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Octavia's been acting odd lately: Spacing out, running off for strange meetings, and more.
What's she hiding from her friends?
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“...And I was like, Oatmeal? Are you crazy?” Beauty Brass concluded before bursting out into loud, enthusiastic laughter. Frederick politely laughed, while Harpo only shook his head. As the laughter died out, the three noticed the last member of the group, a grey skinned girl with long, black hair, staring at the clock.
“Octavia? You alright?” Brass asked.
“What? Oh yes, fine.” the other girl absentmindedly responded.
“...Was it funny?”
“Hilarious.”
“What was the punchline, then?” Brass continued as she raised her eyebrow.
“Something about hot sauce.”
Harpo shook his head.
“You didn’t listen to a word I said,” Brass frowned.
“I’m sorry, I was miles away.”
“You seem to be spacing out more and more lately, is something wrong?” Frederick asked.
“No, no, everything’s…What time is it?”
“About Four, why?”
“I have to…” Octavia paused, “Got to go, bye.”
Octavia got up, grabbed her cello case and ran off. Her three friends watched as she turned a corner.
“She’s been acting odd lately, hasn’t she?”
Harpo and Brass nodded in agreement.
“Perhaps she has a boyfriend?” Frederick continued on, “...No, that’s not very likely, is it?”
“Just because she won’t date you doesn’t mean she can’t find someone else,” Brass countered. Harpo nodded in agreement.
“...Touche.”
“She hasn’t mentioned anything to you, did she?” Brass looked at Harpo. The silent teen shook his head.
“Yeah, she hasn’t told me anything either.”
“I’m sure she’ll tell us when she’s ready,” Frederick stated.
Brass shrugged. “Maybe.”
Harpo coughed, catching the attention of the other two: the silent teen held up a backpack.
“Ah, Octavia must have forgotten it,” Brass took out her cellphone and quickly dialed a number, “Pick up, pick u...”
She trailed off as one of the pockets in Octavia’s bag began to vibrate.
“...Or we can just go and look for her and give it back.”
“Do you even know where she went?”
“We can ask. Maybe we can see what she’s hiding.”
“That’s rude is…” Frederick trailed off as Brass grabbed her own bag and ran out the door, “..n’t it?”
He sighed as he got up, “Best we go after her.”
Harpo frowned and gave Frederick a knowing look.
“If Octavia is trying to keep things secret, do you really want Beauty to be the first to know?”
Harpo frowned.
“...Yes, I admit that I want to know too. Don’t pretend that you’re not interested either.”
Harpo shrugged.
“Anyway, we better get going.”
---
Brass paused and listened for the sound of footsteps.
“Hm. I could have sw…”
“Beauty! Wait up!”
She looked behind her as Frederick and Harpo came to a halt. Frederick gasped for air, as Harpo rolled his eyes.
“I knew you couldn’t help it.”
“We agreed that you would probably make things worse if you found out first.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Harpo scoffed and crossed his arms.
“...That was one time,” Brass grumbled.
“One time is sometimes one time too many,” Frederick added.
“...Whatever.”
“Did you see where she went?” Frederick continued on as Harpo rolled his eyes.
“No.”
“So should we ask someone or…” Frederick trailed off.
“I haven’t really sea…” Beauty trailed off, “Hey, look there’s Soarin.”
“Wait, don’t-”
“HEY SOARIN!” Beauty called out as she ran to the soccer player. Frederick rubbed his temples while Harpo shook his head.
The blue-skinned teen glanced over as the musician ran towards him. She skidded to a stop in front of him, gasping for breath.
“Hey um...Beauty, right?” the soccer player chuckled, “Can I help you with something?”
“You haven’t happened to seen my friend Octavia, have you?”
“The grey one? Yeah, I saw her go that way,” Soarin jabbed a thumb behind him, “I think she was heading towards the gym.”
“Thanks!”
“Hey, if you see Rainbow Dash, let her know practice is canceled,” the soccer player ran a hand through his hair, “Sprinklers broke so the place is flooded.”
“We’ll let her know if we see her.”
Soarin walked off, muttering, “Guess I should call Minnie and let her know I’m freed up…”
Before Beauty could take off again, Harpo and Frederick grabbed her arms.
“What are you doing? Let go.”
“Has it occurred to you that we need to be quiet?” Frederick hissed, “If you’re going to spy on someone, you need to do it quietly.”
Harpo glared at the Frederick. He rolled his eyes, “Yes, I know I’m not one to talk,”
“....why bother?”
“Too much noise and she’ll hide.”
