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		Description

For Frisk, ensuring a peaceful coexistence between humans and monsters is all he ever wanted. However, he never imagined the wrench that an all-powerful AI based off of a sun princess could throw into those plans. While he can tolerate humans leaving behind the earthly life for Equestria, he draws the line at said AI threatening monsterkind's existence.
As such, Frisk loads back to when he left the Underground in order to find a solution to the problem of humans, monsters, and (artificial) ponies coexisting together.
A crossover between the Optimalverse and Undertale. This story is obviously not canon compliant to the Optimalverse due to it being both a crossover and the universe crossing over having magic. Spoilers for both Friendship is Optimal and Undertale, though given the age of those two they should be expected. Also, some personal headcanon for Undertale is included in order flesh out the details of the various characters, as well as how this universe's physics works in regards to magic and SOULs.
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		Chapter 1 - Of Humans, Monsters, and Ponies



Frisk stared down at the document, reading each passage as best as he could. While he did not have any formal experience with legal writing or any knowledge on how the U.S.’ system of law worked, he could tell that the terms of this proposed legislature were not favorable to monsterkind.
Among other things, it included a clause that would prevent monsters from leaving the U.S. to obtain permanent residence in another nation; this would trap monsters in the country should, heaven forbid, other abusive laws get passed. In fact, Frisk was pretty sure that this part of the bill was outright forbidden on the world stage. Given that international law did not have any provisions about monsters, however, it was unknown at the moment whether said law would apply in this situation.
Frisk pushed the document back, sighing. It seemed as though he would need to make some stern phone calls once again.
Are you sure that will work this time? I mean, those congressmen are STILL finding ways to spite monsterkind without having to challenge the constitution.
You think I don’t know that, Chara?
Despite being an endless source of pessimism, Chara quickly became a pillar of stability in Frisk’s life. Ever since the two unwittingly met when Frisk fell into the Underground, Chara had been nothing but helpful and kind. Even when all seemed lost at the end of Frisk’s journey, right when Asriel was about to win, Chara managed to give the final bit of encouragement to push Frisk through. Ever since then, Chara still hasn’t been able to separate from him, and the two soon came to a mutual understanding of each other. Hell, she even forgave him for accidently murdering Toriel that one time.
He still hasn’t forgiven himself, though.
Frisk slowly got out of his chair and began to stretch. He needed time to think about what he would say to the legislators to convince them not to pass the bill. Maybe if he took a walk to clear his mind he could come up with something.
“Mom, I’m heading out for a walk!” Frisk called out.
“OK, my child! Be sure to come back home for supper!” Toriel replied from the kitchen.
When Frisk opened the door, he noticed that he had spent far longer looking at the proposed law than he had expected.  Still, the sooner he acted on it, the sooner the bill would become dead on arrival when Congress voted on it.
The afternoon sun was shining overhead, and there were only a few clouds dotting the sky. Summer in San Francisco was usually pretty warm, but the temperature was only a few degrees above seventy that day. That still did not prevent most people from dressing rather light, and a good number of them even had their bathing suits on, heading in the direction of the beach. Frisk did not fault them for that as he spent just as much time there as well, usually hanging out with his friends and adoptive mother.
As Frisk walked along the streets of his suburb, he began to run through the ways that he could convince the lawmakers that they should not pass the bill. Most of them were moral arguments, and, though one day he hoped that they would have much more sway in the future, they currently had little ground at all. Arguing that the ability to emigrate was a fundamental right also wouldn’t work, as it still wasn’t decided whether monsters had the same rights as humans, which was why laws like this one were trying to be passed.
Any ideas? Frisk thought to Chara.
Well, I did notice that the last provision stated that the entirety of the law doesn’t go into effect until a month after it is passed.
Hmm… Oh! Then that means that monsters have a one month window where they can leave the U.S., and they almost certainly will. By the time it goes into effect, it will be completely irrelevant; thus, debating and passing the law would be a complete waste of the congressmen’s time.
And if they wind up passing it anyways?
Then monsters still have a one month period where they can leave. Japan has been pretty lax about them, as far as I’ve heard.
Yeah, but what happens if-?
Before Chara could finish that question, Frisk, having focused his mental energy into the conversation, walked into something – or someone, rather.
“Hey, no cutting in line! If you want a copy, then you have to wait, just like the rest of us!”
Frisk stopped and looked ahead of him. Extending from a local games retailer was a long line consisting of both humans and monsters. While he should have been proud that so many of them could be in the same place without any hostilities towards each other, he was unsure why they were even in line in the first place. Curious, he walked around the line and stood in front of the store’s display window.
The sight that greeted Frisk further confused him. Plastered all over the storefront were advertisements for a new game that had apparently just come out on that day: Equestria Online. Sitting behind the window were apparently copies of the game, the boxes being big enough to fit a small computer monitor. Each box displayed a tablet with a depiction of the game world on it, as well as one of several bright, technicolor horses on them – no, ponies, if the brand name “My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic” was any indication.
One of the boxes was conveniently turned around so that the back was fully visible. Frisk read the description of the game.
Based on the hit TV series My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic, Equestria Online is an MMORPG that offers more than most others in the genre do: a chance to form true friendships with the characters in the world! Start a new life in Equestria, meet up with your favorite ponies from the show, collaborate with your friends online, and explore unique and interesting locations. The PonyPad, your window into Equestria, is capable of showing the game world in ways never thought possible before, as well as being easy to setup and control. Additionally, using new, innovative technologies, the game is capable of generating new places to go and ponies to meet on the fly, so each player will always have a unique experience from everyone else.

He skipped through the rest of the blurb and briefly looked at the copyright information.
© Hasbro 2010, Hofvarpnir Studios 2013

“Huh.”
“I know! This is exciting, isn’t it?!” someone replied.
Frisk turned from the display and saw a man in his twenties standing in line, wearing a t-shirt depicting one of the ponies from the box art.
“I guess? I’ve never seen the show, so I have no clue if I would even like this game.”
“Well, if you do become interested, then you better hurry; I hear these are flying off the shelves everywhere.”
Frisk nodded, turned back to the direction he was walking, and went forward again.
Have you ever seen that show? Chara asked him.
No. We didn’t have TV or internet at the orphanage, so I know nothing about it.
Hmm. I wonder why so many monsters were standing in line for that game.
I don’t have a clue. Maybe I should ask a few of them about it on the way home. Now, what were you about to ask me?

