was good to remind his pet of their place in this hierarchy.
The only thing he took more satisfaction in was seeing the way the other human looked downright petrified by the exchange. Perhaps it was time to show his authority, prove to this miserably creature how things worked in the underground.
He came up behind Chara, tracing one hand across their throat. He cupped their neck, stroking at their carotids with a large thumb and forefinger. A little pressure and he would choke Chara, a smidge more than that and he could end them just as easily.
Yet, Asriel didn’t want to do either of those things. His pet was precious, a trophy, something for him to flaunt. Their skin was a canvas after all, a pale sheet for him to paint. This was a surface for him to show off to everyone, displaying who they belonged to and what their purpose in life really was.
As such, he touched their soft belly with his other set of claws. Their skin was taut, thin and fragile. With care, he poked into their hide, dragging his claws to the side, so very slowly. The wounds were surface level, mere scratches, shallow marks left upon them. Yet, they were still three streaks of red, three tallies.
They made Chara hiss, shivering. 
And they made the other human feel fear. He didn’t need them to say a thing, he could see it in their eyes. There was that petrified terror at seeing the very smallest amount of red upon his now glimmer claws.
Asriel drew his claws lower, no longer scratching. This wasn’t about harm, this was about power, about force, about showing this rowdy creature who was in charge. A human could be harmed by his hand, sure. But a human could also be touched, anywhere, any place, any time. And right now, he touched Chara’s fold, stroking at their mound. The little whore was so wet with lust, dripping with desire.
That was always the pesky part of dealing with them. They never responded to punishment in the way that he predicted. It was like they enjoyed being hurt… the freak.
“This is what you’ll become down here,” Asriel warned, looking right at Frisk as he spoke.
Frisk shook their head. “This is sick.”
“This is justice,” Undyne grumbled, looking at them with her one good eye. The other was hidden behind an eyepatch. Just one of a thousand small stories of human abuse which lingered in these caverns. “An eye for an eye, human.”
Asriel finally let go of Chara, guiding them away from himself. He took a step back and looked at them fully, pleased to see those scratches, those marks he’d left behind. They would heal quickly but for the next day or two they would linger and all of monsterkind would see them.
He moved over to Frisk instead, glowering down at them for a second time. “Perhaps if you prostrate and beg, I may let you hold onto some dignity for the walk back to the palace.”
Frisk looked like they were about to. They really did.
Only, at the eleventh hour, they glared at him so fiercely. There was apparently some fight in them as they bolted to their feet and lunged towards him. It was just like a human to choose violence over diplomacy, just like a human to attack him out of the blue.
It was why these damned surface dwellers were good for one thing and one thing only.
Asriel didn’t even bother to put up a defense or brace himself. He merely stood his ground as the human crashed into him. Not that it did them much good as it was the equivalent of throwing themself into a brick wall. They impacted, hard, simply bouncing off of his chest like a pebble off of a brick wall. 
Frisk looked up at him, seeming a little dazed. Asriel might’ve felt bad for them if they hadn’t just tried to take a swing at him.
Something they did again as they tried to throw a punch. Yet again, he didn’t even flinch as it collided with his stomach. And yet again, it was about as effective as punching a brick wall. Though it didn’t seem to stop their attempts as they just kept swinging.
A part of Asriel wanted to let them keep doing this. Let the human try and batter him down, show them how useless all of this playacting really was. These creatures should feel humiliated, they should feel fear. Monsters were not the passive creatures they once were.
Yet, Undyne stepped into action, coming over and grabbing the back of Frisk’ sweater. She yanked them away from him and held them back.
“Glad you stepped in,” Asriel teased, rolling his eyes “I was worried that they were going to beat me any second now.”
He hoped his words came across as condescending as he intended them. It seemed that they had as this creature flushed bright red, looking so wonderfully embarrassed about their hissy fit.
Asriel flexed his claws and suddenly snapped forwards. He slashed them down, cutting into their sweater. He tore through wool and fabric, cutting it to ribbons in one fruitful motion. A second slash dealt with the shreds, leaving them a pile of coloured viscera upon the floor.
Their chest was definitely something to look at, though nowhere near as plump as Chara’s. It would look divine after he had given them some enhancements and piercing but for now it was modest, acceptable… if barely.
Asriel felt Frisk’s hate and he adored it. Honestly, he was beginning to remember how fun this could be.
“Who do you intend to give them to?” Undyne asked.
Asriel scoffed. “Give them too?” He shook his head as he instead reached out, groping their chest with a claw. At least these tits felt nice as he squeezed them, caressing and groping them. “Undyne, I’ll be keeping this one for myself. It’s far too dangerous to give this to a commoner, I’m sure you understand.”
Those words landed, having their desired effect. That anger, that shame, it came back to the forefront as this look of pure disdain flashed within Frisk’s eyes. It was all so delicious, seeing that fire and hate, as fine as any wine.
“I think I’ll be taking the long way back to the palace,” Asriel declared, unable to hide his arrogance. “I want the kingdom to see my new acquisition.”
Undyne chuckled and pushed Frisk towards the corridor. “Don’t have to tell me twice.”
