Chapter Two
Life had moved on and Felix simply hadn’t. There was no other way to really describe how things were going. 
He nursed his bottle of Lech, taking a cautious sip of the amber-coloured liquid and using it to justify silently looking around the table.
This was his friend group and it was nice to have them back. But having them around just reminded him about how they were all doing things with their lives and he was still working at ICE-e’s. While they were thriving, he was trying to sort out his impending disaster of a life.
Dess had grown into her body, bulking up and looking downright dangerous compared to the beanpole who used to play baseball with him. Her attire was punkish and the number of piercings which now dotted her complexion, only added to that. She was good looking, very good looking, and Felix couldn’t help but feel jealous about that.
Then there was Papyrus who… well he looked very similar in build but his attire was all different. Gone were the dorky t-shirts and jeans and in were the collared shirts and dress pants. The dude was wearing khakis… actual honest to the Angel KHAKIS! And this wasn’t for a funeral or anything! He just did it for fun now, like some sort of sicko.
Then there was this strange human… Chara. This newbie who seemed to just fit in, who Felix had only met yesterday. A part of him resented their presence but they just looked like they belonged, chatting and smiling as the others held a conversation without him. They were a similar build to Dess though shorter with crimson hair that was trimmed into a bob cut.
But all of that paled in comparison to Azzy.
No, no… she was going by Flowey these days. A whole Angel damned change of identity and Felix had only found out about it until yesterday. She looked beautiful, stunning, and ladylike to the extreme. It was strange to see his friend like this, barely even recognizing her anymore. 
Felix had never been attracted to Azzy but this Flowey person?
Well, Flowey was something special. She was large, like all boss monsters, filling out her side of the booth pretty well. Clearly whatever hormones or pills they gave her were doing something right, putting fat into all of those places that you liked to see it in a lady as she had amazing tits and a round body that Felix enjoyed looking at. Her face was also soft and her blonde hair long and silky, all well kept and accessorized with products that could only be bought in the sections of the store that Felix would never be caught dead shopping in.
Wish that was me…
Wait… what?
“Hey Felix, you got the goods?” Dess asked, flashing him a smile as she cocked off a finger gun in his direction.
This mercifully knocked him out of his thoughts, bringing him back to the current conversation. He took another sip of his beer but nodded along, patting his bulging hoodie pocket. “Should be more than enough to get you through the week.”
“You’re the best,” Dess said, winking at him.
“Are we talking about…” Papyrus purposefully looked left and then right, leaning forward in order to keep his voice low. “The devil’s lettuce?”
Chara snickered. “No way you’re calling it that.”
“I’ll have you know that I am an upstanding citizen,” Papyrus said, holding up a boney finger. “If I saw any of this marijuana in person, I would quickly dispose of it.”
“In a bong?” Flowey asked, grinning.
Papyrus nodded. “In a bong!”
“Wait, wait, wait…” Felix chuckled as he held out his hands. “Since when did Papyrus start smoking pot?”
“Couple months ago, at a house party,” Dess explained, tilting back her beer. “Dude got baked out of his fucking mind.”
“I could feel my skin,” Papyrus said, shuddering at memories. “It was not a particularly pleasant sensation. I can tell you that much.”
“You don’t have skin,” Felix said.
Papyrus grimaced. “Exactly.” He then perked up. “Thankfully, the next few sessions were far more pleasant.”
“Man, it sounds like I missed a lot,” Felix said. He had meant it as a joke, playful and lighthearted. But there was no hiding the hurt which was present in his voice. Something which made him wince, chuckling nervously as he saw that hurt reflected back at him from his friends. “But it’s no big deal.”
It didn’t seem that his attempt was very successful as he saw the concern of the others. He hated himself for getting those kinds of looks, despising being the centre of this unwanted attention. 
“Hey, we got a whole week to make new memories,” Flowey tried, reaching across the table and playfully punching his arm.
Felix grinned. Though he could feel the strain of doing so, knowing that it wasn’t even remotely sincere. “Exactly!”