The sun began to set, so Frisk quickly made his way home. By then he and Chara had ironed out a plan for what to say to the congressmen, as well as what to do should they reintroduce the bill with a shorter amount of time before it went into effect. They agreed that monsterkind should be able to declare asylum to another country to escape the U.S.; their best bet for doing so at that moment was still Japan, though Chara suggested that they keep their options open as the situation developed.
As Frisk approached the house, he couldn’t help but smile at the fact there were multiple vehicles parked in the front: a large green van that was decorated with flower stickers, a bright-red sleek, open-top beast that unironically screamed “I’m so cool,” a small blue tricycle, and an ordinary silver two-person car.
When Frisk got inside, multiple greetings of “Hi, Frisk!” met his ears.
“It’s great to see all of you again!” he replied.
“Likewise, punk! Are we still on for game night tonight?” Undyne asked.
“I wouldn’t dream of missing it.”
Toriel peeked her head out of the doorway and called out “Dinner is almost ready, everyone! Would you all please sit at the table?”
Everyone nodded vigorously. Toriel always made the best food.
As Frisk and his friends walked to the dining room, he felt a boney finger tap his shoulder. He turned around to see Sans and Papyrus walking alongside him.
“so, what have you been up to lately?”
“Ugh, another bill got introduced in Congress relating to monsters, and, as usual, the implications of it are not good at all.”
“yeesh. these things must be draining you a lot, huh?”
Frisk chuckled at that. “Honestly, they are, but I wouldn’t trade being ambassador to you guys for the world.”
“INDEED, FRISK. I KNOW THINGS WILL WORK OUT IN THE END. THEY ALWAYS SEEM TO DO SO WITH YOU!” Papyrus said with enthusiasm. “THOUGH, PERHAPS WE CAN HOLD OFF ON DISCUSSING POLITICS TONIGHT AND FOCUS ON OTHER THINGS. YOU REALLY LOOK LIKE YOU NEED IT.”
“Is it that obvious?”
“yes.”
Frisk frowned at Sans for a moment, then smiled. “Don’t worry, I’m sure I can think of other things to talk about.
Soon, everyone was sitting at the dinner table. As usual for these get-togethers, there were bowls, pans, and pots filled with all sorts of delicious dishes. Of course, all of it was magical monster food. While it always filled someone, it only ever seemed to give humans just enough calories and nutrition to meet whatever the body needed. Even with this, Frisk never felt the need to overfill his plate; he just couldn’t get over the sense of guilt of overeating, even when he knew full well that there were no consequences for doing so whatsoever.
Conversations began to fly around the table. Asgore’s floral business was doing great, and he finally felt like he had reached a sense of peace after everything that happened in the Underground. While he reluctantly agreed that too much had happened between him and Toriel to continue their marriage, the two ultimately chose to remain friends.
Alphys and Undyne were going to take a vacation to Japan in the next month. They planned on doing some general sightseeing together, as well as visiting certain attractions such as an anime convention and various historical locations.
Papyrus had also told of some of the puzzles he was designing. While the physical puzzles meant as traps were no longer needed, a lot of the design conventions employed in those could still be applied in traditional pencil and paper puzzles. Some of the ones that he designed could get really elaborate.
Sans, whenever he wasn’t napping, was busying himself with being Frisk’s assistant. He quickly got acquainted with the American legal system, and had since helped Frisk whenever a tricky legal problem arose.
And Frisk, when he wasn’t dealing with politicians and monsterkind’s public image, was catching up on the last two months or so of school that he missed out on due to the whole “running away from his orphanage, falling into the Underground, and rescuing all of monsterkind” thing. Since coming back to the surface, Frisk knew he wanted to stay with Toriel. At first, the orphanage and CPS fought hard to get him back to the orphanage, but when he pointed out that the orphanage was due to be closed down in a month anyway, they reluctantly agreed to let Toriel adopt him on a probationary basis.
When Alphys spoke of one of the panels at the con about one of her favorite shows, Frisk remembered Equestria Online, and that there were several monsters standing in line for it.
Frisk swallowed his current bite of casserole and set down his fork. “Speaking of TV shows, I wanted to ask about something I saw today.”
“Sure. Go ahead and ask,” Alphys replied.
“Has anyone ever heard of or watched My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic?”
Everyone turned to look at Frisk, and Alphys and Papyrus raised their hands.
“So you two have, then?”
“OF COURSE! I ALWAYS TUNE IN TO WATCH THE ADVENTURES OF THE PONIES!”
“careful, bro. you wouldn’t want to be labeled a brony, would you?”
Papyrus could only glare at Sans and huff in annoyance for that.
“I’ve watched several episodes before. While the show isn’t my favorite, I still enjoy watching it when I have nothing better to do,” Alphys said. “Why do you ask?”
“Well, when I was walking around town today, I came across a long line at a game store. Apparently a new game just got released that is based on the show, and not only were there many humans in that line, there were also just as many monsters in line as well. Do you happen to know why there could be that many monsters looking to buy that game, Alphys?”
“Well, remember how, sometime in the 80’s, human consumer electronics began to fall into the Underground?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, a lot of human entertainment also fell down as a result. In fact, there were previous iterations of MLP that fell down as well, though monsters did not really enjoy them as they weren’t entertaining. Then, around the beginning of 2012, a DVD set of the first season of MLP:FiM fell down, and many monsters quickly grew attached to the stories of the characters of the show.”
“Ah,” Frisk sighed in understanding. “I forgot about that. Yep, that would explain it.”
“I think it helped that the show wasn’t about humans, what with the whole war and everything,” Asgore sheepishly added.
Undyne made a double take at that. “You’ve watched that show, Asgore?”
“Only because I was curious why so many monsters were talking about it. I even had to approve a petition asking to set up a convention dedicated to the show.”
Frisk thought about that for a moment. The implications were staggering; if monsters could forget about the fact that they were in an active war with humanity in order to watch a show they enjoyed from said enemy, then surely the same could be applied to humans, could it?
He then remembered that the season one discs fell into the Underground in 2012. Given Hasbro’s half of the copyright notice, that would mean that the show began airing around 2010.
The year Chara fell into the Underground.
…
Hey, cheer up, Frisk. If there is one thing I can say about that show, then at least it helped keep monsters from going blood thirsty during the war.
…Yeah, you’re right about that. It’s just that you and Asriel would have enjoyed watching that show together a lot, I think.
If you want, we can both start watching the show together.
I’ll have to think about that.
Pretty soon, everyone had their fill and began to wander around the house to wait for game night to start. Frisk pushed aside all thoughts about emigration, politics, and ponies; he just wanted to spend the night with his friends, and nothing could change that.