“Not if we get there before she can,”
“Can we actually listen to me for once?” Frederick grumbled.
“Harpo, who’s got a better idea?” Beauty looked at their silent companion.
“Oh, now you want his opinion.”
Harpo paused for a moment, thinking his options over. He shook his head and patted Frederick on the shoulder.
“Of course you’d take his side,” Beauty grumbled.
“Good, now let’s go.”
The two of them let go of Beauty, who dusted off her shoulders. The three began to silently move towards the gym.
“You think she’s going to be inside or behind it?” Beauty asked.
“Behind would be more safe, I think,” Frederick responded.
“Hi Beauty!”
The three turned to see an excited pink haired girl run up and embrace the three.
“Hi Pinkie,” Beauty wheezed.
“What are you all doing here, are you looking for Rainbow too?”
“What?”
“Pinkie, put them down.”
Pinkie released the three, as Sunset, Fluttershy and Applejack caught up to her.
“Dammit Pinkie, we told ya not ta go runnin’ off by yerself,” Applejack grumbled.
“What are you talking about?” Frederick asked.
“Dashie ran off saying she was late for a meeting, but she forgot her guitar,” Pinkie responded, “We had practice today.”
“And she’s supposed to be here?”
“Well that’s what Spitfire said,” Sunset responded, “We ran into her.”
“Are you looking for her too?” Pinkie cut in.
“No, we were looking for Octa…” Frederick trailed off, “Wait, does that mean they’re both here?”
Harpo shrugged.
“You don’t think…” Frederick trailed off, “Did Rainbow Dash say who she was meeting with?”
“Nope,” Applejack paused, “Who’re you lookin’ for?”
“Octavia ran off saying she had to meet with someone,” Beauty responded, “Soarin said he saw her go this way.”
“...Mighty suspicious,” Applejack frowned, “Y’think they’re meetin’ up with th’ same fella?”
Harpo and Sunset exchanged knowing glances.
“...Wait, where’d Pinkie and Beauty go?”
“Oh no.”
The group quickly and silently made their way to the gym. Frederick pulled on of the doors: locked.
“Well they’re not in there,”
“Around the back,” Sunset motioned.
The group crept around to the back: the backs of Pinkie and Beauty clearly in view, as they peeked around the corner.
“What’s wrong?” Frederick whispered.
The two girls spun around, eyes wide open in surprised. The others pushed their way past and peeked around the corner:
Octavia and Rainbow Dash sat on an old, discarded desk, locked in a passionate kiss. Their friends quickly  ducked back behind the corner, surprised at what they had seen.
“...Well...that was unexpected,” Frederick muttered. Several others nodded in agreement.
“Maybe we should...just...you, know, leave them be.”
Frederick and Fluttershy’s response was cut short as they heard Rainbow Dash speak.
“Something bothering you, Tavi?”
“What?”
“You got that look. You know you make this face when you’re upset.”
“It’s...It’s nothing,”
“C’mon you can tell me.”
“I think my friends are starting to get suspicious,”
“About us?”
“That I’m in a relationship in general. Frederick might not believe it, but the others might. Especially Harpo.”
“...Yeah, I mean, other than Rarity, the others don’t know.”
“She told Rarity,” Pinkie huffed.
The two lovebirds fell silent.
“So what do you want to do about it?” they heard Rainbow ask.
“...I want to tell them, but at the same time….I’m not sure if they’ll accept it.”
“OF COURSE WE WILL!”
Rainbow and Octavia jumped at the outburst and whirled around. Beauty stood at the corner of the gym, quickly followed by Pinkie and the others.
“You really think we’d be upset?” Beauty huffed.
“I’m more annoyed that you told Rarity before th’ rest o’ us,” Applejack grumbled.
“You followed us?”
“Well, you forgot your bag. And your phone,” Beauty added.
“Forgot your guitar,” Sunset held up the guitar case.
“....”
The two hopped off the table and approached their friends.
“So...we cool?” Dash asked.
“Of course.”
“Oh, and Soarin said practice was canceled,” Beauty added, “...You guys really been sneaking around back here? It’s...not really romantic.”
“It’s the only place we can really get some privacy,” Octavia sighed.
“Well, the only place we could,” Dash grumbled, “You guys mind?”
“At least go someplace nicer,” Frederick shook his head. Harpo and Fluttershy nodded in agreement.
“Well...Alright then, see you guys later.”
Dash and Octavia grabbed their bags and walked off. As they left their friends behind, both of them smiled.
“Told ya it would work,” Dash grinned.
“I know,” Octavia chuckled.
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