
Welcome to the Gryffindor Common Room. 



(20:42:51) : Moaning Myrtle is coming from the room "Great Hall" 
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(20:45:05) : Rachel Ferguson is coming from the room "Great Hall" 
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(20:45:50) : Sir Nicholas is coming from the room "Great Hall" 
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(20:46:07) [Rachel Ferguson->Sir Nicholas]: I won't post if you'd prefer, Sir Nick. 
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(20:46:43) [Sir Nicholas->Rachel Ferguson]: up to you. I already cleared it with Myrtle also for you to com in if you wished. 
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(20:46:50) [Sir Nicholas->Rachel Ferguson]: *come 
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(20:47:09) [Rachel Ferguson->Sir Nicholas]: *giggles* Sounds good to me 
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(20:47:30) : Moaning Myrtle smiles at the two newcomers and imediately recognizes Nicholas. She subconciously blushed silver. 
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(20:48:03) : Moaning Myrtle looked at the girl and squinted her eyes. "I've never met you...I'm Myrtle." 
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(20:48:19) : Sir Nicholas floats in and smiles as he notices the blush creep up on Myrtle's cheeks. "Hello again, Myrtle." 
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(20:48:42) Rachel Ferguson: Rachel, a good bit lost on her quest to the North Tower, decided to pop in the nearest room and get some real reading done before class. She grinned at the two and blushed a bit herself. "Rachel Ferguson.....we actually did meet once, last year....but it was only a few moments...." 
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(20:49:45) Moaning Myrtle: "Hello, Nicholas," she blushed more. She looked at the girl. "We have?! Well, you can't blame the dead for losing her mind now can you?" she giggled slightly. "Rachel Ferguson. I shall remember that. Hufflepuff, right?" 
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(20:50:24) Rachel Ferguson: Nodding, Rachel smiled at the ghost. "That's right!" She glanced back and forth a bit before realizing what she may, or may not, have walked in on. "Oh blasted beetlebrains, I'm so tactless! Is it alright if I sit down? I'm terribly lost trying to find Divination...." 
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(20:51:47) : Moaning Myrtle giggled more. "Sit. Please." Myrtle motioned her to do so. "Prefect?" she said looking at her robes, hoping to spy a badge. Or spy on the one who wore the badge. 
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(20:52:01) Sir Nicholas: Sir Nicholas nodded his head. "Go right ahead, Miss Ferguson. As Armaya moved the classroom back up to the North Tower?" 
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(20:52:11) Sir Nicholas: *Has 
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(20:52:30) : Moaning Myrtle sighed. Pity the girl wasn't a boy. 
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(20:52:37) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: ack.... it is Armaya right? lol 
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(20:52:48) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Yep [image: image44.png]
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(20:52:59) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: *gasp* and why pity she isn't a boy? 
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(20:53:30) Rachel Ferguson: Rachel blushed to her ears and fiddled a bit with her glasses. "Surprising, isn't it? I do believe my eyes nearly popped out when I heard." Glancing to the Gryffindor Ghost, she shrugged slightly. "I'm not quite sure, actually....the class seems terribly complicated. Chapter one made absolutely no sense at all..." 
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(20:53:34) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Myrtle isn't bi...Aura is. lol 
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(20:53:53) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: not what I meant.... Nick is right there. [image: image52.png]



[image: image53.png]


(20:54:00) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: *pulls in her tongue* 
[image: image54.png]


[image: image55.png]