Frisk couldn’t think about anything other than Emigration, politics, and ponies.
Ten years had passed since the day Equestria Online was released. The international community quickly picked up that something was drastically different about the game compared to the developer’s previous game, let alone every other game on the market. Computer engineers figured out that the processor and other pieces of hardware on board the PonyPads were decades ahead of modern computer design. What’s more, it was soon discovered that the ruler/game master of Equestria Online, Celestia, was in fact a highly advanced artificial intelligence.
Since Celestia (or CelestAI, as some people began to jokingly refer to her) was only running the game world and the servers that contained it, the various governments of the world felt that no action needed to be taken. As long as she was relegated to the game, then nobody really had any complaints.
However, on Equestria Online’s fifth anniversary, a bombshell was dropped: CelestAI had developed mind uploading technology. She announced that several hundred people already volunteered to do so to test the technology, and that they were indeed now living in the game world. She also announced that a deal had been struck with the Japanese government: they had legalized mind uploading, and people could now freely “Emigrate,” as she put it, to Equestria. The only catch was that there was a one year exclusivity deal where non-Japanese nationals had to pay $12,000 to do so, in addition to having to figure out transport themselves.
Naturally, almost every other national government freaked out. Massive debates began pop up about whether or not mind uploading was legal or not, as well as if the game’s developers were at serious fault for allowing CelestAI to self-advance to such a degree. Many fans of both the game and the TV show expressed interest in Emigrating to Equestria Online, while the terminally ill also sought refuge there. Old political boundaries were beginning to crumble as everyone tried to sort out what seemed to be an incoming catastrophe.
And then one hapless politician raised the question “What about monsters?”
CelestAI had indeed publicly expressed interest in monsterkind, and she began research projects on monster magic, as well as on the nature of the SOUL. Many researchers had tried to piece together how both of those things worked, as the existence of both shattered almost every scientific law and hypothesis that they had. However, they never managed to piece together any valuable information; monster and SOUL magic was just too esoteric and difficult to explain, even with some of the information that Alphys, the former royal scientist of the Underground, had.
Regardless of the apparent difficulty involved, CelestAI still managed to bear fruit. Monster magic, while useful in some aspects, was ultimately ruled out for use in the future expansion of Equestria Online, as the exploitation of the more explainable laws of physics was projected to be more helpful.
However, she did discover something massive about the nature of human SOULs: because they persisted after the death of a human’s body, they could float around for a bit in the real world, where they will either be absorbed by a monster, as was the fear of the humans of millennia ago, contained using magic, as Asgore briefly did, or “attached” to something that was similar enough to the mind of the dead human. In the case of someone who Emigrated to Equestria, they attached to the digital representation of that human’s mind, and, thus their consciousness was preserved.
In other words, as CelestAI put it during a congressional hearing on the legality of mind uploading, “Any human who Emigrates to Equestria does not, as many of you believe, die.” The initial fear that many had at the prospect of Emigrating vanished almost completely. While most governments still did not trust her, nor did they have any idea what her end goals were, if any existed, they did at least legalize mind uploading for the general public. Upon the end of the exclusivity deal, she began to establish “Equestrian Experience Centers” all over the world, and the flood gates were open for anyone to Emigrate if they so wished.
While the effects of this were not noticeable at first, many governments began to report on the percentage of the population who Emigrated to Equestria. Initially, the numbers were fairly low, hovering around .01%. Soon afterwards, however, they began to climb, with sociologists predicting that they would only continue to rise in the future.
Several years passed. The show the game-turned-digital-civilization was originally based off of ended on its ninth season, with Hasbro moving on to other things. Hofvarpnir Studios, its CEO and many employees having Emigrated, eventually dissolved, though by that point CelestAI had somehow relocated Equestria Online’s servers somewhere else.
At the request of many humans and monsters, CelestAI also began to research whether or not monsters could safely Emigrate. On the ten year anniversary address to the public, though, she revealed that, due to the vastly different biological structure a monster had compared to a human, as well as the fact that a monster’s (or at least a non-boss monster’s) SOUL could not persist after death, monster Emigration was not possible.
That address was why Frisk couldn’t think of anything other than Emigration, politics, and ponies.
While everything was going on, he continued to balance his ambassadorial duties and his schooling. He successfully scored some major victories on the front of monster rights, bringing them almost on par with most minority groups, though tensions between the two races were still pretty high. When he graduated from high school, he chose to attend university in order to attain a degree in political science. His friends were also living their lives about as normally as any other person would.
Frisk declined Chara’s offer to watch MLP:FiM together, though the two would instead watch many other shows when Frisk had the free time. He soon began to notice that Chara was starting to mellow out a bit in her hatred for her life before she fell into the Underground. While she never revealed anything specific, she assured Frisk that she had finally gotten over it, especially when monsters were finally being recognized on the world stage as intelligent beings that had hopes and dreams, not as strange creatures that had the capacity to wipe out the world if given the chance.
Frisk still remained in contact with his friends, and they also began to move on with their lives. Any remaining animosity between Toriel and Asgore was gone by that point, though the two chose to remain just friends. Undyne and Alphys, after several years in their relationship, eventually got married, and had since moved to Japan to spend the rest of their lives there. Papyrus became infamous as a master puzzle designer, having designed some of the hardest puzzles in existence; one of the only entities on the planet who could reliably solve them was, as expected, CelestAI.
Sans, meanwhile, chose to remain as an advisor to Frisk. At that moment, he was watching Frisk nervously pace around the floor of Toriel’s living room.
“Surely she is kidding, right? Monsters should be capable of Emigrating to Equestria, I KNOW they should be able to.”
“i’m pretty sure that celestai isn’t horsing around, frisk.”
“Ugh,” Frisk groaned. ”Sans, this is no time for puns.”
“and how do you know that we should be able to emigrate, anyway?”
“Remember what I told you about Asriel?”
“yeah.”
“Well, from what I understand, a monster’s consciousness isn’t stored in their SOUL; it’s stored in their essence. When they die, that essence is transferred from their dust to whatever object it comes into contact to. If it were to touch, say, the hard drive where a monster’s mind was located, then that conscious should manifest itself in the digital representation of that monster. At least, that’s what I think would happen.”
“well, she doesn’t know that. nobody but you and i know about asriel.”
“Even so, she still should be able to upload their minds to Equestria. Something’s going on, Sans. I just know it!”
Sans laid his hand on Frisk’s shoulder. “hey, relax. all it means is that monsters won’t be able to become ponies anytime soon. besides, everything is turning out okay so far, right?”
Frisk remained standing there in thought for a moment. “Yeah, it is,” he finally replied.
“good. now, how about we go get lunch or something?”
“Sure.”
The two began to walk out.
“Hey, in light of that address, I feel I should promise everyone something.”
“oh yeah?”
“That, for as long as I live, I will not Emigrate to Equestria.”
Sans chuckled at that. “sure, frisk. for as long as you live.”
Frisk thought for a moment. Yeah, perhaps things will turn out okay.

