Chapter Two
It turned out that they didn’t have that excuse for too much longer. Nine months, right on the dot, was when it happened.
Chara had never experienced more pain in their entire life. There was this ripping, aching, torturous sensation as something, a living being, was trying its best to fight its way out of their fucking body. It was doing everything it could to push with all of its strong infantile might, caring little for the muscles and flesh that were in its way.
“Fuck!” Chara roared, digging their fingers into Asriel’s shoulder. The regular pain was interrupted by shorter more intense bursts as the impending child was trying its damnedest to kill them. “That was a big one.”
“I’m here for you, sweetie,” Asriel said, walking down the hall with them in hand.
As Chara released their grip, they could see that there was dust beneath their nails. Tiny pinprick wounds they had left upon him.
“I’m so sorry,” they whispered.
Asriel shook his head. “It’s nothing. Glad that I’m able to help.”
They approached a door in the palace and Asriel simply lifted his foot, booting it down. The old wood creaked against the impact and snapped open. This was a monster on a mission and nothing was going to get between him and helping his spouse.
“How long is this going to take?” Chara asked, gritting their teeth as the pain renewed. “Please make it stop.”
Asriel stepped inside and shook his head. “I have no idea.”
The room they now entered was sterile and covered in fine fabrics, offering a collage of soft whites, pinks, and baby blues. There was a comfortable bed within it, which Asriel approached, placing Chara down upon it.
The mattress was soft, very soft, a tiny mercy that they very much appreciated as it felt like their body was getting torn asunder. Their mind was filled with horrifying futures, thinking about their chest exploding open with a monster crawling out.
Not a productive thought to have but it was so woefully hard not to succumb to these toxic ideas.
This was the royal birthing chamber. Or at least, that’s what Asgore claimed. It was immaculate, clean, prepared for what was about to come.
Asriel moved to a table off to the side where a whole arsenal of supplies had been readied. He grabbed a canteen of water and twisted it open, offering it to Chara who happily took it, greedily drinking until their thirst was quenched.
“Do you need anything else?” Asriel asked, looking at what else was there. “Looks like mom brought hot towels, ice packs, hot packs, pain killers…” He shook his head as he picked up some sort of spongy ball. “Stress ball… all sorts of stuff.”
“Painkiller,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel snatched up a little package, bringing it over to Chara. He offered them one of those little green pills, popping it into their shaking hand. Just one of the many things that monsters had that humans should’ve been envious of.
Chara quickly shoved it into their mouth, chasing it with more frigid water. They hoped that it would help but they also knew it would be woefully long before they found out.
“How’s the pain?” Asriel asked.
Chara glared at him. “Bad.”
Asriel winced and grabbed a chair, pulling it over to a spot beside them. He offered his hand and Chara grasped it, squeezing it as hard as they could. If it hurt then he wasn’t letting on, offering a polite smile and dragging his thumb along their shaking white knuckles.
“Nearly there, babe,” Asriel said.
Chara groaned as that sharp pain returned, threatening to split their hole in half. “FUCK!”
It was so sharp that Chara’s vision swam with prickles of white piercing their gaze. How was any living creature supposed to endure something like this?
“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” they repeated over and over again, cursing and hissing as whatever was inside of them was once again trying to fight its way out. “I can’t, I…” Chara snarled. “Fuck!”
Asriel squeezed their hand back, using his other paw to stroke their cheek. “You got this babe.”
“Fuck you!” Chara snapped.
Asriel’s ears folded back and his eyes widened. He looked downright shocked that they would say something like that to him. Though Chara wasn’t really in the position to offer him any sort of reassurances. No there would be no reassurances until this fucking growth had worked its way out of their fucking womb.
The door to the chamber opened and two more monsters walked in.
Asgore sheepishly looked around, seeming to look at everything that wasn’t Chara. He tapped his fingers together as he just awkwardly stood there. It was clear that he really didn’t know what his position in this was supposed to be.
Toriel on the other hand seemed far more prepared for her role in this. She came over and grabbed a chair, settling down on the opposite side of Chara. She reached out and gently ran one of her hands through their hair, smiling at them as she did so. “I’m here to help. I know that I might’ve only had one child but I have a little bit of experience working through this for plenty of other monsters.”
Chara nodded. “Thank you.”
“So, this is how this is going to work,” Toriel explained, speaking softly but with authority. “Have you been experiencing a more intense pain on a somewhat frequent basis? I’m talking about something sharper than the background aches that you might be experiencing.”
Chara nodded, panting for breath.
“When you feel those, I want you to push with everything you have,” Toriel stated. “That’s the baby trying to get out.”
