Chapter Three
There were two beaches near Hometown. 
The first was far more popular with the vast majority of the town going there whenever they wanted a day away from the hustle and bustle of small-town living. The other was further, by a pretty decent margin, but that also made it more secluded and accessible for people who might not want to deal with the requirements of the more family friendly venue.
Felix hadn’t expected them to go to the second beach. They had never really gone there in high school. Yet, as they drove out, the mounting realization had started to set in. The knowledge that they were not heading in the direction of the first beach. 
Instead, they were heading for the second. The kind of place where clothing was going to be completely optional.
That wasn’t a big deal… right?
That’s what he repeatedly told himself until they finally arrived.  But now it was too late to say anything as they were there and unpacked with towels, coolers, and umbrellas all set up for the long haul.
He tried to play it cool as he watched Dess strip off her shirt, revealing her naked breasts to everyone in the group. She still wore her bikini bottom but it took all of Felix’s inner strength not to gawk at her.
Even worse, she was joined by the others as Chara now laid out upon their towel completely naked while Flowey had stripped off her attire, being as free as the day she’d been born. Even Papyrus was completely devoid of clothing; not that he really needed it as there was nothing but his pelvis down there, devoid of any sort of fleshy organs.
Honestly, he kind of looked like a living Halloween decoration.
Which left Felix in the awkward position of being the only person still wearing clothes. Should he strip? It felt like he should strip? But he wasn’t comfortable stripping down to anything less than the swim trunks and t-shirt that he always wore to the beach.
In the end, he decided that his friends probably wouldn’t want him to feel uncomfortable. So, he just sat awkwardly on his towel, fiddling with the fabric of his attire
Dess sat down next to him and reached into her bag, pulling out a plastic container that held a few pre-rolled joints inside of it. She shook it and watched them bounce around before popping open the lid and grabbing one of them. It seemed to pass muster as she placed it between her lips and ignited the tip. As it smouldered, she inhaled, sighing fondly as she did so.
Once she’d exhaled, she then offered it to Felix who popped it between his lips and also took a drag. The warmth was nice, helping to settle those mounting nerves which seemed to be making a home within his stomach. He was not fond of this sensation, no not in the slightest.
Was it smart to smoke while anxious? He supposed that he was going to find out.
He then offered it to Flowey who was walking by. Though as he did so, he couldn’t help but look her over. He was struck with how good she really looked. As much as he hated to admit it, he was gawking, feeling like a creep doing so. But it was incredible to really take in what six months could do to a girl.
Sure, he’d already known as much when seeing her at QCs but to witness her in the buff was even more intense. She’d always been a heavy and well-built monster. But now that weight was in places that it had never been in before. It felt rude to stare but Felix was still only mortal, taking in the way her chest and backside were that much heavier than the last time they’d seen each other.
He wasn’t even aware that hormones could do something like that. It felt like magic, like some sort of spell had literally transformed her before his eyes.
“Everything okay, Felix?” Flowey asked, tilting her head to the side. She looked down at him, clearly picking up on where his gaze lingered.
Shit, you’re staring, bro…
Felix quickly nodded. “Yeah, yeah, sorry, just…” He shrugged. “Guess I’m kinda a little more tired from work than I realized.”
“Don’t blame you,” Dess said, laying back on the towel and resting her hands behind her head. “How late do they keep you there?”
“Until like ten,” Felix replied.
Chara whistled. “Sounds miserable.”
“Don’t they keep you until midnight at your job?” Papyrus asked.
“Yeah, and I know how ass every hour feels after the dinner rush,” Chara said, shaking their head. “You have my sympathies.”
Felix yet again found himself gawking at Flowey, being just a smidge more subtle in taking her in this time around. He really did try his best not to stare and he thought that he was doing a pretty okay job of that. Yet again, he found himself wishing that he could be like her.
He wished that he could also be a girl. Even though he knew that a dude probably shouldn’t be thinking about things like that.
Maybe it was a weird fetish thing? Yeah, it’s probably just a weird fetish thing and he was likely just being a massive fucking creep.
Fucking hell, what’s wrong with you, dude?
He wanted to punch himself.
His mind felt like it was boiling, his brain growing hotter and hotter as he started to subliminally lash out at his grey matter. It was hard to think straight and the weed certainly wasn’t helping with that. It turned out that maybe mingling substances and his own anxieties hadn’t been the brightest idea.
Why did seeing Flowey bring up these thoughts in him?
“Felix?” Flowey asked.
Felix stirred yet again, snapping back to the moment. “Huh?”
“Are you okay, dude?” Flowey then asked, shaking her head. There was concern in her eyes, a great deal of it, in fact. “I asked you a question and you just zoned out there.”
Felix ran a hand through his hair, chuckling. He hoped it sounded convincing enough. Though he had a feeling that it wasn’t going to. “Yeah, yeah, sorry, I just… I’m really tired. Can you please repeat what it was?”
“I asked if you’ve been playing anything good lately?” Flowey apparently repeated, that edge of worry still lingering in her voice. “Or are you not much of a gamer these days?”
“Of course I’m a gamer,” Felix chided, thumping the triforce on his shirt. “Recently been getting into Monster Celeste. It’s this fun little platformer game. Have you heard of it?”
Dess smirked. “Yeah, Flowey knows a thing or two about it.”
Chara snickered.
Flowey nodded. “I’ve been playing that and a little bit of Human Hunter: Wilds.”
