Chapter One
In the city, a lot could change in two years. 
Restaurants could pop up, explode in popularity, fade away to a shadow of their former glory, close their doors, and finally be replaced in a fraction of that time. Tenants could move in and out of buildings with shocking speed. A person’s employment could bounce between a half dozen different firms with the fleeting stability of a volleyball squad rallying a ball between themselves. And above all else, a person’s major and entire personality could come and go, shifting in all sorts of interesting ways.
But in Hometown, two years hadn’t done much to change the makeup of the town. QCs was still there, the church was still standing, and all of the families who walked around were familiar faces who looked towards the bus with passing interest. Honestly, it was like their arrival was the most eventful part of the town’s day.
Which it very well could’ve been.
It was shocking to come back here every six months and see how little life moved on but Flowey still made the trip.
She looked to her side and saw Dess and Chara across from her. The two of them were chatting, laughing at something which she hadn’t really been paying attention to. Her fault for zoning out and losing herself to the flood of memories which beset her.
“You stole the statue’s head?” Chara asked.
Dess nodded, snickering from behind her hand. “And my mom never found out.”
“How?” Chara yelped.
Flowey chuckled, drawing their attention towards her. “Because I’m really good at hiding things when I want them to stay hidden.”
“Then how did it end up in your dad’s hands?” Dess asked, cocking a brow.
The college years had been kind to her, giving her a more full-bodied figure. Strong and well-built in that butch way where she looked like a solid mass that wasn’t about to bend against the harshness of the world. Their whole friend group was kind of like that, sturdy, unrelenting, and shamelessly queer in their outlook.
“Because I got guilty,” Flowey said, scratching at her chin. “Plus, your mom was really leaning on my dad to find it. It was stressing him out and I was worried that she was going to fire him if he couldn’t find any leads.”
“My mom would never fire him,” Dess chided.
Chara perked up. “Your dad is the chief of police, right?”
Flowey nodded.
“So, do you want the grand tour?” Dess suddenly asked, gesturing towards the window with her hand. “I can show you all the sights from the comfort of your seat.”
Chara shrugged. “Hit me.”
“So, we just passed QCs which is the diner in town,” Dess explained, smirking. “Makes one hell of a burger.”
Flowey grinned. “Best burger in town.”
“It’s the only burger in town,” Dess chided, rolling her eyes. “Since you know… it’s the only diner we have?”
“I thought ICE-e’s did a burger too?” Flowey said, shaking her head. “And it was total dogshit.”
“Oh shit, you’re so right! The meat was like overcooked and the bun was as hard as a rock. I remember it now.” Dess pointed towards the fabled pizza place. “Speaking of ICE-e’s, that’s the pizza arcade. I used to take my sister there all of the time. Kind of shocked that they manage to keep like twenty machines running in a town like this.”
“I also used to take Kris there,” Flowey added. “It’s pretty cool.”
“Oh, and that’s the abandoned building where I took Flowey’s virginity!” Dess beamed, pointing towards one of numerous empty storefronts on the main street. She spoke far too loud for Flowey’s liking.
Flowey flushed. “Uh Dess…”
Chara snickered. “Relax, it’s just the three of us left.”
“And the driver,” Flowey grumbled, trying to keep her voice low as she nervously looked towards the front of the bus.
“Don’t you kids worry about it!” a voice from the front called as the driver waved back towards them. “I hear weirder shit than that everyday. Believe me, you wouldn’t believe the kind of shit that I have to hear working this job.”
Chara and Dess cackled while Flowey buried her face into her hands. She huffed, hoping to massage the blush out of her cheeks with her bulky fingers. Though she was having no success in this endeavour.
“Does Felix still work there?” Dess asked.
Chara perked up. “Felix?”
“Local friend who’s still trying to find out what he wants to do with himself,” Flowey explained, nodding towards Dess. “But I think so.” She winced. “I uh… I haven’t really talked to him since I transitioned.”
The bus continued along, taking a turn as they started to make their way towards the very core of Hometown. It wasn’t going to be much longer now as the buildings transitioned from short single-story shops and into tall and mighty… two-story tall government buildings.