As if on cue, one of those pains came back, sharper and stabbing in nature. An explosion of agony rocked Chara and they felt the air squeezed right out of their lungs. Their eyes were wide but they tried their best to follow through with Toriel’s instructions, pushing with muscles they rarely used and trying everything to work this little fucker out of their body.
“Fuck!” Chara yelped.
Toriel nodded. “Very good, we’re just a little closer to finishing this.”
“We!” Chara yelped.
Toriel shrugged. “We might not be doing equal work but we are all part of the process, dear.” She looked at her son, nodding to him. “Grab a cool towel and place it on your spouse’s forehead. They’re burning up.”
Asriel nodded and bounced to his feet, moving over to the table.
Toriel then looked at Asgore. “Maybe it would be best if you prepared something for after the procedure.”
Asgore let out a sigh of relief. “Of course, dear.” He then slipped out of the chamber. “I’ll get an interim suite ready to host them.”
“Too many cooks can often spoil the process,” Toriel chided as the door closed behind him. She shook her head before focusing her attention exclusively on Chara. “Is there anything else that you need, dear?”
“For this to be over!” Chara yelped.
That pain came flooding back and they cried out, grabbing the sheets and holding onto them for dear life. Yet, they did as Toriel instructed and just kept trying to push with everything they had. It was impossible to tell if they were moving in the right direction but it certainly felt like maybe there were. Something was definitely happening down there even if they weren’t entirely sure what it was at this point.
“Well, we are working towards that,” Toriel said, gripping their hand and squeezing it so very tightly. “Now what are some things you require in order to achieve that?” They lifted a brow. “Something realistic, mind you.”
“Water,” Chara stated.
Asriel nodded and grabbed both the towel and another canteen of water. He placed the towel upon their forehead before opening the water and offering it to them.
The coolness of the towel helped considerably, pushing back the inferno pulsing from within their skull. It certainly didn’t remove the threat of overheating and expiring but every little bit helped. At least, that’s what they told themself.
And the water also aided in this, easing away that scratchy dryness which was festering in their hoarse throat.
“How long is this going to take,” Chara croaked, taking another sip of water.
Toriel frowned. “As long as it needs. Every child is different, dear.”
“A number!” Chara snapped. “P-please. Just a number.”
“Well Asriel took me…” Toriel winced, scratching at her chin. “I think it was around eleven hours.” She smiled rather sheepishly. “But every child is different, mind you. It could take a much shorter amount of time than that, for you.”
Chara closed their eyes. “Fuck me…”
[hr]
Chara had never felt more tired in their entire life. It felt like there was this omni-present blanket of exhaustion which was weighing down upon them. Every muscle in their body ached but especially those which existed at their core and between their legs.
How many hours had gone by?
They couldn’t see themself but they could definitely see Asriel and Toriel. Both of them looked just as tired with Asriel having black fearful bags rooted underneath his eyes. Him being worried certainly didn’t help with Chara’s current state of mind.
The two of them had hardly left their side. If anything, they were really the only thing that was keeping them anchored in place. Oh, what they wouldn’t give to just black out and let this be over by the time they awoke.
Sadly, reality did not play out like that. Reality decided that they were forced to remain here and endure every terrible moment of this impossibly long procedure. 
Why had God or the Angel or whomever decided these things made birthing another being feel like this? It was just so counterproductive.
As if on cue, another of those sharp pains hit Chara like a runaway cart. Though now even these pains felt somewhat muted, like background noise that they had grown accustomed to. Both Asriel and Toriel squeezed their hands and helped them through the motions. They pushed, doing so with everything that they possibly had.
They didn’t know where this continued fountain of strength came from but they used it for everything it was worth.
“Fuck!” Chara wheezed.
Toriel looked underneath the hem of their dress. As she did so, her eyes widened. She quickly pulled her hand away from Chara’s and instead lifted the hem of their gown, exposing the place where the newborn would hopefully emerge.
“I see a head!” she called.
Asriel also looked at this spot, going pale and quickly looking at his spouse’s face instead. That probably wasn’t the way that he wanted to witness such an organ.
Toriel quickly turned her attention towards Chara, offering a tired smile. “Just a little more pushing, dear.”
“I can’t,” Chara groaned, wheezing and just wanting to give up. It would be so easy to do that, so very easy indeed.
“Just a little more, I promise,” Toriel said, shaking her head. “You can do this, I know it. You are stronger than so many of the other monsters that I know.”
And Chara tried, they really did, pushing and gripping the sheets to the point that their fingers ached. The pain may have been muted but it was certainly still there, a reaper just lingering at the edges and waiting to ruin them for the folly of trying to give birth.