And what exactly did they find so funny? Were they laughing at him?
Felix drew in a breath. No, no, that wasn’t happening. They were just trying to be friendly. They weren’t aware of the fact that Felix’s brain was currently fixating on things that it really shouldn’t be fixating on, lingering on things that it really shouldn’t be lingering on.
None of them knew the inner war that was currently being fought across his grey matter as he was having a very real existential crisis at the sight of his best friend. How could any of them possibly know what that felt like; to be a dude who wanted to be a girl but wasn’t even a little bit trans.
“Dude, do you remember Lee’s party?” Dess asked.
Flowey scoffed. “The one where a guy barfed while doing a keg stand?”
“I don’t understand why so many people are so bad at holding their liquor,” Papyrus said, sitting up tall and proud. “If only they could do a keg stand like me?”
“Paps, it just…” Chara shook their head. “It just leaks out from between your ribs.” They then added, like an afterthought. “Now that I think about it. Are you even capable of getting drunk?”
“Why don’t we find out?” Papyrus said, grabbing a wine cooler out a plastic ice chest and twisting off the cap. He then tilted it back and Felix watched as it simply drizzled out of the gap in his bones, leaking the red fruit punch colour onto the sand beneath him. “It would appear not.”
Dess snickered. “Fuck, that looks so freaky.”
Papyrus simply grinned at her, taking another leaky sip.
Flowey briefly glanced at Felix and paused for a moment, making eye contact with him. Could she sense that something was amiss?
For a moment, it felt like a lifeline, like maybe there was someone who actually understood this weird inferno in his brain. Someone who might be able to help him by offering some sort of stability in this ceaseless storm.
Yet, she simply moved on, looking back to the group instead. She left Felix behind with this terrible sensation, just like they’d all left him behind in this town. Sure, they were here now but they would be gone again and Felix would be left to pick up the pieces and try and keep on living.
What if you’re trans?
Felix pondered it but shook his head. He would’ve known if that were the case. Weren’t kids supposed to know this from birth or whatever? Transitioning was a thing that you thought of as you reached puberty. Not a thing that you got around to doing at this point in your life.
“Hey Felix,” Dess called.
Felix stirred and once more returned to the moment. Yet again, his little self-loathing trip had seemed to garner the collective attention of everyone there. She… he… HE hated that everyone just looked at him with pity. 
Why should they pity him? He was the only one with a full-time and stable job! He was a junior manager at a successful business! That meant something!
“Huh?” he whispered.
Dess gestured toward him with the smoldering joint. “Do you want another puff?”
Felix shook his head and forced a smile, chuckling a bit more harshly than he intended. The notes sounded needlessly sharp, haggard, and not even close to anything approaching natural. Yet again, it earned him even more of that terrible unwanted attention. “Nah, I think that I might pass.”
“Alright,” Dess said, lifting a brow. 
She instead handed it over to Flowey, allowing her to take another little puff before passing it along the line.
And yet again, Felix found himself looking at Flowey, taking in how carefree and happy she seemed. The envy he felt had turned thoroughly green and nasty, making him resent her for actually getting to live her best life. 
Why couldn’t Felix have transitioned? Why couldn’t he fix himself like that? Why did he have to be a boy?
He balled his hands tight, clenching at his swimsuit and digging his nails into the fabric.
Fuck, his brain certainly wasn’t doing himself any favours.
Was he breathing quickly, it certainly felt like he was breathing quickly. His chest heaved and pulse quickened to a truly alarming degree. This was a terrible time to have a bad interaction with weed, to stumble upon that rare strain which brought about nothing but panic attacks and misery.
Except that made no sense. He’d smoked this batch for weeks and this was the first time that something like this had happened. No, there had to be something else which caused this.
Once more, Felix looked at Flowey. And once more, he was struck by how badly he wished that he was someone like her.
“Felix?” Flowey asked, looking at him. Their eyes met and Felix got lost in them, seeing those soft colours just brimming with life. Those eyes were so nice and yet they didn’t seem to notice that anything was amiss, not picking up on how much Felix was cracking under the pressure of merely existing in this context.
Explain yourself…
But Felix didn’t do that.
“Fuck this!” he roared, bouncing to his feet.
“Whoa dude,” Dess called, peddling back as his sudden rise caused sand to fly up with him, spraying outwards.
Papyrus and Chara just gawked, watching as he started to walk away.
“Felix,” Flowey called, getting up and grabbing her cane. She tried to catch up but Felix didn’t give her the chance. “What’s wrong?”
“What’s wrong?” Felix growled, wheeling around in order to face her. He thrust out his hand, pointing right at her and bringing her to an immediate halt. “It’s the fact that you’ve all moved on with your lives and left me behind. It’s the fact that I feel like a freaking stranger in my own friend group. It’s the fact that you didn’t even tell me about your transition even though we used to be best friends.” He snapped his hand back and instead cradled his brow between two fingers, hating that he felt wetness as he rubbed at his eyes. “And it’s the fact that…”
That what?
That he wished that he was a girl?
“Fuck this,” Felix finally snapped, throwing up his hand. He turned around and stormed off for good.
It wasn’t long before the beach was behind him. And in the comfort of his new isolation, he started to cry, sobbing like an actual child. 
It felt silly, very silly. Why the fuck was he crying over something as stupid as not being a girl? What kind of guy did that?
All he knew was that he didn’t stop crying until he finally managed to flag down a car heading back into town.
