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A very fluff filled story about Octavia and Midnight Harmony. Yes, a rare appearance of and OctaviaXOC. Also, even though this is one of my first fanfics, be as harsh on the critisism as you want, I've already had this posted on fanfic (dot) net and have made some major edits from that so it would be a bit smoother and what not.
Art: I cannot, for the death of me, remember who made the art, but I take no credit for it, if anyone knows the original artist please leave a comment.
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	A/N: Welcome to my first fanfic on fimfiction. Okay, that’s enough of me talking. On to the story! MARCATO, AWAY!
An Octave Above The Rest
I, a dark blue stallion with an even darker blue mane with a cutie mark of a trombone and percussion mallets forming an X shape, was walking down the streets of Canterlot. I had just come from the auditions for the Grand Canterlot Symphony Orchestra. I was using my magic to carry my percussion mallets and trombone. It had gone very well. While all others trombonists played by using magic to control the slide, I chose the traditional method of hooves. Needless to say, the conductor was not happy with my preference.
Throughout Equestria, Musicians were typically unicorns and they all used magic to play. If you were a pegasus or earth pony, you were ridiculed and shunned because, well, I didn’t really know. Maybe because it was a lot harder to play like that, and unicorns felt they were better than them, but I digress.
So I decided to play this way because of the fact that it was harder to play like that, and the conductor is one of those that don’t like pegasus or earth pony musicians. Though the conductor didn’t like me already, he was impressed by my playing.
The final pony to audition was, in my opinion, one of the most beautiful mares I had ever seen. She was a grey earth pony with a black mane and tail. On her back she carried her cello, which was much bigger than her.
She set down the case and set up. The conductor looked at her and said in a bored tone, “Okay, miss Octavia Tempo, you may begin.” ‘Okay,’ I thought, ‘this guy is really getting on my nerves now.’
Octavia ignored him and began to play. The sound of the bow on strings filled the auditorium. She put emotion into her playing, and she looked completely at peace while playing. Her eyes were closed, and she had a peaceful smile on her face.
When she finished, all other musicians that had stayed like I had, were stunned into silence, creating a letting the sound resonate of the stage and into the chairs, until a bored voice broke the silence. “That was very good, Miss Tempo. I will see you next week for the next part of the auditions.” Boy, at this time now, I wanted to smack the guy, mistreating her like that, and by the looks on some others around me, wanted the same thing.
Now, I am walking home from the audition, thinking about the grey earth mare that had, ultimately, stolen my heart with her appearance and musical skill.
Lost in thought, I didn’t notice the big cello case in front of me, and I ran right into Octavia. “Oh, I’m sorry. I wasn’t wat-” I was cut off when I saw who it was I just knocked down. “Oh, Miss Tempo, I’m very sorry for that,” I offered her my hoof which she accepted, “I was lost in my thoughts and wasn’t paying attention.”
“Oh, it’s okay...” she left off the as if asking a question.
“My name is Midnight Harmony, and might I say, that was the best cello playing I’ve ever heard.” Her face took the shade of a Hearts and Hooves day card.
“Oh, thank you, Mr. Harmony.”
“Please, call me Midnight, Miss Tempo.”
"Then you call me Octavia,” she said with a sly smile. We took one look at each other and burst out laughing.
“Well, Octavia, would you like to go to dinner tonight to get to know each other a bit more?” She nodded.
“Just let me go put away my cello and freshen up okay?” She began walking into the same hotel that I was staying at, what a coincidence.
I walked up next to her and used my magic to pick up her cello from her back and carry it for her. “Oh, Midnight? Why are you here shouldn’t you be going to put your stuff away?” She tilted her head and stared at me, and just like that my heart melted.
“I am, Octavia. This is, coincidentally, the same hotel I’m staying at, yeah, it’s a shock to me too.”
“Oh, well, thank you for offering to take my cello, but I can take it myself, you already have your trombone and mallets, I don’t want you to think I can’t handle it myself,” she said.
I smiled at her, “Now, would I be a gentlecolt to not even offer? I think not.” She giggled and we walked up the stairs. She began to lag behind, so I confronted her, “Okay Octavia, I know you have pride in carrying your cello, but please let me carry it for you.”
She sighed, defeated, “Okay Midnight, I’ll let you carry it.” Then she gave me a serious face and said, “If you drop it once, then I will give you a punishment. worse than what Nightmare Moon got.”
My ears flattened and my eyes widened in fear. She then burst out laughing, which calmed me down quite a bit, and took off her cello. I picked it up with my magic and we ascended the stairs again.