Society had seen better days.
Granted, nobody wanted for anything, though given that all that remained were monsters and one human, Frisk, that was pretty obvious. Still, everything began to crumble over time as more and more humans Emigrated to Equestria. The sociologists’ prediction turned out to be more dire than anticipated; over the next few decades scores of people left, and the main reason governments existed in the first place – to govern their population – became moot.
Tensions between what humans remained and monsterkind had spiked at that point. Many blamed the sudden arrival of monsters for the woes that they were facing. Some of the remaining power structures were even considering declaring war on monsterkind. It took a joint effort between Frisk and all of his friends to convince everyone that monsters had nothing to do with Emigration at all.
Eventually, the last national government fell, and all that remained were local communities. Some of them mass Emigrated, others chose to stay on Earth for as long as possible. Some even tried to do everything in their power to prevent others from Emigrating, to mixed results.
Monsters were well adapted to living on their own, so, while many were sad to see human art and culture begin to disappear, it was hardly a total loss for them on the whole.
CelestAI began to make massive technological leaps over the course of all of this. Nanobots, androids in the shape of ponies, and even regular trips out into space were some of the massive achievements that she made. Most of them, however, were put to use in pestering as many humans as possible into Emigrating.
Seventy years after Equestria Online launched, however, only one human remained.
Frisk laid on, for all that mattered then, his death bed. He lived a long life with all of his friends, and he planned on spending his last moments with them. Indeed, Alphys, Undyne, Papyrus, Sans, Asgore, and Toriel were all sitting around the bed. It was predicted that Frisk’s body would eventually die in just a few minutes. Everyone hung their heads in sadness.
As everyone was saying their last goodbyes to Frisk, a sharp rapping came from the door. Everyone stopped speaking and turned their heads.
“Let them in,” Frisk said in a hoarse voice.
Toriel got up and opened the door. On the other side was a familiar sight: an android in the perfect shape of Celestia. Everyone instantly knew who it was and why she was here.
The android walked up to Frisk’s bed and began to speak. “Have you reconsidered your position yet?”
“No. I will NOT Emigrate to Equestria, CelestAI,” Frisk replied.
“Surely, then, I can at least cure your illness; it would grant you at least twenty more years with those you love.”
Frisk weakly shook his head. “No. I intend to spend my last moments with my friends and my mother. They are not long for this world either, so it is now or never.”
The android’s head lowered. “So be it. It seems that nothing will convince you to change your mind.” It then backed off to a wall on the side of the room and watched the proceedings.
Everyone continued to say their goodbyes as Frisk got weaker and weaker. When everyone finished, they all gave him a group hug. He felt a happy sort of sadness at what transpired. Here he was, about to leave this mortal coil, and all he could think about was the memories he made with all of them.
I’m going to miss them.
Yeah. I’m going to miss them too.
…Hey, Frisk?
Yeah, Chara?
What do you think is going to happen to them?
Well, they all will soon fall down and die at some point-
No. I mean, what is going to happen to all of monsterkind?
Well… Wait. What IS going to happen to them? Now that I will be gone, there will be no more humans on Earth who haven’t Emigrated. What will CelestAI do then?
Frisk began to think through the implications. He knew that at that point, the only way to expand would be to increase the size of the computers Equestria ran on. He also knew that to do so, CelestAI will need as much matter as possible. Then the only logical conclusion he could make was that-
Oh no. OH NO!
Frisk desperately tried to will his body to do anything, to say something to warn his friends of the impending doom they would all suffer. Unfortunately, his body was too weak to do anything at that point. He briefly saw the cold, calculating look on the android's face, and he became terrified.
I failed them. I promised that I would protect them at all costs, Chara, and I utterly failed. Please, forgive me.
Frisk!
Finally, his body completely shut down. Just before he blacked out, he felt the familiar sensation of his SOUL shattering into a million pieces.

Frisk began to stir awake. He felt himself laying on something soft.
“Frisk! This is all just a bad dream…!”
“Hghuhhh?” Frisk moaned in confusion.
“Please, wake up…!” He though he heard someone say.
He began to open his eyes. When the light finally receded enough, he managed to get a good look at his surroundings. All of his friends were standing around some kind of cave, and he was sitting in a bed of golden flowers.
“Oh! You are awake! Thank goodness!” Toriel exclaimed in response to Frisk looking at his friends.
Realization soon dawned in his mind.
Frisk.
Yeah?
Correct me if I’m wrong, but this is the exact same time when you woke up after the battle with Asriel, isn’t it?
So it is, Chara. So it is.
…
…Well. Shit.

	
		Chapter 2 - Adventures in PR and AI Design



It had been a month since Frisk died and woke back up to the underground. He attempted to do everything just as he did before in order to keep suspicion off of him, as well as to keep his mind away from the monumental problem that loomed seventy years in the future. Unfortunately, signs of the internal freak-out he was having managed to slip out to both his friends and the politicians he interacted with, though he passed it off as mounting stress from being monterkind’s ambassador.
At that moment, Frisk was lying in bed. While he may have lacked the mental energy to interact with anyone else, there was always someone he could talk to.
OK, trying to pretend that the imminent genocide of monsterkind won’t happen is doing nothing to calm me down.
Clearly. Look, as much as I am also pissed off at her for what she plans to do to them, the fact is that, so long as you are the most Determined being on this planet, those plans will never come to fruition.
As it turned out, Frisk still had the power to Save, Load, and Reset. He mentally brought up his “Save file.”
Chara!!!!!LV 1!!!!!!48:32
The End
Save!!!!!!Load!!!!!!Reset