“That’s the grocery store,” Dess explained, pointing towards it as they zipped past. “It’s where Sans works. He’s a total MILF-hunter.”
“Dess!” Flowey growled.
Chara snickered. “MILF-hunter?”
“Yeah, he’s the guy who’s banging Flowey’s mom,” Dess teased, looking away from the window and flashing her partner an especially bratty smile. 
Flowey would have to do something about that later, when it was just the two of them. She rolled her eyes regardless. “It sounds like someone is asking to get punished.”
“Only because you make it so much fun,” Dess replied, sticking out her tongue at her. “Really only have yourself to blame.”
Chara shook their head and held out their hands, putting an invincible barrier between them. “Alright you two, no going at it with me in the middle.”
“Aww but it would be so much fun to include you,” Dess said, playfully bumping into them. “We’re always looking for a unicorn.”
The human flushed bright red. “Maybe later.”
Their bus finally rolled up to a familiar city hall, coming to a stop in front of it. This was the most stoic building in the whole town, made of solid rock and done up in a brutalist architectural style. It looked rather imposing at three-stories tall, towering above the rest of the town.
Though Flowey didn’t know if that reputation was due to the structure itself or the woman who ruled from it like a little dictator. A woman who was very much not amongst the assembled families who waited at the bus depot. It was probably a little of column A and a little of column B if Flowey had to guess.
Flowey tried not to think about it as she looked at the crowd. She could spot her mother, grinning with glee and placing a hand upon her little sibling’s shoulders. Though Flowey promptly frowned as she saw the little skeleton lingering by her side, waving towards the bus as well with a contented smile on his boney teeth. She also saw her dad, tearing up as he clutched a potted plant tightly to his chest. The only thing that seemed to make him stable was his husband placing a comforting hand upon his shoulder, rubbing it reassuringly.  Noelle and her new girlfriend were also amongst the assembled monsters, with the former waving towards the bus so eagerly. 
Susie… 
Flowey seemed to remember that her name was Susie.
It would seem that everyone was eager to see the city slickers home, waving eagerly and just brimming with an excited energy.
Chara got up first and started to take the various suitcases off of the overhead rack, placing them down in the aisle. They looked at Flowey as they did so. “Need help with yours?” 
They started to reach for her bag regardless, clearly already knowing the answer.
Flowey nodded. “Yes please.”
She picked up her cane, using it to help get to her feet. Pins and needles coursed through her calves and crawled up them, making their way up her thighs. It was enough to bring about a gruesome wince as she started to slowly inch forwards.
“Need some help?” Dess asked. “I think it’s been long enough if you want some more pain meds.”
Flowey shook her head. “I’ll be fine, I’ve just been sitting for a little too long is all.” She carefully eased herself ahead, trying not to notice that Dess stood a little too close to her. Likely just in case she had an accident. Her girlfriend cared, that’s what she told herself to feel better about getting babied. “Nothing that a little bit of walking won’t fix.”
Chara was the first off of the bus, awkwardly standing there and looking shy under the collective attention of the two families. They clearly didn’t do well having this much focus on themself as they flashed an especially awkward smile.
Flowey was the next off, followed immediately by Dess. This seemed to finally release the floodgates as the various families surged forwards.
“My child!” Toriel called, rushing ahead and giving Flowey a big bear hug. The kind of embrace that only a mother could successfully pull off. She squeezed her so tightly, stroking at her rich blonde hair. “It is so good to see you again.” She drew away, smiling as she made a show of looking her over. “I’m happy that all of those pies I’ve mailed you have gone to good use. You were far too skinny the last time I saw you.”
“Nice dress,” Kris said, smirking as they felt the material between their fingers
Flowey grinned and patted the top of their head, ruffling their hair; much to Kris’ annoyance. “Hey Kris.”
Noelle rushed forward and leapt at Dess who caught her and spun around. The two of them giggled as they embraced, holding onto one another tightly.
“Dess! Dess! It’s so good to see you!” Noelle called, closing her eyes. “I got to tell you about all of the stuff I’ve got up to.”
Susie awkwardly scratched at her chin, seeming like she didn’t really know what to do in this sort of situation.
