Chapter Five
Frisk didn’t know what to think, looking around the small bedroom. Back at the orphanage, they would’ve had to share a room like this with three girls. Now they apparently had it all to themself.
And even better, the monsters weren’t calling them a girl. Not like those nuns.
Everything about this felt like they were dreaming? Maybe this was what heaven was like and all the good souls got turned into monsters or something. But like good monsters and not the scary kind of monsters that the priest would tell them about on Sundays.
They looked at the walls of the room. They might’ve had it to themself but someone else had lived here once. There were pictures of them upon the walls, showing a monster and a human together. They seemed to like each other, sharing all of these moments together. There were also toys, instruments, and books all over the place, a whole lifetime of hobbies and memories littered carelessly throughout the space.
Yet, whoever they were, they had lived here so long ago. There was the smell of recently cleaned dust upon the air. It was nearly enough to make Frisk sneeze, scratching at the side of their nose.
There was a knock at the bedroom door, knocking Frisk out of their thoughts. They perked up and looked towards it.
“Can I come in?” an unfamiliar voice called.
Frisk nodded but then realized that their nod didn’t carry through the wood. “Sure.”
The door opened and another monster came inside. She was much like the first, also looking kind of like a goat. Even though Frisk had only seen a handful of monsters in their life, they could tell that this one was older, having creases around her eyes. Just like some of the older nuns had.
Though those nuns were mean and this monster was smiling. So those creases were where the similarities ended.
She seemed to be a girl monster, maybe the mother of the other two. If that’s how it worked for the monsters, that is. It made a certain amount of sense but who knew how things operated down here. Until a few hours ago, Frisk hadn’t even believed that monsters were real, let alone that they’d be staying with them.
“How are you doing, little one?” the monster asked. 
Frisk watched as she brought in a plate with a piece of pie upon it, placing it down on the bedside table. She kept her distance, making sure to put a few steps between herself and Frisk as she settled into a chair overlooking the bed.
“I…” Frisk swallowed. “Did I die?”
The monster blinked. “What?”
“Because Father Jules said that if we’re bad and die, we see demons. But if you’re a demon then…” Frisk shook their head. “I’m confused.”
“You didn’t die, dear,” the monster explained, smiling at them. “And I am most certainly not a demon. You simply fell down here. Our people used to… we used to live on the surface in the area your kind calls West Virginia. But we haven’t been allowed on the surface for a very long time. So, it’s not surprising that you don’t know about us.”
“Why aren’t you allowed?” Frisk asked.
The monster frowned. “It’s a long and sad story, my child, I would prefer not to discuss it at this very moment.” She instead pointed towards the pie. “Cinnamon butterscotch, if you’d like. It’s one of my children’s favourites.” Then she stirred. “How rude of me, I haven’t even given you my name. I am Toriel, the queen of this land.”
A queen.
Frisk read that when you met a queen you were supposed to bow. 
So, they did.
Toriel blushed. “There is no need for that, dear. I just hope that you enjoy the pie. I know young humans can be picky eaters”
Frisk grabbed a fork and took a bite, slowly chewing. That one bite not only told them that this was absolutely delicious but also told them that they were ravenously hungry as their stomach growled for sustenance. After the first bite, the whole slice was devoured in the span of moments, leaving nothing but crumbs behind.
“What’s going to happen to me?” Frisk asked as they finished swallowing the last bite.
Toriel frowned. “We don’t know, dear. You are only the second child to fall down here since our imprisonment. You uh… met the first. They opted to stay and become a monster like the rest of us. At least… to a degree”
Frisk nodded.
“But I promise that we are working towards a solution,” Toriel said.
Frisk looked down at their hands. The monsters didn’t know how to get them back home. Whatever back home meant to an orphan like them.
“Would you like me to read you a bedtime story?” Toriel asked. “You must be long overdue for a nap at this point.”
Frisk perked up and didn’t say anything, simply nodding.
“Very well,” Toriel said, reaching to the side and grabbing a book. “I’ll read you one of my son’s favourites. Even if he claims to have grown out of it.”