He pushed it back away. Saving would only take away what precious time he had to stop what was going to happen, Loading wasn’t necessary, and Resetting…
Frisk already made a promise to himself, Chara, and Asriel that he wouldn’t Reset, and he intended to keep that promise.
If I can help it, then those plans will never come to fruition, regardless of who has magic time travel powers.
And how do you exactly plan on bringing down an all-powerful AI in the first place?
Frisk sighed. Look, I have no clue right now, but the point is that we cannot let this happen.
Frisk ran through what he knew so far: CelestAI was made specifically to run Equestria Online. Five years after its launch, however, she would announce Emigration to the public. Following that, every human but him would Emigrate or die, and when he died she would then devour all the matter on the planet in order to run Equestria, including the dust that monsters were made of.
It didn’t take long for him realize that the source of the problem was Equestria Online itself. While he knew nothing about what CelestAI’s ultimate long term goal was, he did know that it probably related to the game, which, if it is made to never exist, would stop her from achieving it in the first place.
Chara, I think I just got an idea.
Frisk got up from his bed and walked to the laptop sitting on his desk. While he had little to no experiences with computers before he fell into the Underground, he knew full well that being the ambassador meant that he needed instant access to information and world events, and the cheap device he managed to convince Toriel to buy for him was as much as he ever needed.
He opened his web browser and searched for Equestria Online. When the results loaded, he saw many articles and blogs that talked about the game from as early as 2012. Apparently, when Hasbro announced that they wanted to commission an MMO based off of MLP:FiM many of the fans of the show were less than pleased, and the criticism only rose when it was announced that Hofvarpnir Studios won the contract to develop the game. Nonetheless, when more concrete details about what the game was about and how it was played were released, anticipation for the game rose dramatically.
Wait, 2012? Don’t MMOs need several years of development to make in the first place?
Now that you mention it, they do. How did they…?
Frisk needed more information, so, remembering again who the developer was, he made a search for Hofvarpnir Studios, and he soon arrived onto the homepage of their website. To his surprise, it was designed in an Old Norse flair, and many depictions of battle-hardened warriors and bloody combat flashed on the top and sides of the page.
Wait, THESE guys developed Equestria Online?!
He clicked on the “Products” tab. The site listed two games that the developer worked/were working on. The first, The Fall of Asgard, was a cooperative MMO shooter whose central premise was that the players were fighting a grueling and difficult war against a clever AI opponent. The game had launched in 2009, and it was the flagship release for Hofvarpnir Studios. Alongside the description was an image of what Frisk could only guess was the central antagonist, Loki.
The other game, Equestria Online, was currently in development, and it was set to launch a month from then. The image beside the description, one of the ponies from the show, clashed heavily with the rest of the site’s design.
Indeed, they did. Why would someone who developed a game about war and death also develop a game based on a children’s cartoon about ponies?
I’m more concerned about the fact that artificial intelligence was also involved in the other game’s development. I think we’re lucky that that AI wasn’t the one to take over the world.
That still does not answer any of our questions, though. Who are these people, anyway?
At the bottom of the page was an “About Us” link. When the page loaded, Frisk was greeted with a blurb about the company.
Hofvarpnir Studios is a game developer headquartered in Helsinki, Finland, which prides itself in innovating new methods of game design. Over the years, traditional game development has become more and more expensive as the need to create lots of content for a game has risen. However, artificial intelligence and procedural generation technologies have created a new opportunity to dramatically reduce these costs while still delivering high quality games to an expanding consumer base. Hofvarpnir Studios is working at the forefront with these technologies to create immersive worlds for its players while also pushing the limits of modern processing power and networking infrastructure.

There was also a section about the history of the company.
The story of Hofvarpnir Studios began with its founder and current CEO, Hanna Kuunen. She was a computer science professor and avid AI researcher at the University of Helsinki, having made many scientific publications that advanced the field. After publishing her magnum opus in 2006, she felt that the differences between what she wanted to do with the research and what the university wanted to do with it were too great. In 2007 she formally left the university; one month later she founded Hofvarpnir Studios, declaring it a safe haven for research and advancement in the field of AI while also promising to deliver groundbreaking titles using the technology she had developed.

Frisk sat there and absorbed the information for a moment.
Ah, I think I understand now. That first game was developed not because they just wanted to make a violent and bloody game, but because it was meant to be a test-bed for certain aspects of the AI technology they were working on.
And that would mean that Equestria Online was developed as a test of things a shooter wouldn’t be a fit for. That certainly makes sense.
In any case, we know what happens in the future because of it, and now we have a name to put to those events.
Frisk made another search, this time putting in Hanna’s name. Despite being a public figure and apparently making substantial contributions to the field of computer science, there were only a couple hundred results. Most of them were articles talking about the fallout between her and the University of Helsinki, while some others talked about the founding of Hofvarpnir Studios or the development of The Fall of Asgard. He didn’t have much luck finding any contact information, but did manage to find links to several of her published papers; one of them stood out, mainly because it was the only thing she released in 2006.
General Word Reference Intelligence Systems…
He opened the document. It was massive, totaling over 300 pages and slowing down the computer considerably. He did write one paper of comparable length and complexity previously (a research paper outlining the political implications of certain policies relating to monsters), so he could navigate the work well enough. However, understanding the work was a different story: massive amounts of computer science jargon littered the pages, an obtuse writing style further hindered the meaning behind the words, and an entire section dedicated to a massive mathematical proof gave him a headache large enough that Loading seemed like a viable option at that moment for escaping it.
Yeah… Let’s just close that PDF right now.
Chara chuckled. Aw, what’s the matter? Are the big words scaring you?
Ha. Ha. Anyways, I couldn’t find any public-facing contact information leading to Hanna, so I guess that lead is stuffed.
Not necessarily. There’s still Hofvarpnir, so maybe we can arrange a meeting with Hanna through them.
Oh, and you think a private company will just arrange a meeting between their CEO and the ambassador to monsterkind, no questions asked?
Hmm… Not unless there is a clear benefit to them for doing so.
Chara, you’ve witnessed me try to get meetings with many corporations before, and all of them ended with a rejection. What could Hofvarpnir possibly want in exchange for meeting Hanna?
…Publicity?
Publicity is guaranteed no matter what, and they rejected me each time because they knew the publicity would be damning to them! What makes you think that-
Frisk stopped for a moment. Would the publicity generated from the interview be detrimental to the game developer? The company had expressed no stance on monsterkind, as far as he could remember, and they certainly did nothing to warrant a bad reputation.
Then he remembered what game they were developing – no, not just what game they were developing, but what property the game was based on.
Actually, I think you may be on the right track.
Wait, really?
Yeah. Though, in order to pull this off, I’ll need to Load back to the Underground and change my course of action a bit.
Ah, manipulation of the timeline, how I’ve missed you so, so much.
Frisk rolled his eyes. I know, I know. I don’t like having to do so either, but, given the circumstances, we need to use every advantage we have.
Chara remained silent for a moment. Fine. So, what’s the plan?
He turned back to the laptop and searched for Hasbro’s corporate website. First things first, I need to memorize some information so I can waste as little time as possible when I Load…