They were interrupted as Catti came over, carrying a tray which held several different plates upon it. She rested it upon a stand and started to serve them their lunch: three burgers, one order of chicken fingers with honey dill sauce, and an order of biscuits with sausage gravy. The same old order from high school with the addition of an extra burger for Chara. It was nice to know that some things never changed.
“Thanks, Catti,” Dess said.
Her thanks were followed quickly by the others. 
Catti simply nodded to them before slipping away without so much as a word.
“Oh, how I missed these chicken fingers,” Papyrus said, dipping one of them in a honey dill sauce and biting into it. “The ones in the city are so much smaller.”
Dess winced. “Dude isn’t that scalding?”
“Can’t scald bones, December!” Papyrus chided, thudding his chest proudly.
“So, uh…” Felix grabbed a fry, pointing it at Flowey. “What’s the story behind the whole Flowey thing?”
Flowey took a big bite from her biscuits and gravy, perking up as she was asked the question. She placed her fork down and held up a finger, casually chewing her bite. Felix decided to enjoy his fries in the meantime, not having the greatest appetite.
“I guess this is a bit of a change, huh?” Flowey asked, sighing as she looked down at herself. “Sorry for not uh… for not telling you about it sooner.” She rested her cheek against her hand, blowing a puff of air out of the corner of her mouth. “I feel a little bad not keeping you in the loop but I only let my family in on it.” She sighed and then massaged her brow between her forefinger and thumb. “During my senior year, I started to realize that there was something wrong with my life. Like this mounting unease which I couldn’t really put my finger on. It was like there was this pressing wrongness in everything I did or was involved in. And it kind of bore down upon me whenever I looked at myself in the mirror. I don’t know if you know what that feels like.”
“I do,” Felix replied, nodding.
Dess was taken aback, stopping with her bite of salad. 
What? Had Felix said something wrong?
“Huh, didn’t realize that cis guys felt that kind of stuff too,” Flowey said, pondering this before shaking her head. “But Dess kind of helped me out with getting through some of that stuff, helping me realize that maybe that wrongness I felt was something that I could label and treat. She helped me get in contact with this chat board for other monsters who were born wrong.”
“In a different body, sweetie,” Dess teased, bonking her on the shoulder with her head. “You’re not born wrong.”
Flowey nodded, sighing at that. “Fair, fair.” She looked at Felix, shrugging. “And I started realizing that I’d be happier if there was a way that I could somehow just turn myself into a girl.” She chuckled, rubbing at her chin. “When I realized that I couldn’t just magically do that… I booked an appointment at a local clinic. A couple appointments later, I’m getting some pills. And then well…” She motioned to herself. “I think that I’m doing pretty good for myself after six months.”
“I’d say you’re doing more than pretty good,” Felix agreed, grinning at her. “You’re really hot actually.” He paused and pondered what he’d just said, anxiously looking around the table. As he saw the others look at him, he blushed bright red. “I uh… I mean if that isn’t weird for me to say.”
Dess gasped. “Are you thinking about going after my lady?”
“No, no, no!” Felix yelped, frantically waving his hands.
“I’m kidding, Pizzapants,” Dess teased, shaking her head. “We’re not a thing.”
“Yes, you absolutely are,” Chara said, rolling their eyes. “Just because you refuse to put a label on it doesn’t mean that you two aren’t a thing.”
“I agree with Chara,” Papyrus chided, munching on a chicken finger.
Chara then looked at Felix. “By the way, I was wondering if I could possibly ask you a question.”
“Shoot,” Felix replied, perking up.
“Where exactly does the name Pizzapants come from?” Chara asked, eating one of their fries.
Felix sighed, shaking his head with a practiced sadness. “It’s a sad and tragic tale, I’m afraid.” He clapped the back of his hand against his forehead. “Back during the tenth grade, I was going on a date with December here.”
Dess scoffed and rolled her eyes.
“And I took her to ICE-e’s,” Felix said.
“The classier of the two restaurants in town,” Papyrus added, nodding assuredly.
Dess stole a fry from Papyrus’ plate and munched on it, grinning and waiting for Felix to go on with his story.