We reached my level, and the weird thing is it was her floor as well. “Well, I guess I’m walking you to your room.” She giggled and began walking down the hall. We reached her room and she opened the door, I levitated her cello inside, and she closed the door.
I made my way down the hall to my room and went into the shower.
When I finished I brought my trombone to me and went to go see if Octavia was ready, which she was.
When she opened the door, my mouth dropped. Her hair was combed and she was wearing a black dress which complemented her mane perfectly. “Um, you l-look b-b-beautiful.”
Again, her face lit up bright red, “Oh, thank you Midnight. So where are we going that requires you to bring your instrument?”
“Oh, I have a gig tonight, and I just happened to ask you to dinner so I have a surprise for you I guess.” She shrugged and we left to the restaurant, The Gilded Trumpet.
“Oh, isn’t this a ja-” She cut off when she saw me putting on a fedora. “I see, so you have a jazz gig?” I just nodded, “Okay, I didn’t expect you to play that, seeing as you play classical.”
“Well, I’m just an interesting pony I guess.” She giggled and I got up on stage. “Welcome back to the Gilded Trumpet. It’s me Midnight Harmony back with my friends to play for you.” There was a collective cheer, not too big, not too small. “First piece we have for you is called Cantaloupe Island.” With that said, we began our 2 hour show.
We finished and I went back to sit with Octavia. “So, what did you think?”
Her mouth was agape and I took this chance to say, “So are you trying to catch a fly or what?” She closed her mouth and blushed.
“Sorry.”
“Don’t be.”
“Okay, but, wow, that was amazing.” Now it was my turn to blush.
“Oh, thank you, so I’ve been meaning to ask, what kinds of music do you listen to in your free time?”
“Well, to tell the truth, I listen to DJ PON-3 a lot, and I like to listen to jazz as well.” She looked away, which I didn’t understand.
“Why are you embarrassed? You should be proud to listen to what you want. Also, to tell you this, the music I listen to is rock, heavy metal, techno, and progressive rock.”
She looked at me impressed, “Well, now I don’t feel so different because of my music preferences.”
The conversation continued like that for most of the night, talking about music, like which classical pieces they despise, how they got into their instruments, and what they do in their free time. We finally left because one, we were getting tired, and two, the place was about to close.
It was beautiful night out, “Hey, Octavia,” she turned to me, “I was wondering if you would follow me somewhere?”
“Oh sure, also, you can just call me Tavi if you want, my close friends do.”
I stopped in my tracks, “Wait, you consider me a close friend already?”
“Yeah, why wouldn’t I?”
“Th-thank you.”
She gave me a friendly smile, “You’re welcome.”
I brought her out to a hill outside of Canterlot and sat down. “Didn’t you say you were going to show me something?”
“Of course, look up.” She did and gasped.
“Oh wow, Midnight, I’ve never seen the stars this clear. They’re beautiful.”
I took this opportunity to say my feelings, well, because it felt right. “Not as beautiful as you.”
She whipped her head around to look at me. “Wh-what did you say?”
“I said, they aren’t as beautiful as you. I’ve thought that since I first saw you at the auditions, you were the best cellist I’ve ever seen. No one can surpass you, and whatever anyone says about earth ponies, you will always be a great musician. Also, no matter what anybody says you are not a failure, you will always succeed if you try. I guess what I’m trying to say is, Tavi, I love you.” I finished my spiel and looked down from the sky to Tavi’s face.
In her eyes were tears, “Oh, I guess yo- MMPH!!”
She had thrown her hooves around my neck silencing my last thought with a kiss. My eyes widened, surprised by the act, then shut as I sunk into the passion. Our tongues moved in each others mouths, in a dance of passion.
When we parted, a thin strand of saliva connected our tongues, finally breaking as she rested her head on my shoulder, her hooves still around my neck. “That is the nicest, most sincere thing anyone has ever said to me. I love you too, Midnight.” She finished her sentence with another long kiss, this one lasting a minute or so. We broke apart, and said nothing the rest of the night, for no words were needed.
We came back to the hotel with happiness in our hearts, we shared a heavenly and very tender kiss, before we went our seperate ways.
A/N: Okay, how did I do? My first ever one-shot and am needing reviews. Also, tell me if you want me to try and continue this story with what will end up happening in the relationship and the orchestra... I have no idea what that was supposed to mean, hope you guys do, but tell me if you want more or if I should stop.
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