(20:54:14) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: I know...but it wasn't out loud...[image: image56.png]
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(20:54:25) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: *pulls tongue in* 
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(20:55:13) : Moaning Myrtle frowned. "I guess it's a good thing I died..." she muttered. "I'd hate to go through that class." 
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(20:55:22) Rachel Ferguson: Biting her lip, Rachel remembered something she'd been meaning to discuss with Myrtle. "I heard dumbhead first years are reeking havic in your bathroom. Is there anything I can do to help? I heard this girl talking about a boil-hex that makes your nose grow really big and start fizzling like a firecracker...." 
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(20:56:14) Sir Nicholas: "Not at all, surprising, Miss Ferguson. I am sure you will make a fine prefect. As far as Divination is concerned... I am not the best person to give advice on that class. I learned more defensive magic when I was in school as part of my knight training." 
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(20:56:21) Moaning Myrtle: "Oh. Nothing to worry about, Rachel. They can't make my nose grow big anyway. I died with this nose and it will always stay that way. They can't do anything about it." 
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(20:56:59) Sir Nicholas: "Who is it that is going to try and terrorise Myrtle's bathrom?" Sir Nick said sititng straight up. 
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(20:58:01) Rachel Ferguson: Rachel giggled a bit and pointed to her wand. "No no Myrtle that's not what I meant. I was suggesting a kind of ward on the bathroom....perhaps Mister Filch and I could prepare some type of curse that would go after those horrid enough to be mean to a sweet ghost like you." Rachel's mind was already clicking, feeling terribly bad for not sticking up for Myrtle in the past. 
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(20:59:06) Moaning Myrtle: "Now, those other prats....*cough* children are being hunted as we speak. I dare say. I do hope Filch's book on Torture: The Ways and the Methods comes in handy," she grumbled. "Ooooo!" she squealed. "Wards!" 
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(20:59:58) : Sir Nicholas raised an eyebrow. "Who is being hunted, Myrtle dear?" 
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(21:00:25) : Moaning Myrtle smiled sweetly at Nicholas. "Some terrorist brats." 
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(21:00:52) Moaning Myrtle: "They destroyed my bathroom and I was right there too..." she whined. 
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(21:00:57) Rachel Ferguson: Pushing absently on her rather chubby nose, Rachel squinted a bit, thinking hard. "Now, it would have highly selective, so those innocent ones only wishing to take a quick...er..." she blushed a bit, but continued. "you know, could do so, and have a pleasant chat. But the evil ones won't mess with THIS ghost again!" She jumped up and pointed valiantly at Myrtle. 
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(21:01:33) : Darrington has joined. Welcome! 
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(21:01:45) : Moaning Myrtle felt like she had just recieved a medal and bowed. "Thank you. Thank you." 
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(21:02:42) Rachel Ferguson: Giggling quietly, Rachel glared at the invisible culprits and gave a bit of a squeal as another boy entered the room, jumping back onto the couch and hurriedly pulling a book in front of her rather red face. 
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(21:04:45) Sir Nicholas: "Who is hunting them, Myrtle?" Sir Nicholas asked with a grin. 
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(21:04:54) Sir Nicholas: "Hello, Mr. Darque." 
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(21:04:56) Moaning Myrtle: "Argus!" 
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(21:05:03) : Moaning Myrtle beamed. 
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(21:05:24) Sir Nicholas: "I always knew I liked Argus." He said grinning broader. 
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(21:06:00) Rachel Ferguson: Rachel was almost scared for the allusive little meanies who were now to bear the dreadful wrath of Mister Argus Filch. (cue psycho music) 
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(21:07:00) : Moaning Myrtle grins. 
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(21:07:46) Rachel Ferguson: Well gracious, enough beating about the bush. Rachel pushed up her glasses and cast a sly look at Myrtle. "So what do two attractive, ancient and yet looking rather alive ghosts like yourselves do for fun at a mixed up school like this, eh?" She was acting brash, hot-headed, and blunt this evening.....much to the contrary of her Hufflepuff nature. Alas. 
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(21:10:18) : Sir Nicholas glanced at Myrtle and then back to the Hufflepuff. "Well, Miss Ferguson, just like the living.... we have friends. The ghostly trio, Myrtle and I find fun within ourselves. So, you could say I find my fun with the special ghosts in my death." 
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(21:11:53) Rachel Ferguson: Trying to turn to her giggles into coughs, Rachel nodded. "Ah, well that makes sen--" *giggle COUGH giggle* "se. Do you happen to know the Fat Friar? I do believe I met him once..." 
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(21:14:39) Rachel Ferguson: ((alas, this has been terribly fun, but my mom seems to think I have to clean my not really dirty room. Have a great evening, you two! *wink wink*)) 
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(21:14:39) Sir Nicholas: "I know Friar quite well. Him and Grey. The three of us have been friends since day one. Why do you ask?" He says raising an eyebrow at her giggles that were not covered up very well. 
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(21:14:53) : Rachel Ferguson has left. 
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(21:15:59) : Moaning Myrtle raised an eyebrow. 
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(21:17:01) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: wink wink?? lmao!!! 
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(21:18:18) : Sir Nicholas turns back to Myrtle after the young Hufflepuff left. "Well... that was interesting.... What do you suppose the giggling was all about?" 