Dess chuckled and put her sister down, instead narrowing her gaze as she looked right at Susie. “Have you been treating her right?”
Susie sucked in a breath and her eyes widened. “Uh yeah… totally!”
“Dess!” Noelle shrieked, blushing bright red as she hammered her palms into her ineffectively. “Don’t you dare!”
Kris snickered at the display.
Rudy, Asgore, and Sans also came forward, closing in on the group and making sure that they made their presence known.
“It’s good to see you, dear,” Asgore said, wiping at his eyes. “It’s amazing to see how much you’ve grown.”
Rudy on the other hand winked at his daughter. “Keeping her out of trouble?”
“Oh, absolutely not,” Dess replied, grinning right back at her dad.
While Rudy cackled at this, both Toriel and Asgore looked absolutely mortified about the possibility that their golden daughter might be getting up to something nefarious while in the big city. 
Flowey tried her best to smile through the allegations, hoping that it would do something to help assuage their fears. But she had a feeling that there would be some very careful questioning later when there were less witnesses lingering around.
“Hey,” Sans called, shoving his hands into his pockets. “Papyrus is excited that you guys are finally back in town.”
Chara scoffed. “The cons of finishing his exams so much earlier than us.”
“Perks of being an engineer,” Sans said, shrugging. “But I think that he’s getting a little tired of dealing with my funny bone all by himself.”
“Oh, I don’t know about that. All of your bones are funny bones,” Toriel chided, patting the top of his head.
“Then I guess he’s getting tired of all of them,” Sans replied.
Flowey tried her best not to think about how someone who was only a few years older than herself was currently showing her mother all of those funny bones in the first place. Something which she was having limited success in achieving.
… 
Very limited success.
“So, how is police work going?” Flowey suddenly asked, looking at her dad. It was a much-needed distraction.
Asgore chuckled. “Cleared up a triple homicide just last week?”
“What?” Chara blurted out.
“No, no, no! I’m kidding, my child,” Asgore said, shaking his head. “Nothing more eventful than breaking up senior citizens when they get aggravated over expired coupons.” He pondered this and rubbed at his chin. “Well… that and a string of vandalized buildings courtesy of a local spray paint artist. It would seem that Hometown has its own Banksy… for better or worse.”
Susie tensed. Thankfully it didn’t seem that any of the adults actually noticed.
“Regardless, I’m okay with it being sleepy. It gives me time to work on my business,” Asgore said, looking down at the potted plant in his hands. “Speaking of which…” He offered up a lovely yellow flower to Flowey. “I thought you could use a little more colour in your dorm room.”
Flowey smiled and took it from him, feeling the faintest glow of warmth at accepting this gift. She felt like she should say something. That’s what people were supposed to do when they received gifts, correct?
“Thanks, dad,” Flowey said, cradling it against her bountiful chest. “I’m sure that it’ll look great in my dorm.”
“Also, it’s a very low effort bloom,” Asgore added, nodding. “A little water once a day and put it somewhere sunny. It should last for a good couple of months if you treat it properly.” He looked at Dess as he wagged a finger at her. “Make sure that she remembers, dear.”
Dess snapped off a playful salute, winking at him. “Sir, yes, Sir.”
Asgore merely smiled at the display.
Flowey noticed that Chara still lingered by the bus, looking pretty unsure of themself. It couldn’t have been easy going from knowing literally everyone in a group to knowing next to nobody in one. They awkwardly rubbed at their arm, seeming sheepish as they stared at their phone.
“So, who’s your friend?” Toriel asked, moving away from Flowey and towards them instead.
Right, mom knew how to handle these things. The perks of being a teacher.
Chara suddenly looked up, offering that same anxious smile.
“This is our classmate, Chara!” Flowey said, motioning towards them with her potted plant. “We share a couple of classes. They didn’t have anywhere to go for spring break so I thought it would be nice to bring them along to see Hometown.”
Chara offered a small wave. “Nice to meet everyone.”
“It’s always nice to have guests,” Toriel said, nodding towards them. “Plus, it’ll be nice to give Kris another human to talk to.”
Kris grinned and brushed their bangs out of their eyes. “I promise that I don’t bite.”