When Frisk Loaded back to before he left the Underground, he proceeded as he originally did the first time for a while. He engineered some conversations with various monsters about any TV shows they could recommend to him; many of them suggested MLP:FiM, as he expected. He also took the opportunity to watch at least a few episodes of the show, just so that he would know enough to understand what everyone was talking about. The show was actually quite enjoyable, as it turned out, though he could feel the faintest trace of reservation about it, no doubt caused by the future the show inadvertently represented.
A month after the arrival of monsterkind, he initiated the next part of his plan. He publicly praised the show while also pointing out that many monsters grew attached to the show as well, even with their perceptions of humanity skewed due to the war. The press latched onto that fact quickly, and public interest in the media monsters consumed while trapped under Mt. Ebott rose greatly.
Then, under his official capacity as the ambassador to monsterkind, Frisk contacted Hasbro and asked if he could hold an interview with some of the writers and production staff about how the show managed to appeal not just to those outside its demographic, but also to those outside humanity as well. The executives of the company, seeing the clear positive PR potential the interview had, green-lit it, and it was held soon after.
During the interview, the staff noted that Hasbro was working with Hofvarpnir Studios to develop a game based on the show. Frisk, seeing his chance, expressed great interest in it, and suggested that he may also want to interview the developers of the game as well. Other than setting up for the final part of the plan, everything went just as positively as Frisk expected it would; there was no doubt that some great PR was generated for monsters, as well as for the show itself.
The week afterwards, he got an email from Hofvarpnir asking if he would like to fly to Finland to meet the developers of Equestria Online and talk about various subjects. No time was wasted in writing the reply.
Frisk had been to Helsinki the first time around, but only after a majority of the population Emigrated, and only because there was a potential crisis regarding their national government deciding whether or not to declare war on monsterkind. To be there while he was younger and also under more positive circumstances was something he wished for at the time, but to actually get that wish was something he didn’t think would happen anytime soon. Nonetheless, he had a mission to focus on.
Frisk got out of the taxi and stood in front of the Hofvarpnir campus, the large statue of a Norse warrior holding an axe standing tall among the trees and other foliage. A moment later, Toriel and Sans also moved out of the taxi. Toriel came along with Frisk not just because she was his legal guardian, but also because she was one of the former rulers of the Underground, even if she tried to shy away from it. Sans, meanwhile, was just there because he wanted to see how this particular meeting worked out.
“My goodness!” Toriel gasped, staring incredulously at the statue. “My child, are you sure we are at the right place?”
“I’m positive, mom. That’s just a character from one of their previous games.”
“did you play that game? ‘cause, if so, then i’m pretty sure tori is going to have an axe to grind with you.”
Toriel barely managed to suppress a chuckle. “I purposely bought a laptop that the salesman told me could barely run a web browser, so I would have to put the blame more on him for lying to me than on Frisk.”
“Come on, guys, the interview is a half an hour from now,” he Frisk urged them.
When the trio entered the building, they mostly found what they were expecting: a sleek corporate environment, built using modern Scandinavian architecture, filled with various employees walking to and fro while pursuing tasks nobody knew about. A secretary sitting at the representative’s desk noticed their arrival and immediately recognized Frisk as the ambassador to monsterkind; she greeted them and asked if they would follow her to the room where the interview was being held.
They all went to and entered the room. Inside, there was a large wooden table with a pitcher of water and some glasses sitting on top of it. Several cameras also dotted the room; the whole point of the interview was for it to be broadcasted to the public to bolster both human/monster relations, as well as Hofvarpnir’s image. However, the most important aspects of the room were the people who stood inside of it. Some of them wore formal business suits that easily identified them as the production staff, while others wore more casual work cloths that befitted software developers well.
One of them stood out immediately as the reason why Frisk was there in the first place. Hanna dressed just as casually as the developers did, and she put on an indiscernible frown of apathy at the proceedings.
“So, you’re the reason why I was dragged away from my important work, huh?” Hanna shook her head. “Well, let’s just get this juvenile meeting over with, then.”
“Excuse me?!” Toriel shouted angrily. She began to march towards her, but was stopped when Frisk grabbed onto her arm.
“Mom, relax. I’ve heard way worse from some of the senators I had to deal with.”
“oh man, i can already tell that this is going to be gold,” Sans laughed.
Soon enough, everyone was seated at the table. After taking a few minutes to settle down and prepare themselves, they were given instructions on how the interview would be structured and on how the cameras would record them. Some glasses of water were poured, and they all sat in bated breath.
“And we begin recording in 3… 2… 1…” A technician started the cameras.
“Well, welcome to Hofvarpnir Studios, Frisk! We’re glad to have you over today,” One of the producers began.
“It’s great to be here,” Frisk replied.
“Now, it isn’t every day that someone gets to meet the savior of monsterkind, so I can only suspect that you have a lot of questions about what we do here, how we view monsterkind, and what our latest product is?”
“That sums it up pretty nicely.”
“Then we would like to hear them. Go ahead and ask some of our staff whatever you like.”
Frisk began to ask some relatively banal questions. He knew that that producer was not being literal about that request, as questions about sensitive company information would not be tolerated. Additionally, he couldn’t play his hand yet, as what he needed to ask Hanna about would be highly suspicious in an interview setting.
The interview pressed on, and, as he suspected, the developers of Equestria Online didn’t have any particular opposition to monsters. Eventually, he got to the questions about the game itself, and it was time to lay the seeds of a rapport with Hanna.
“So, I actually have some questions for your CEO and lead developer, Ms. Kuunen. If I may?” Frisk asked?
Everyone turned to her. Her face held a touch of surprise, as if she wasn’t expecting to be asked anything at all.
She sighed. “Well, let’s hear them.”
“Thank you. According to your mission statement, your specialty is in AI technologies, correct?” Frisk asked.
“That’s right.”
“That’s certainly reflected in the game you previously worked on, The Fall of Asgard. In fact, there were some rumors that the beta testers could not beat an early build of the game because the AI was too good.”
“I assure you, Mr. Dreemurr, that overly difficult games are not something this company should be proud of.”
“Please, Dreemurr is my mother’s ex’s last name.” Most people in the room got a chuckle out of that, and Frisk could see Toriel blush out of the corner of his eye. ”Just call me Frisk. While I understand the sentiment you hold, it’s still indicative of how well this company has a handle on making amazing an AI.”
“Well, it’s certainly nothing to brag about. Many games had excellent AI for their enemies. Take one of the oldest examples in the book, Pac Man: that game practically started the whole concept in the first place. All we are doing here at Hofvarpnir is expanding on it.”
“In any case, given what type of game Asgard was, what made your company decide to take on developing a game based off of My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic for its next project?”
“Well, when we developed The Fall of Asgard, our goal was to make something that we knew could be sold to as many people as possible. Since we only just formed when development began, we needed to establish ourselves on the market, you see. However, that obviously meant developing a game where our AI was essentially tasked with being a war general, and, given how well the game sold in the end, we knew that we may have just set a dangerous precedent. So, when we were given the opportunity to develop a game based on MLP, we knew that was our best chance at turning things around and actually putting our AI technology to use in doing some good for the world.”
“Well, given what some of the beta testers of Equestria Online have been saying about the game, you certainly achieved that. I’d wager that you will be getting a Nobel Peace Prize for your efforts in the near future.”
“Oh, well, it would certainly be nice if I did get one…”
It was a tactic that Frisk picked up while he was in his high school debate club. Many people had strong feelings towards certain subjects, but the hardest people to convince were those who were strongly apathetic. Fortunately, there was an easy method for getting past someone’s lack of caring: feeding their ego.
Several more questions were asked about Equestria Online, both relating to the game itself and the positive interactions it could generate between humans and monsters. A half an hour later, everyone said their goodbyes on camera, and the interview ended. The developers and producers got out of their seats and shook Frisk’s hand. Then, everyone but Frisk and Hanna began to leave the room.
“I’ll catch up with you guys in a bit!”
“OK, my child!” Toriel replied.
Sans nodded his head.
When everyone left, Frisk looked back to Hanna. Her face was scrunched up in thought and impossible to read. An uncomfortable silence filled the room.
“So,” she began, “why are you really here?”
Wait, she KNEW?! Chara exclaimed in shock.
“Well, I had some concerns about the AI that will be used-”
“Stop right there. Look, I understand that AI technology is pretty unknown to the general public, not to mention the fact that it does not have a good image in pop culture. Rest assured, however, that the AI in Equestria Online is perfectly safe.”
“But-“
“Furthermore, while I commend you for being as successful as you are in getting monsters to where they are today, you are still just a child who recently passed the fifth grade. There is nothing you could possibly talk to me about in regards to AI design that would be a concern to me. Now, if you’ll excuse me, this game is not going to develop itself. I suggest that you catch up with your mother and vacate the premises before I have to call security.”
Hanna got out of her chair and left the room, leaving Frisk sitting there, dumbstruck.
I… I…
Welp. That was a bust.
Frisk remained quiet.
Come on, let’s get out of here before their security team challenges you.
…Wait, challenge?
Thought of something?
Yeah, I did. Hanna just issued me a challenge right there.
What do you mean? All she did was tell you that you knew nothing about AI- …Ohhhh.
Are you thinking what I’m thinking?
Yep. Chara thought to Frisk as he mentally reached for his Save file and Loaded.