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(21:19:05) Moaning Myrtle: 'Only something I wish...' she thought. "I'm not too sure, Nicholas..." she furrowed her eyebrows, seemingly trying to figure it out. 
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(21:19:58) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Oh yes...very much wink wink...come here you handsome nearly headless ghost, you. [image: image199.png]
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(21:21:23) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: *chokes* 
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(21:21:43) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: *pats back* 
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(21:21:55) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Wait...ghosts can choke? [image: image211.png]
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(21:21:56) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: and I meant that literally...lol... I just took a drink of my lemonade when I read that.... 
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(21:22:19) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: that was an ooc choke [image: image215.png]
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(21:22:19) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Awwwww 
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(21:22:36) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir Nicholas]: Sorry...I was teasing...you know that right? 
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(21:23:12) Sir Nicholas: "Well.... if one of us is to figure it out, it would have to be you. I have never been a Hufflepuff girl, you know." Nick says giving her a small wink. 
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(21:23:18) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: of course. [image: image223.png]
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(21:24:09) [Sir Nicholas->Moaning Myrtle]: my choking was from laughing when I read it. [image: image229.png]
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(21:24:20) : Moaning Myrtle chuckled. "She was referring to a relationship between us, Nicholas. A relationship that doesn't exist..." Myrtle floated to the window slowly. 
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(21:27:58) : Sir Nicholas would have choked were he not a ghost already. That was the first that Myrtle had actually used that word in front of him. "A.... relationship... why does... why does everyone think that?" He asked from his spot hovering above the couch. 'Because you stupid ghost... there is... you just won't admit that there is something there.' he thought automatically to himself. 
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(21:31:02) Moaning Myrtle: That confirmed it. Nicholas didn't want a relationship with her. Had she a heartm it would have sank. Deeply. She never connected with anyone like Nicholas. And now, it seemed like she had worked so hard and was being deprived of the one true thing she wanted. "I don't know..." she whispered sadly. A ghostly tear ran down her cheek. "I don't know..." Her mind begged to differ. 'You do know. You just can't open up. Tell him. Tell him now.' Myrtle closed her eyes, as if telling her mind, no. 
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(21:36:15) Sir Nicholas: Sir Nicholas floated over to Myrtle in time to see the ghostly tear go down her cheek. Raising his hand automatically, he turned her head towards him and wiped the tear away. "Myrtle?" He questioned and searched her eyes with his own trying to figure out if it was soemthing he said. 
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(21:37:58) : Whitney Lyons is coming from the room "Great Hall" 
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(21:38:13) : Moaning Myrtle felt her head being tilted towards Nicholas and she put up no fight. She let her eyes meet Nicholas' and let him wipe the tear away. "It's nothing, Nicholas. Just dreams. Nothing more." She closed her eyes again. 'Crushed Dreams...' 
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(21:38:31) Whitney Lyons: ((Ok, i know this is your rp, but Leo is gonna come in, so i would watch out)) 
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(21:39:05) : Whitney Lyons has left. 
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(21:45:07) Sir Nicholas: "Dreams?" He questioned, moving his hand from her face and onto her shoulder, rubbing it softly. "Tell about your dreams. I want to make them come true, if I can. I want you to be happy, Myrtle." 
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(21:56:47) : Moaning Myrtle looked at Nicholas again and sighed. How could she avoid this? "I...I don't know, Nicholas. You've just made it clear that you can't fulfill my dreams..." She said it. Sort of, but she said it. A blush rose on her cheeks and she turned her head to face the other direction, another tears sliding down her cheek. 
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(22:01:12) Sir Nicholas: Sir Nicholas floated through the wall and to the other side Myrtle was facing. "How have I done that? I want to fulfill your dreams Myrtle. I *want* to. I need your help in knowing what those dreams are...." He says quietly and wipes the ghostly tears that were falling once again from Myrtle's eyes. 'Merlin... what have I done....' he thought to himself as he stared into her eyes. 
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(22:11:17) : Moaning Myrtle felt as though she was shaking. She couldn't understand what was happening at the moment. She took a breath to calm herself down. "What the people insinuate..." she started, "I wish they were true, Nicholas. I wish to be courted by you..." she whispered. 
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(22:23:46) Sir Nicholas: It wasn't often when Nick could be struck speechless, but that was exactly what happened. Myrtle was one of the few with the power to do that. He could not believe that she just spoke what her wish was and it matched a wish that was in his own heart. He didn't know if he was ready for that or not yet. A piece of his heart still belonged to his wife from his living years. Could he admit who held the other piece in the palm of her hand to more than himself? 
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(22:23:49) Sir Nicholas: Nodding his head once, he looked down for a moment, then brought his hand down from her face to her hand, taking it in his own, giving it a small squeeze. 