They felt Toriel’s hands down there but there was no shame or hesitation. All of that had fled during this gruesome and lengthy procedure, abandoning them with their pride.
“Fuck!” Chara yelped.
Toriel nodded. “One more push, one more big push. I promise that you’re nearly there, dear. Just one more big…”
Chara tried, squeezing and clenching and doing whatever they could to work out the obstruction that was killing them. They screamed with fire and fury, pain and agony, unleashing all the hours of torment they had just endured. And this time… this time they felt something give.
Toriel’s eyes widened and she looked at Asriel. “Scissors.”
“Scissors!” Asriel yelped.
“The sharp ones!” Toriel growled, glaring at her child.
Asriel stirred to attention, almost snapping off a salute. “Yes, ma’am.” He bounced to his feet and stumbled back, quickly moving over to the rapidly depleting collection of supplies and grabbing them. He came over and offered them to his mother who quickly stole them away from him. “Just please be careful.”
“I will, dear,” Toriel murmured. She shook her head at his comment. “Have some faith in your dear old mother, why don’t you?”
She did something that Chara felt but it didn’t hurt too badly. Once finished with this, she carefully pulled back, cradling a child in her arms. 
It was this little goat monster, much like Asriel in terms of appearance. There wasn’t so much as a lick of humanity to them with their pure white fur stained red, two tiny little rounded pink horns growing out of their forehead, an adorable muzzle protruding from their face, bright blue eyes with horizontal slits, and grabby little claws reaching out towards the world at large.
It was crying, shrieking, but Chara didn’t care. It was adorable regardless of that.
Asriel’s eyes watered. “Is that…”
“It is your child,” Toriel said, offering it to him. “Congratulations.”
But the pain didn’t stop.
Toriel stirred and quickly looked back down, her eyes growing even wider than before. “Twins!”
“Twins!” Chara yelped. “I can’t do twins. You told me that this would be over, you fucking… fucking… FUCKING LIAR!”
“Yes, you can,” Toriel chided, apparently not caring about the insults. Instead, she smiled at them and ran a hand through their sweat-drenched hair. “Just keep pushing, dear. I promise that it’ll be much easier this time around.”
“How could you possibly know that!” Chara hollered.
“Grandmotherly instincts,” Toriel chided before shrugging. “Plus, this isn’t the first set of twins I’ve aided with. Just be thankful that it isn’t triplets.”
“How are you sure they aren’t triplets?” Asriel asked.
 “I’m not.” Toriel beamed, clapping her hands together. “So, let’s pray to the Angel that it’s only twins, okay?” Before adding. “Though would triplets really be that bad?” Chara growled and Toriel nodded. “Fair point.”
Chara pushed, putting what little strength they had into this final stretch of the marathon. Like before, they felt something give as another monster started to make its way out of their body. Thankfully, it seemed that this one was aided by the progress of the first. 
Little by little the creature emerged from them, coming out in a matter of minutes rather than hours.
Until finally…
Toriel drew back, presenting a second child to the royal couple. It was much like the first, looking almost identical in terms of appearance. Were they identical twins or was this just how all goat monsters looked like at birth? That’s what Chara wanted to know. 
Regardless, Toriel presented this child to them. They took it without comment and cradled it carefully against their body.
This little thing was so small, so innocent, and so very fragile. It suddenly felt scary to think about having to care for something like this.
What if you fuck up?
What if you hurt it?
What if you’re a bad parent?
The baby cracked open its eyes and slowly blinked before closing them yet again. This little creature then had the audacity to giggle, mocking Chara’s fears with a string of giddy laughter.
“Why do I have to hold the screaming one!” Asriel bleated.
Chara rolled their eyes.
“Shut up, my child,” Toriel said, shaking her head. Yet, her smile never diminished as she looked at her grandchildren.
Regardless, Asriel’s ears folded back at the comment.
“Have you thought of names?” Toriel then asked.
Chara hummed. “That’s a good question.”
“Maybe we should’ve figured it out beforehand,” Asriel said, holding his child close. He was trying desperately to rock it into a more placid state. Though he was having no success in this endeavour. “Are we bad parents?”
Toriel chuckled. “Far from it. The paperwork doesn’t need to be concluded any time soon.” She then held out her hands towards Asriel. “Now let me hold my grandchild.”
Asriel looked at them one final time before handing them over to Toriel who pulled it tightly against her chest. The baby immediately stopped crying after the transaction, blinking and smiling gleefully instead.
“Oh, come on!” Asriel huffed. “That’s not fair!”