[hr]
Chara poked their head into the dark bedroom, looking at the child sleeping cozily under the sheets of their former bed.
It had been a long day but they had made it back to the safety of New Home without incident. A small miracle considering their human guest.
They were a child…
A human child. And like all humans they were capable of the same destruction and torment as a full-grown human. It was learned behaviour, after all, and this child had likely been given a similar education as Chara themself.
They ducked out of the room, just in time to whimper. They felt clammy at the memories, seeing lost loved ones gunned down before their eyes. They felt phantom hunger and chills crawl throughout their body as they relived trying to endure in that accursed wilderness, slowly withering as the war went on and the elements grew harsher.
Then there were deeper and older pains. Pains of being different from the other kids.  An intense pain as their community turned against their father. Humanity was rotten and terrible and to let one of them sleep in their fucking childhood bed made their skin crawl.
You were a human once… a child once…
And they knew from experience how dangerous those parts of their heritage could be. They knew how dangerous being human was. This child had a human SOUL, the ability to slaughter all of their friends and loved ones through simple mishap alone.
But no one seemed to care, no one seemed even the slightest bit bothered. None of them had even the slimmest inclination of sharing their fear. It made them feel like their brain was just waiting to boil. Why couldn’t anyone else realize that this was truly and absolutely fucked. Through and through fucked.
“Chara,” a voice called from down the hall. “We’re in the kitchen.”
Chara drew in a breath and let it out, counting down within their head. It felt like there was no way of stopping that broiling heat which seemed set on utterly engulfing their thoughts.
Ten…
They could smother the child.
Nine…
Everyone would hate them.
Eight…
But they would know that they had saved all of their lives.
Seven...
And then what would happen?
Six…
They’d see you as a murderer?
Five…
Who would never get to see their children again?
Four…
Fuck!
Three...
This wasn’t helping…
Two…
Why couldn’t everyone see that everything was awful?
One…
…
THIS! WASN’T! HELPING!
That burning sensation was still there, threatening to devour them from inside. One more second with these tormenting thoughts and it was likely to hollow out all the work they had done to make themself something approaching normal. 
They clenched their hands into fists and couldn’t stop themself as they smacked one of them into the wall. Even as the bite of impact snapped at them, they didn’t care. Honestly, it was kind of nice, like they deserved it.
Asriel cleared his throat and that’s when Chara realized that he was right there, looking at them and watching them have this episode. They flushed and ran another hand along their haggard complexion. This wasn’t helping anyone.
“Sorry, I just…” Chara shook their head. “I didn’t think we’d ever run into something like this.”
“What’s going on?” Asriel asked.
Chara glanced towards the bedroom. “They’re a human, babe.”
“So were you at one point,” Asriel said, reaching out and placing a hand upon their arm. “And they are just a child.”
“Their SOUL is powerful, they’re a threat to this whole kingdom,” Chara explained, placing their hand over his. “I can see it. I can feel that determination just bristling inside of them. It’s so powerful. I don’t think that even you or Asgore would be capable of stopping them.”
“But you would be,” Asriel said, smiling. “I know you got a little bit of monster in you but…” He sighed. “You still have that human SOUL too.”
Chara grunted. “Don’t remind me.”
They brushed his hand aside and slipped away, heading towards the kitchen instead. If anything, maybe putting a little bit of space between themself and that bedroom might do something to help alleviate those toxic thoughts swirling around within their head.
It probably wasn’t great that they wanted to harm this child. It probably wasn’t healthy in the slightest. They would have to wait and see what the other monsters said before continuing with this specific train of thought.
After all, they weren’t the only one who’d been harmed by humanity. All of them had been hurt by them in the past. And their own personal pain was tiny compared to the pain of a whole society who’d been locked away because of what humanity had done.
No, the loss of a father and mother was nothing compared to the loss of feeling the sun on your face or the loss of a cool breeze against your cheek. That pain was one that Chara was now only starting to appreciate.
As they entered the dining room, they saw that both Asgore and Toriel were seated within. It was still strange to see them in this semi-retired state. Gone were the crown and flowing robes and in were more appropriate clothing.