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(22:24:11) Sir Nicholas: "Myrtle... I.... I don't know what to say. My heart is torn in two directions. I feel.... I feel like the luckiest ghost in the wizarding world to be given this chance more than once.... I have to be fair to you though... Not being up front that a piece of my heart is still being held onto by my former life.... well... I can't not tell you that. My wife still holds a piece and probably always will, even if we have not seen each other since her death. You do, however, have a piece of it as well...." 
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(22:24:20) Sir Nicholas: He said quietly, amazingly enough without blushing. "I just.... I've never said any of that to anyone.... and you have a right to know...." 
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(22:31:07) : Moaning Myrtle nodded at Nicholas as he spoke. She understood where he was coming from, sort of. She had never been married, nor had she loved in her short lived life. She listened to the ghostly night intently, nodding at his words continuously. "I wouldn't expect you to tear that part of your heart from your wife. I understand that I cannot fill a void that you must surely be feeling, nor would I want to, Nicholas. That would more then likely make you miserable, worse then I have ever been. (Not done) 
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(22:34:41) Moaning Myrtle: Your wife helped form you into a wonderful man...correction...knight. She must have been very proud of you. I know I can't fill the void. I only hope that happiness stays with you, Nicholas. Even if that happiness is not with me." Myrtle sighed again. "I'm glad you had the courage to tell me. I'm glad you let me in on a more intimate detail of your former life. That is a symbol of trust that I will never forget and hold very very dear to my heart." Myrtle bowed her head to the knight in respect. ((Not done) 
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(22:35:41) Moaning Myrtle: "Do what your heart tells you, Nicholas." With that, Myrtle intended on giving Nicholas time to think things over. She floated away from the knight and towards the pointless door. 
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(22:35:49) Moaning Myrtle: (Done) 
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(22:49:25) Sir Nicholas: Sir Nicholas watched as Myrtle floated away from him. He didn't know what to do. His heart was saying two very different things. He didn't want to betray either of those things. His wife would understand. He knew she would. Coming to a quick decision, he floated over to her. "Don't go... stay... stay with me." He said putting a ghostly hand on her arm and looking at her with pleading eyes. He had been doing too much thinking lately and not enough of listening to his heart, even with it's......... 
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(22:49:45) Sir Nicholas: contrasting messages. Today, the part living in his death would win out. (22:55:14) : Moaning Myrtle turned around when Nicholas asked her to stay and touched her arm. Her eyes drifted to the hand on her arm and she didn't know what to say. "Are you sure?" she asked in a hushed tone. 
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(22:59:34) Moaning Myrtle: "Nicholas...I don't want you to do something that your heart tells you not to. Please don't make it hard on yourself. If you want me to stay," it was a very big hope on her part, "I would be *more* then happy to." Myrtle placed her hand on Nicholas's. "I can wait if you need to think things over, Nicholas. Please don't feel pressured..." 
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(23:14:58) : Moaning Myrtle was idle over 3 minutes and has been disconnected. 
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(23:15:05) : Moaning Myrtle has joined. Welcome! 
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(23:18:17) Sir Nicholas: Sir Nicholas turns his hand so it could clasp Myrtle's and he brought it over to his heart. "I am not a Ravenclaw... I am a Gryffindor. I lead with my heart, not my head, Myrtle. I already know what my mind will think. It will agree with my heart. Myrtle... my wife may hold a piece of it still, but... she has been gone for a long time. You are here now. You are what my heart wants now. She will always have a piece of my heart from my life, but... 
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(23:18:33) Sir Nicholas: she has been gone for a long time. You are here now. You are what my heart wants now. She will always have a piece of my heart from my life, but... you are my best friend in my death, you have a hold on my heart in my death. There has been no one I have been able to say that about before." 
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(23:18:44) Sir Nicholas: As if to show her more visibly, he brought her hand he clasped in his own to where his heart would have been beating were it still there. Sir Nicholas could not believe he was actually saying these things that he had been trying to convince himself were onesided out loud. 
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(23:24:03) : Moaning Myrtle looked at their hands together as he brought them over to where his heart would have been beating had he been alive. Nicholas should have been a Ravenclaw for the logic he just said. His wife was gone and though there was still the piece that belonged to her, the other belonged to Myrtle. She had a hold of it. She couldn't have been more happy in life or death. Her hand rested over the spot where Nicholas's heart would have been and sighed happily. She smiled up at the ghostly knight. (not done) 
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(23:27:11) Moaning Myrtle: His heart wanted her and indeed, she was there now. In front of Nicholas, her hand over his chest. She left her eyes drift back up to Nicholas's. "I am honored to hear such words, Nicholas. I never expected to hear words like that ever, be it in life or in death. But I got them in one of the two. I cried, Nicholas. I cried daily, thinking that I would never ever have a person whom I could love or be apart of. And it hurt me. It was one of the many, many reasons why I sat by that tree, alone, crying.(notdone 
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(23:30:18) Moaning Myrtle: I thought I was utterly alone. And that is how I died, Nicholas. Alone in mind, body and spirit. I cried because I didn't have love. And now that I hear those words coming from you, I want to cry all over again, but out of happiness." Myrtle left her hand on Nicholas's chest as she looked into his eyes and sure enough, two silver tears ran down her cheeks. "I feel something I've never felt before and it is a good thing!" 
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(23:30:26) Moaning Myrtle: (Done) 
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(23:30:44) Moaning Myrtle: ((My gray!)) 
[image: image734.png]


