Epilogue
Felicity still wasn’t used to taking the bus. It was odd to be on a vehicle that she didn’t physically control. Everything about this city felt odd to her. The strange faces who looked at her with complete disinterest, the smell of far too many monsters living next to one another, and the way that everything just moved so very fast with nothing seeming to settle down for even a few days.
It was nice in a way. It gave her space to make mistakes and improve. No one would remember a social faux pas and no one was going to give her shit for it either.
As she caught her reflection in the bus window, she was taken aback with how much she had changed as well. Two years had done a lot to reshape her into a brand-new person, completely getting rid of that social dunce from Hometown.
She no longer seemed tired, no longer looked like she disliked life. Her hair was long and eyes bright. And her body didn’t look like she was on starvation rations anymore, having weight in all of the right places. There were honest to the Angel tits on her chest now.
Real tits!
It was fantastic!
She flashed that girl in the window a smile and instead looked back at her phone.
The one con of the bus was that she couldn’t seem to gauge how long it was going to take. It was either ten minutes late or thirty minutes early. There was no happy middle ground between these two terrible options.
Thankfully, this seemed to be one of those early buses, meaning that she wasn’t going to be holding up Flowey and Dess.
The bus turned a corner and Felicity perked up, recognizing the urban environment outside. She reached up and pulled the drawstring above her head. A bell then chimed, indicating that they were going to be stopping at the next stop. And a moment later, the bus started to slow, coming to a halt.
Felicity got up and went for the backdoor, pressing upon it a couple of times. It was always tricky in this city, wondering if the driver had activated the feature or if she would have to scream ‘back door’ at the top of her lungs.
Thankfully, it seemed that the driver had been paying attention as the door willingly opened and she stepped off. 
This area of the city was far more developed than her sleepy little neighbourhood near the university. There were skyscrapers and bars and trendy clubs. The air was heavy with the smell of cars and the sound of them driving along one of the major arteries which kept this city going.
“Felicity!” someone called.
Felicity snapped to the side and saw that it was Flowey, tapping her cane against the ground as she walked over. Once she drew near, she threw open her arms, pulling Felicity into a hug which she was only too happy to return.
Just like HRT had given her life, the extra two years had also been kind to Flowey. She was bright and smiling, far more feminine than she had been when she helped shatter Felicity’s egg.
Her current attire was a pair of jeans and a button-up plaid shirt, looking oddly butch by her standards. But Felicity thought that it worked for her, especially with that guitar case slung from her shoulders. It kind of made her look like a country star.
“Hey Flowey,” Felicity called, patting her on the back. “Thanks for inviting me out to this thing.”
“Of course!” Flowey beamed, peeling away from her.
Felicity also noticed that Dess was nearby. 
She had grown up a little more since that moment too. And just like the other two, she seemed healthier. Probably due to having kicked her nicotine addiction with the relentless needling of Noelle. Her attire was still pretty punkish with a matching guitar case slung from her shoulder.
“You look good,” Dess teased, winking at her. “How’s university been treating you?”
“It’s been kicking my fucking ass,” Felicity groaned.
Flowey chuckled. “Yeah, been there, done that. It fucking sucks, dude.” She nodded over her shoulder and started to walk to their final destination, moving pretty quickly for someone with a cane. “Hope you’re adjusting to the classwork okay.”
“I wish that I didn’t take a few years off, I feel rusty,” Felicity quipped.
Flowey scoffed. “Trust me, you would’ve felt just as rusty if you would’ve gone there straight from high school.” She glanced over her shoulder. “How are your hormones treating you?”
Felicity chuckled. “Well, I mean, look at me.” She gestured to her body. “I’d say that they’re working out pretty good for me.”
“I’d agree,” Dess teased, winking at her. “You look pretty fucking hot.”
“I feel pretty fucking hot,” Felicity chided. She paused midstride, rubbing at her arm. It felt like she should say something but she wasn’t quite sure what.
“Felicity?” Flowey asked, pausing to look at her. “Everything okay?”
“I just wanted to thank you…” Felicity started.
Dess lifted a brow. “I mean we weren’t about to not let our friends see our new band.”
“Not that,” Felicity said, lifting a hand to justify her silence. It took a few seconds to collect herself. “I just wanted to thank you for helping me figure out who I was supposed to be.”
Dess didn’t say anything, clearly knowing where her field of expertise lay.
Flowey simply nodded as she came over, placing a hand upon her shoulders. “Of course, Felicity. I’m just happy that you’re happy.” She then leaned forwards and gave her a little kiss on the forehead. “That’s all I ever wanted for you.”
Felicity blushed. “Thanks, Flowey.”
“I’m going to leave you lovebirds to it,” Dess teased, stepping away and flicking her hand through the air. “I’m going to see if I can score us a couple of complimentary drinks before the show.”