Asgore wore a coloured sweater and had gold-rimmed reading glasses perched upon his snout. Toriel meanwhile wore a lovely blouse and had similar glasses resting upon her forehead. Between them was a tea set that included four cups, a steaming pot of earl grey, and the assorted extras needed for monsters who didn’t take it black.
Monsters like Chara.
They weren’t human, they weren’t! They were a monster. There were very real horns growing out of their skull and very real fur upon their body. Their children were monsters! That wasn’t something that a human could do.
No matter what their origin told them.
Asgore grabbed the pot of tea and used it to fill each of their cups. Toriel and Asriel each took one, blowing upon them and taking a sip. Chara waited for Asgore to finish fixing his before they grabbed the teaspoon of sugar and properly treated their own brew, adding a couple spoonfuls of white to make it palatable.
Only once properly sweetened, did they help themself to a sip.
“So…” Asgore began “It would appear that we have a problem.”
“That’s an understatement,” Chara chided.
Toriel nodded. “It isn’t everyday that a human falls down here.” She glanced at Chara. “It’s been more than a decade since the last time that this has happened.”
Chara tried their best to ignore the fact that Toriel looked at them as she said that. They tried their best to ignore the fact that all of the people who were close to them still thought of them as ‘the human’. It wasn’t like they knew how much those accusations hurt, how much they burned to have brought up every time the subject arose in conversation.
…
Chara really wasn’t doing well. They needed this episode to be behind them as fast as possible.
“Well, what are we going to do about it?” Asriel asked, shaking his head. “Doesn’t feel right to just keep them down here.”
Asgore nodded. “I think we should figure out a means of getting them to the surface as soon as possible.”
“Asgore,” Toriel said, shooting him a look. “The only means of expediting that would be providing them with a monster’s soul. Plus…”
“We require their SOUL to help break the barrier,” Chara added, shaking their head. “And at the rate that those are falling down here, that feels way too precious to just pass up this opportunity to…” They motioned with their hand. “To acquire it.”
“Are you suggesting that we use their SOUL?” Asriel asked, giving his mother a sharp look. It was so sharp that Chara was actually a little taken aback by it as it settled upon them as well. “That feels rather unfair to them.”
“I…” Toriel sighed. “It might not be the child’s fault but I can’t deny that we require their SOUL. The only reason that we would be talking about this is because their forefathers locked us down here in the first place.”
“Are you saying that we take it by force then?” Asgore grumbled, shaking his head. “Making the child pay for the sins of their father.”
Toriel pondered the question, taking a sip of tea to hide the silence that she was providing. “I don’t think that we should take it by force.” She looked at the others. “Unlike us, humans are not immortal. Their SOUL will be ours eventually just as long as we keep them in the Underground with us.”
“They are a child,” Asgore shot back. “Do you honestly believe we can justify keeping them as a prisoner?”
“They wouldn’t be a prisoner.” Toriel motioned with her hand. “We could provide them with an adequately comfortable life. And let’s assume that we go through with your course of action. How do you suggest we acquire a monster SOUL without taking a monster’s life in exchange. Would you really be willing to sacrifice one of our subjects for the child’s liberation?” She cocked a brow. “Would you sacrifice yourself or me or one of your children or grandchildren for such an endeavour?”
Asgore looked rather dark about the implications. He folded his hands together and looked down at them, working his jaw as he mulled over what exactly he should say to something like that. There wasn’t an easy answer though there rarely was when it came to subjects like these.
And it wasn’t like Chara really had a better answer themself. This human was still one SOUL, putting them at a grand total of two. That wasn’t even a third of the way towards their end goal. And who knew if any other humans would ever fall down here again, especially in their lifetime.
It took hundreds of years before they fell and it took another decade for a second child to join them. The whole situation was that nasty shade of grey that Chara really didn’t like. They just wished for something a bit more black and white where the decision would be clear cut and easy.
But sadly, that scenario didn’t materialize out of the aether. And that wasn’t even accounting for an outcome where they used that SOUL to forcibly take the rest from the surface. That was another option that they weren’t willing to voice.