“Oh good, did someone finally train that out of them,” Dess teased, coming over and flicking the side of their head.
Kris glared at her, offering a middle finger. Which only made Dess cackle while also having the added side effect of making Toriel mortified.
“Who taught you that?” Toriel yelped.
Asgore whistled and rubbed at the back of his head, earning himself a glare from the matriarch.
All in all, the little back and forth seemed to put Chara at ease, getting them to step forward and look a little more confident in their own skin. 
Dess also came over and patted them on the back, leading them away from the bus. “I can take you on all the hiking trails around town. Also, there’s a beach nearby. And if you want to play shitty arcade games and waste your quarters then we can spend some time at ICE-e’s. Last I checked, I think they brought in a couple of fighting game cabinets. You know, if you want a rematch.
Flowey was about to join in but noticed that there was someone else in the crowd, standing at the very edge of it. She felt a little embarrassed that she hadn’t even noticed him until now. Though he was remarkably easy to overlook, lingering at the fringes like that.
Felix really hadn’t changed over the last two years, being much like the town. He was in his ICE-e’s uniform, rolling an unlit cigarette between his fingers. And he seemed just as tired as Flowey remembered him being with those dark bags hanging underneath his eyes.
He was looking at the entourage with hesitation, seeming a little uneasy. Not that Flowey could blame him. The last time they’d seen each other, Flowey certainly hadn’t been wearing clothes like this. Nor did she have tits nearly this amazing. 
Or even publicly been named Flowey for that matter.
Maybe, she should’ve told him before coming back to town. Yet again, she had a feeling that she should’ve felt guilty even if it was hard to do so.
“Oh shit, is that Pizzapants!” Dess called, pulling away from Chara and rushing over to him.
Felix stirred and flashed a tense smile, holding out his hand. “Welcome back to town, trouble. Place has been boring without you.”
Dess grinned and clasped her hand against his own, doing a very dudebro handshake which contained several different variations of a high five. “How ya been doing?”
“Oh, you know,” Felix said, stepping forward and getting closer to the group. “Still working at ICE-e’s, still hanging out with the peeps who are left in town, and still being an absolute lady’s man every day of the week.” He winked at that last one. “Living my best life.”
“You look good,” Flowey said.
Felix’s eyes widened by a degree that only Flowey could’ve possibly noticed. It was a little tell that she was intimately familiar with from their time together in High School. Not that she ever really knew what was going on in his head. 
It was something, that much was for certain. Yet, even she had no idea what it could be.
Why were monsters so difficult to read?
“Yeah, so do you, dude,” Felix said, rubbing at the back of his head. “Or uh… dudette? You… you’ve changed a lot since the last time I saw you.”
Flowey snickered. “Yeah, I uh… I go by Flowey now.”
“Pretty name,” Felix said, nodding to himself.
Dess grinned and draped an arm over his shoulders. “Felix, you have no idea how good it is to see you. You’re just the man I’m looking for. I was wondering if I could ask you a very important question?”
Felix’s cheeks warmed and Flowey pretended not to notice when his eyes darted over to Dess’ chest
“Over here,” Dess then added, stepping away from the group.
Flowey didn’t get a chance to hear what that question was going to be as Dess led him away from prying eyes. Likely to keep them out of Chief Asgore Dreemurr’s earshot.
“Weed?” Chara whispered.
Flowey nodded.
“Well how about we head to our place,” Toriel suggested, looking at the group before smiling at her child. “I doubt you want to stay on your feet and the weather is a little brisk this morning.”
Flowey smirked. “I’m fine, mom.”
Yet, there was little that someone could apparently hide from their mother, especially when it came to chronic pain. Toriel ignored the comment and instead started to head in the direction of her house.
Flowey winced as she tapped her cane against the pavement, taking a careful step in the same direction. It would seem that she knew Flowey better than she knew herself.
“Would you like me to drive you there?” Asgore asked. “I can grab my cruiser in a heartbeat.”
Flowey shook her head. “No, no, I can walk.” She sighed. “Trust me… please.”
Asgore looked worried but nodded regardless. He still lingered close by, however, as they started on the slow walk to their destination.