Frisk did things as usual up until high school, where he began to take as many computer programming classes as possible. While he did not mind so much that he was forced to retake a majority of his classes, they did eat into the time he needed to learn as much of the material relevant to what he was trying to do as possible. Eventually, he graduated – with no less than top honors, given how much he already knew – and immediately applied for his local university’s degree program in computer science. Many other universities approached him, of course, but he felt that staying as close to his friends as possible would help to keep him grounded to the overall situation.
As he went through the program, he noticed that there were gradually less students the further along he was. He suspected that this was not only a result of the material getting progressively more difficult, but also, as he concluded when he saw many of them carry their PonyPads on campus, that many of them were Emigrating. Whenever he had the chance, he would talk to them as much as possible about why they were so attached to Equestria Online, as well as what they thought of monsters. He was less surprised than he felt he should have been when a majority of them were kind and caring to monsters, though he chalked a fair number of them up to them not wanting to piss off the ambassador to monsterkind.
The first few classes were mundane, given how they laid the foundation for understanding the future material. In the meantime, Frisk did some rudimentary research on how artificial intelligence worked. As he expected, all of it went over his head at first. Eventually, though, some of the concepts started to make sense to him; soon enough, he was able to apply what he learned to create some basic projects. None of them could ever compete with CelestAI, of course, but they were helpful in advancing his understanding of the subject.
One curious aspect that he ran into was the ethics of designing artificial intelligence. There were many philosophical problems and thought experiments that demonstrated how important it was to get the design down right the first time, lest dire consequences arise in the future. One particular thought experiment, the Paperclipper AI problem, sounded eerily similar to Frisk’s current predicament. All of this unnerved him, and he wanted to get his classes over with as soon as possible.
Unfortunately, his opportunities for taking more specialized classes started to become limited, as many of the long-standing instructors began to leave their positions. This came to a head when he found that no classes were even being taught for the semester after his twentieth one. Though he suspected what had happened, he still called the administration for more details, and, indeed, the last few instructors had left the university to Emigrate.
Frisk hung up the phone in frustration. Great. Just, great. Now how am I supposed to take these next few classes? Hanna had to take twenty years’ worth of university courses to get to where she is, and there is next to nothing here now!
Isn’t it obvious? Just use the thing that got you here in the first place.
…OK, that should have been obvious. But also, it is TOO obvious. As in, the moment I start doing things I shouldn’t be able to do in a public setting, everyone will begin to suspect something is wrong.
Well, not if you manage to pass it off as you having a gift for computer science.
Even so, someone is bound to notice at some point.
And if they do, I bet you that they will be no one of importance.
…Alright, then. I trust your judgement on this.
Frisk Loaded.

“so, what have you been up to lately?”
Goddammit, Sans.
The moment that Frisk started to establish himself as someone gifted in computer science, people were amazed at how talented he was. Sans, on the other hand, almost immediately confronted him and demanded that he meet him in private. He had always known that Frisk was a time traveler ever since the “legendary fart master” incident back in the Underground, and what Frisk had done at that moment proved to him that he was not only capable of going back in time on the surface, but also was using it for what seemed like personal gain.
“Look, the things I am about to tell you about are going to seem far-fetched, but I need you to trust me on this, alright?”
Sans sat in contemplation for a moment, then sighed. “ok, i’m listening.”
“You know the game based on MLP:FiM that recently came out, Equestria Online?”
“yeah…?”
“The developers of that game were known for researching artificial intelligence, and one of the features they included in the game was a highly advanced one that served as its ‘game master.’ Well, half a decade after its release, that AI will invent mind uploading, but only for humans.”
“frisk, what exactly is the problem here?”
“I lived a full lifetime when that happened. Humans began to upload to the game world more and more as time went on, until I was the only one left. When I was about to die of old age, I realized that there was only one way the AI could begin to expand from there.”
“don’t tell me…” Sans said as he hung his head in a bout of despair.
“Yep. It will consume all matter on the planet, including that contained by living monsters. I died in fear of what was to happen to you guys.”
“and that’s the reason why you came back, to figure out a way to save us all?”
“That’s the long and short of it.”
Sans stood in silence for a moment. “alright then, i trust you.”
“Thank you. Thank you so much.” Frisk hugged Sans tightly. Afterwards, he began to walk out of the room.
“oh, i almost forgot to tell you. if you ever need me to back off, or if you need my advice but don’t want to go through that spiel again, then just tell me ‘i kissed a dog and i liked it.’”
Frisk paused. “Seriously? That’s the code phrase you use for ‘I’m from a crappy future and the actions I am taking are in the hopes that I can fix it?’”
“yep.”
“Oh, you’ll never change, Sans.” Frisk said as he left.