[image: image735.png]


[image: image736.png]


[image: image737.png]


[image: image738.png]


(23:31:42) : Reese Miller is coming from the room "Great Hall" 
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(23:31:53) Sir Nicholas: ((closed RP)) 
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(23:32:22) Sir Nicholas: ((Hello, though.)) 
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(23:32:24) Reese Miller: Reese walked through the common room. "Oops, excuse me." She smiled at the ghosts and continued on her way. 
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(23:33:06) : Reese Miller goes to the room "Great Hall" 
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(23:49:38) : Sir Nicholas didn't know what to say once again. Myrtle seemed to be making a habit out of leaving Nick speechless tonight. So, instead of saying anything, he reached up with his other hand and wiped the new tears from her face. He then pulled her into a hug and rubbed her back. "Myrtle.... you aren't alone. You won't be alone again. You have had my friendship and now my heart for quite some time." He whispered quietly, one arm embracing her and the other still holding her hand to his heart between them. 
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(23:54:40) : Moaning Myrtle nodded on Nicholas's shoulder as he hugged her gently and rubbed her back. She smiled briefly to herself, truly happy that they had gotten past the whole nervous/embarrassed stage. "Thank you Nicholas." It was like there was music playing in the background when Myrtle began to sway with rythme. She was dancing slowly. While her hand was on Nicholas's heart, she reached and took Nicholas's other hand in her own and placed it over her own heart. "You also have my heart, for longer then even I realized." 
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(00:05:23) : Sir Nicholas smiled as he swayed slowly with her. He still didn't know what he did to deserve a second chance, but he was grateful. "Myrtle.... thank you.... I... I will hold on to it and keep it safe. I promise." 
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(00:13:45) : Moaning Myrtle smiled at Nicholas warmly and moved both of her hands away from Nicholas's heart and her own. She rested a hand on his shoulder and held the other up in the air for Nicholas to take. She remembered the time at the ball when they danced together. It was probably that night where she truly started to realized where her dead heart belonged. "Thank you," she whispered. Myrtle sways continuously and grinned. "Should anyone else want to court you...I'll beat them up," she giggled. 
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(00:17:45) : Sir Nicholas wondered briefly where the music was coming from as he took Myrtle's hand in his own. 'Must be some of the students in their dorm.' He thought to himself as he put his other hand behind her and moved along with the music like they had at the Ball. "That would be quite interesting to see, Myrtle dear." He said grinning cheekily. "Though... you have nothing to worry about. Unless you count the odd student...." He added shaking his head slightly as he remembered that incident. 
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(00:21:15) Moaning Myrtle: "That odd student will be haunted..." she whispered and giggled, then blushed. "Can't help it," she shrugged. "How are you feeling...not that we've been open to each other?" 
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(00:21:30) Moaning Myrtle: now* 
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(00:26:23) Sir Nicholas: "Now, now Myrtle... no terrorising the students. If I didn't know any better, I would say you have been around Argus too much." He said giving her a lopsided grin. "How am I feeling? I like that I'm not denying things anymore.... why? How are you feeling?" 
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(00:32:38) Moaning Myrtle: Myrtle smiled brightly at Nicholas. "I'm feeling different. I've never experienced anything like this, so please, forgive me. I am new. But I am feeling wonderful, trusted, trustful, excited, anxious, in love, wonderful, did I mention in love?" Myrtle smiled and winked at Nicholas. "I do not hang around Argus too much. He is a good man though. My time is reserved for you." Myrtle swayed to the sound filling her ears. She didn't know where it was coming from, but it was there and it was perfect. 
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(00:42:55) : Sir Nicholas took is arm off Myrtle's back long enough for him to spin her in time to the music and then returned her to him as the song ended. "Your time is resereved for me? Shall I monopolise it then?" He said quietly. He could not believe that he was being like this. It was not at all like how he was in his past. It took him most of his courting days life to even ask for permission to court is wife in his living days. That there was probably the difference. 
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(00:49:35) : Moaning Myrtle chuckled lightly at Nicholas as she was spun around. She returned to Nicholas and didn't bother to part from him. She stay there and smiled. "You better monopolise my time," she stated. "I wouldn't have it any other way, *Sir* Nicholas." Myrtle smiled brightly. [image: image1106.png]