“So, we have a few options here,” Chara began.
Everyone nodded.
“We can help them get back to the surface which would involve sacrificing a monster and would also put us one SOUL further from actually breaking the barrier,” they explained, glancing from each of the monster’s present until they had all nodded in agreement.
So, they continued. “Second, we take the SOUL which would involve punishing a child for the crimes their species committed against us.”
Another round of nods, even more sombre than before.
“Or we wait until the situation changes,” Chara listed, holding up a third finger. “Either they pass due to old age or more humans come down here to help us get rid of the barrier permanently.” They shook their head. “Does that sum it up?”
“Just about,” Asgore murmured.
“I don’t like this,” Chara said. “It doesn’t feel like there’s a winning outcome here.”
Toriel nodded. “I feel the same way.”
“What do you think?” Chara asked, looking towards their husband.
Asriel sighed, staring off into the distance. He seemed so tired about all of this, suddenly looking far older than he actually was. “I think that this sucks. That’s what I think.” He chuckled, letting out this grim little note of toxic laughter. “Sorry if that isn’t the most helpful answer in the world but it's how I feel about all of this.”
“Well, we can’t provide them with a monster soul,” Chara tried. “I refuse to let one of our subjects perish for a human. No matter how innocent they seem. That is not something that I am ever going to be willing to budge on.”
“Agreed,” Toriel said.
Asgore nodded. “And I’m not willing to sacrifice them either. Especially when the end result would be pointless as their SOUL alone would not be enough to shatter the barrier.”
“Same,” Asriel said.
“So…” Chara whispered.
“It seems like we’re going for the third option,” Toriel said. “At least until we can think of something better.”
“Let’s just hope we can go a while before having to worry about this again,” Asriel grumbled.
The others nodded in agreement.
“I guess we now have to ask ourselves what we’ll be doing with the child in the interim,” Toriel said, blowing a puff of air into her cheek.
Asgore hummed. “I think it’d be best if we raised them.” He held up his hand. “Me and Toriel have experience with raising a child and especially with raising a human child.” He looked at Chara. “My apologies, dear. I know that this is a stressor to have brought up but it’s important to this discussion.”
“It is what it is,” Chara said, looking off to the side. They knew the limitations of their birth but that didn’t make it anymore pleasant to have brought up.
Toriel sighed. “I suppose that does make a certain amount of sense. Though it will be dependent on what the child wants. I just pray that they do not react poorly to the news.”
“I didn’t,” Chara said.
Asgore frowned. “You were a bit of a special case, dear.”
“Fair point,” Chara grumbled. Though they couldn’t help but shrug. “But perhaps they are a special case as well. Back in my day, children didn’t just wander up to Mount Ebott without a good reason. It was sacred ground and everyone treated it as such.”
Asgore nodded.
“I guess we have nothing else to talk about then,” Asriel chided, sighing. “I better take the twins back to our suite. It’s about time for their nap.”
Toriel nodded. “We’ll inform you if anything changes.”
[hr]
Frisk stared up at the ceiling, blinking at the glowing stars that were stuck to the plaster. It was like a little mini-mosaic of the night sky. 
It was calming… soothing… nice…
You learned things at the orphanage, things like pretending to be asleep, things like learning how to keep your ears open and overhear what the nuns were talking about. It was always important to know if it was good news or bad news.
Were you getting better food or were some of you being shipped out west to be farm labourers.
These monsters were nowhere near as hushed as the nuns, their voices bleeding through nearly as clear as day. It was easy to pick up on what they were talking about. 
They wanted to keep Frisk down here, trapped underground.
Was that so bad?
Toriel… the queen… she had seemed nice, giving them pie and a comfy bed and a hug and all of those things that were in woefully short supply back home. It almost reminded Frisk of a woman who hadn’t been in their life for a woefully long time.
They didn’t like to think about how much they missed that woman.
A monster soul to escape…
Was that a price that Frisk was willing to pay? 
That wasn’t a question that they really wanted to think about for too long. So, they decided not to as they went to sleep instead.