“And naturally, I uh…” Felix rubbed at the back of his head. “Well, I ordered us an absolutely delicious pepperoni pizza since I’m a gentleman and believe in getting a girl the finest dish on the menu. We then go and play a couple arcade games while we’re waiting for it.”
“I am trying to convince him to try some of my dad’s bourbon which I snuck in,” Dess said, winking at him.
Flowey scoffed. “Why am I not surprised?”
“Hey, I tried it!” Felix yelped, huffing. “It’s not my fault that my unrefined teenage palate couldn’t truly appreciate the different burning sensations taking place on my tongue.” He shook his head and took another sip of his beer. “Anyways! Anyways, the pizza comes out and we’re chatting while we’re eating it. Things are going pretty well until we get to the last slice.”
Dess grinned while both Flowey and Papyrus snickered. Chara looked confused but they waited to see where exactly this story was going.
“And I bite into the slice and…” Felix sighed. “Now I need you to understand that they make a really greasy pizza at ICE-e’s. We’re talking barely legal with enough trans fats to stop your heart in a second if you’re not prepared. So, as I’m pulling back, the cheese comes with it and falls right onto my lap with a whole shit ton of grease and marinara.”
“Fuck!” Chara yelped, groaning at the second-hand embarrassment. Felix was used to it, simply grinning at them. “That’s so bad.”
Felix chuckled. “Yeah, it was pretty gruesome.” He then sighed. “Stained my khakis so bad that I had to throw them away when I got home.”
“We called him Pizzapants ever since,” Dess chided, grinning.
“Because you’re awful,” Flowey added, shaking her head but unable to hide her smile. “Truly awful.”
Dess gasped. “Et tu? Last I checked, you went along with it.”
“Yes, because I am also absolutely awful, dear,” Flowey said, sticking out her tongue at her.
Flowey helped herself to another bite of her biscuits, washing it down with the cup of soda she’d been nursing. Though she then placed the fork and knife aside and reached into her purse, pulling out a small white container which she placed upon the table.
Felix watched, intrigued with what exactly was about to unfold.
As he sat there, he really started to take in how pretty Flowey looked. Dess was a lucky girl for getting to date someone so hot. Not that Felix was being weird about it or anything. He was merely… he… he was appreciating it for beauty’s sake. Yeah! That was it.
But there was something else there, something about her energy and the way she smiled. It was nice to see his friend smile like that. Back in high school, even the high moments felt pretty tapered, less genuine than this.
He knew that Flowey had that whole low-energy thing going on but even her low energy just felt healthier to be around.
Felix wished that he could feel happy like that. Sadly, he wasn’t trans. So, he couldn’t really do anything about those weird nagging voices which haunted him.
“What are those?” he suddenly asked, wishing to move away from those self-doubting voices in his brain.
Flowey perked up and popped open one of the compartments. “My meds.”
“Hormones?” Felix asked.
“Hormones and some painkillers,” Flowey said, glancing at Dess. “Dess makes me put them into a calendar so I don’t take too many.”
“Gotta keep that liver healthy,” Dess teased, immediately making her own a little less healthy with a generous sip of beer.
Flowey bumped into her. “Maybe you should keep your lungs healthy.”
“My lungs are super healthy,” Dess said, grinning. “It’ll definitely take a couple more years before smoking catches up with me.”
Flowey scoffed and tapped out the pills in that compartment onto the table. In total, there were seven of them: four small and blue, two round and yellowish-white, and the last being long and pure white in colour. 
“Estrogen,” Flowey explained as she carefully picked up one of those blue pills. “Testosterone blockers,” she added with the round ones. “And a pain med,” she finished as she showed off the singular pure white pill.
She then shoved all seven of them into her mouth and chased them with a big sip of soda, managing to down the whole pharmacy’s worth with relative ease.
“So, are we heading to the beach tomorrow?” Dess asked.
Chara nodded. “I’m game.”
“Same,” Papyrus said.
Dess then looked at Felix.
Felix honestly hadn’t even considered it. How long had it been since he’d last gone swimming? Though he supposed that the weather was pretty good and it would be nice to get away from things for a bit.
So, he shrugged. “I mean, I got tomorrow off. I don’t see why I can’t.”