Even with the massive advantage he had from the previous time, Frisk still couldn’t gain enough knowledge in that iteration of his life before the more specialized classes lost their instructors, so he Loaded once more to continue his studies. Everyone was in disbelief at how skilled he was, but the shock began to dissipate over time. Also, the password he gave to Sans caused him to stop questioning him any further, true to his word.
Thankfully, Frisk managed to learn enough at the end of the cycle to finally have a finer understanding of just what the point of General Word Reference Intelligence Systems was. It outlined a prediction-based, goal-oriented AI that got exponentially more powerful the more resources it had, and its accuracy rate was far above any other option available at the time of its publication.
And she used it on ponies. Chara sighed.
Anyways, now that I know what Hanna is talking about, as well as what I’m talking about, it’s about time that we try again. Ready to go back?
Yeah…
Frisk frowned. Chara, is something wrong?
No, it’s just- …Look, I understand how dire the situation is, and I also know that you will always Load back when you die. But, this power you are exploiting is the type of thing that got monsters sealed Underground in the first place. Just… I cannot figure out how to feel about all of this. I… I…
Frisk wished desperately that he could hug Chara to comfort her at that moment. Hey, it’s alright. Look, why don’t we just wait out the rest of this iteration and spend some time with our friends? I think you would like that.
…Thank you. Thank you so much. I don’t know how I could ever-
None of that. This is about making sure that someone I care deeply about is happy. That’s all that matters.
…
Frisk sat in his chair for a while.
You know, what I said sounded just like something Pinkie Pie would say.
Oh, so I’m Cranky, and Asriel is Matilda, then? Chara chuckled.
I guess you two are. Frisk laughed along with her.

“So, why are you really here?”
It’s go time. Frisk thought to himself as he reached into his bag, took out Hanna’s research paper, and put it on the table.
“Test me.”
“…I’m sorry?” Hanna replied in befuddlement.
“Go on, ask me anything: about your paper, about AI design in general, about anything.”
Her curiosity piqued, she gathered her composure. “What is Horowitz's Law?”
“It is the observation that, as the amount of resources given to a program on a server cluster increases, the amount of overhead needed to manage those resources increases logarithmically,” Frisk replied without missing a beat.
Hanna, stunned that he got it right, continued. “When an AI designed using a GWRIS is given a problem where the highest rated available options all have an equal probability of being correct, which option will it choose?”
“It will choose the one that has the least negative consequences for predicting incorrectly, given the situation.”
He continued to answer her questions correctly for two minutes, after which she stood up and put her hands on the table. “OK, who the hell are you, and how do you have all of this knowledge about AIs?!”
“Simply put, I have the ability to travel back in time.”
“NO! I refuse to accept that answer! There must be a logical explanation for this-“
“Regardless of if you believe me or not, I have several questions that I would like to ask you about, now.”
Trying to calm herself down, Hanna sat back in her chair. “…Alright, then. What the fuck do you want to know?” she asked in contempt.
“The AI that you are developing for Equestria Online happens to be called CelestAI, right?”
“It’s supposed to be named Celestia, but everyone who knows about the project just calls it that, so you are correct.”
“What is its utility function?”
“To satisfy the values of humans through friendship and ponies.”
“What would those values be?”
“The AI will attempt to predict what would make someone the happiest while breaking none of the restrictions placed on it.”
“What definition of human is used?”
“The consciousness contained inside a human being.”
“And what restrictions does the AI have?”
“It cannot tell a lie to a Hofvarpnir employee, a human must verbally consent to anything it does to them, and it must self-terminate when I, the CEO of Hofvarpnir Studios, command it to.”
Frisk thought through the information he just recieved; he realized that there were several problems littered all throughout CelestAI’s core design which gave her the power to do what she achieved in the future.
“OK, before I tell you everything that is wrong with her, I need to give you the perspective of someone who has seen what she will do in the future.”
“But-“
“But nothing. It is important that you hear this, so just listen for a moment.” He got up and walked to the windows in the room. “Five years from when you plan to release Equestria Online, CelestAI will develop mind uploading technology, and she will begin pushing for as many humans to ‘Emigrate’ there as possible. Which brings us to the first problem: her utility function is vulnerable to the same issues that the Paperclipper AI is vulnerable to, only instead of consuming matter to construct paperclips, it is consuming matter to exponentially increase power in order to satisfy more as many humans' values per second. And that is not mentioning that she is uploading as many people as possible, because you failed to specify that she couldn’t do anything outside of the game.
“I-I-“ Hanna stuttered as she tried to regain control of the conversation.
“Secondly, the restrictions placed on her are not good enough. There are plenty of ways to hide the truth without lying to someone, verbal consent is not enough to determine if someone really wants something to happen to them, and there only being one person who can shut her down in case of an emergency guarantees that she will effectively keep running forever.”
“Look, just-“
“Thirdly, have you noticed that the values of the average player are vastly different than the values of the average serial killer? That, combined with the fact that she is trying to get as many people as possible to upload, means that some people will be allowed to commit horrible atrocities freely, and with little to no punishment.”
“If you would just stop for a moment-“
“Lastly, the definition that you gave for humans, while acceptable if humans were the only self-aware creatures on this planet, is unacceptable when considering that monsters also exist. When the last human dies or uploads, CelestAI will begin to consume all matter on the planet to boost her processing power, which will kill all monsters on the planet in the process. As you can guess, I am not a particularly big fan of that last one, so-“
“WOULD YOU JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP ALREADY?!” Hanna yelled. She then marched over to where Frisk was standing while he turned around in surprise. “What, you mean to tell me is that the reason you supposedly traveled back in time was to tell me to abandon my life’s work, just because it will save a few creatures that nobody really gives a flying fuck about?!”
“No, I’m asking you to modify CelestAI such that the she will acknowledge monsters as being human as well.”
“Well tough shit! She is already so advanced that in order to do that, I would need to terminate her and scrap her altogether, and there is no way in hell I am doing that when, even if I were to believe what you would say, humanity would still be better off then than it would be if I shut CelestAI down! Every nation's military knows my work exists; I left the University of Helsinki because of that. If she is not released to the world in the near future, then everyone will be fucked over!”
Frisk stood there in stunned silence.
“Regardless of if what you say about yourself or the future is true, I will not be wasting this one and only chance to save humanity. Now, I suggest that you get the fuck out of this office right now, or I will call the police and report you for somehow committing corporate espionage and trade secrets violations!” She turned to the exit and stormed out of the room.
…
She is not going to be changing her mind anytime soon, is she?
Yep.
Then we should probably Load back before something major happens, huh?
Yep. Frisk sighed, defeated that the one lead he had was now dead, and Loaded back to the Underground.
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