Chapter Six
Felix’s pace started to slow as he approached QC’s. He still felt awkward about what happened at the beach. It wasn’t a particularly pleasant sensation to have to contend with as he dragged his feet along. 
Flowey had assured him that no one held that little blowup against him. Still, his freak out was still fresh in mind, playing out over and over again on repeat, like an episode of a particularly bad sitcom.
“So, what if you screamed at them,” he grumbled. “Friends do that sometimes. It’s…” He sighed. “Fuck me. Why can’t anything ever be easy?”
His steps started to grow even heavier, more sluggish and difficult in his efforts to put one foot in front of the other. Yet, little by little, he made his way over, standing just outside the restaurant with his hands shoved into his pockets.
He could see his friend group seated at one of the tables. They were chatting amongst themselves, having a pretty good time. Honestly, it felt wrong to step in there and potentially ruin something like that.
Only before he could flake and hurry away, Flowey looked to the side and noticed him. She beamed and waved, ushering for him to come inside. 
There was absolutely no chance that Felix was going to get away from this without it being totally awkward. He cringed as he waved back before heading through the door.
“You got this, you got this,” he whispered to himself, just loud enough to get a wary look from one of the pedestrians who was walking by.
As he entered the restaurant, a chorus of voices called to him.
“Felix!”
“Pizzapants.”
“What’s up, bro?”
“Hey.”
Felix strained his posture and walked over, sliding into the booth next to Papyrus and playfully bumping into him. “What’s up guys?”
“Nothing, nothing, just telling Paps about a bear we ran into on our hike yesterday,” Dess said, grinning at Chara. “And telling him how Chara freaked out at seeing a black bear.” She snickered. “A black bear!”
“City slicker,” Flowey teased, winking at them.
“I think that I was justified?” Chara grumbled, rolling their eyes. “A bear’s, a bear.”
“A black bear is like the cuddliest kind of bear,” Felix chided, shaking his head. “They’ll run away if you make a loud noise.”
“How was I supposed to know that?” Chara yelped. “I was born in the city. The scariest thing we saw was a dog off its leash.”
Papyrus chuckled. “It’s okay, I completely understand. Stray dogs are a skeleton’s worst nightmare.” He sighed, shaking his head. “They are always trying to steal one of my bones.”
Felix tuned them out and looked at Flowey, the two of them catching one another’s gaze. They silently nodded to each other, relaying some sort of subtle message which only they were privy to. 
Sure, yesterday’s conversation had gone well but this was having that exact same conversation with three more people. That meant there were now three times the potential reactions that Felix had to worry about.
And that was terrifying.
“Hey guys,” Flowey interjected. “I think Felix wants to say something.”
Everyone quieted up as they all collectively turned their attention towards Felix. 
He’d braced himself for this but it was still awkward to have four silent and waiting faces all looking at him. In an effort to still his racing heart, he drew in a breath and let it out slowly, trying to shore himself up.
“I…” Felix rubbed at his arm. “I wanted to…”
Someone next to him cleared her throat.
Felix yelped and nearly jumped out of his skin. As he looked over, he saw Catti tapping at a pad of paper, clearly ready to take his order. She lifted a brow and didn’t say anything, like usual. Not that she really had to.
Drinks… she wanted to know what he wanted to drink.
“A Lech please,” Felix said.
Catti jotted this down and walked away.
“Why a Lech?” Dess asked, sticking out her tongue in disgust.
Felix shrugged. “It’s a pretty good piss water.”
“Piss water?” Papyrus asked. “I had no idea you were into watersports, dear Felix.”
Felix paled.
“It means a cheap beer, Paps,” Chara teased.
Papyrus blinked. “Oh, that makes far more sense.”
“Anyways!” Felix blurted, getting them to focus on him again. “I… I wanted to apologize for how I acted at the beach. It wasn’t cool of me to just yell at you guys and storm off like that. And it was especially not cool of me to wait this long to explain myself and apologize.”
“It’s okay,” Dess said, reaching across the table and grabbing his hand. Her mere touch managed to reignite old memories of a relationship that was no longer there. It was nice, in a way, if also stirring a warmth that Felix sorely missed.
“Water under the bridge,” Papyrus added.
Chara shrugged. “Shit happens. None of us are perfect.”
Flowey merely nodded, gesturing for him to continue with his train of thought. Here came the hard part.
“I…” Felix sighed. “I’ve been dealing with some pretty nasty thoughts since you all came back to town. Thoughts about how little I’ve progressed in my life and whatnot.” He rubbed at his hands, looking at them because he couldn’t bear to look at his friends. “And I realized that those feelings were starting to affect how I was talking to all of you.”
No one responded, no one said anything. It felt awkward but he wasn’t about to let that get to him.
Before he could speak, however, Catti came back over and placed the bottle of beer upon the table. He must’ve been in a sorry state as she silently placed a hand upon his shoulder, patting it rather gently by her standards.
This managed to get Felix to look up, glancing between his various friends. All of them studied him with concern. He disliked receiving that sort of attention but he drew in a breath and forced his gaze towards Flowey. The way she looked at him, giving him a slight nod, that gave him the strength to continue and say what exactly he was thinking.
Felix sighed. “I think I might be trans.”
“Oh shit, dude,” Dess said, faking a gasp. “No way.”
Flowey glared at her and playfully punched her arm.
“Kidding, kidding,” Dess grumbled, rubbing at the spot where her smack had landed.
Papyrus reached around and thudded Felix on the back, offering a proud and boisterous smile. “That is fantastic news, dear! Do you have a new name or pronouns that you wish for us to use?”
Felix actually hadn’t thought that far ahead, feeling oddly lost in the face of that question. She looked at Flowey but her friend simply looked back at her and shrugged. This apparently was going to be something that she needed to figure out for herself.
“Well… I kind of like the name Felicity,” Felicity said, rubbing at her arm. “And I guess ‘she/her’ pronouns seem pretty cool. I’ll let you know if they aren’t.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you Felicity,” Chara chided, offering up their hand.
Felicity chuckled and took their hand within her own, giving it a shake. “Yeah, it’s uh… it’s pretty great to meet you too.” She sighed in relief, pressing her face into her hands. “You have no idea how good it feels to get that off of my chest.”
“Oh, trust me, I have some idea,” Flowey teased, winking at her.
Felicity looked up and chuckled, shaking her head. “Okay, yeah, that’s fair.”
“Still, I’m really happy that you said something,” Flowey said, reaching across the table and squeezing her friend’s hand. “I… I care about you and I want you to be happy.”
“And if you ever need a place to crash in the city, we have a couch,” Dess offered. “Or you know, if you need some girls to take you clothes shopping then we are totally willing to help you out.”
“I can put you in contact with my endo,” Chara suggested.
Papyrus grinned and thrust a thumb into his chest. “And I am always willing to provide excellent moral support.”
“It’s true, he’s very good at that,” Flowey said, wagging her finger at him.
Felicity sniffled as she wiped at her nose. Yet, she couldn’t help but smile. “Thanks guys, you… you have no idea how much it means to hear this kind of stuff from you.” She leaned back in her seat and took a nice big pull from her beer. “Fuck, I’m really glad that I got that off my chest.”
“Glad you figured it out too,” Flowey said.
Felicity nodded and winked at her. “Couldn’t have done it without you.”