(00:56:18) Sir Nicholas: "Now you call me *Sir* Nicholas.... go figure." He said grinning and keeping his arm around her, even though the music was long over. 
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(00:59:01) Moaning Myrtle: "You were always my ghostly knight, Nicholas. Don't think for one second that I let that slip my mind." Myrtle grinned back at him and tilted her head. Oddly, at that moment, she wondered what it would be like to tip Nicholas' head. She smiled. "Will 'we' stay a secret? Or will we just open up if asked?" 
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(01:17:33) Sir Nicholas: "A secret? From our friends... no.... of course not. I think we should share with our friends. Though... I don't think the entire school should be told.... the rumor mill is already having a field day before we admitted things... know what I mean?" Nick replied wondering why she was looking at him oddly and so he raised a ghostly eyebrow. 
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(01:19:20) Moaning Myrtle: /mr tried to contain her giggles as nicholas raised a ghostly eyebrow. "Just,,,thinking about...tilting your head..." she stated honestly. "But you are right. The whole school does not need to know." 
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(01:26:24) Sir Nicholas: "Tilting my head?" He asked puzzled. "Why would you want to tilt my head? You can if you want.... but... I don't know why you would want to..." He said feeling his cheeks blush silver at the mention of his partially severed head. 
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(01:27:28) : Moaning Myrtle giggled. "I don't know either. Would you settle for the answer of exploration?" 
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(01:30:52) : Sir Nicholas smiled and shook his head in amusement and chuckled. "Then by all means.... explore..." He said leaning down a bit to give Myrtle easier access. "Just.... no telling of anyone... especially Patrick and the headless hunt... for that matter, Friar and Grey don't need to hear about it either." 
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(01:42:11) : Moaning Myrtle squealed and clapped her hands. She reached her hands up to Nicholas's head, holding it on both sides. She didn't want it to flop ungracefully. She gently tilted it just slightly to the left. She seemingly cringed, thinking that it was hurtng Nicholas. She tilted her head to look at him straight in the eye. "Do you feeling anything?" she asked geently, placing his head where it belonged. 
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(01:42:49) Moaning Myrtle: gently* 
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(01:48:12) Sir Nicholas: "Not a thing. Comes in rather handy when someone uses that awful nickname I have." He said straightening the ruffle that held his head in place. 
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(01:49:57) : Moaning Myrtle chuckled at Nicholas. "I bet," she nodded and watched him staighten the ruffle. She glanced outside and saw that it was pretty late. "Nicholas, would you take me back to my bathroom. It's rather late," she whispered. 
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(01:53:23) : Sir Nicholas looked out the window and then turned back to Myrtle. "It is rather late... I didn't even notice. Namir must miss you terribly." He says offering his arm to her. 
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(01:54:26) Moaning Myrtle: "Namir is such a good cat," she linked her arm through Nicholas's. "You are going to have to fight with him when it comes to monoplising my time," she winked. 
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(02:01:07) Sir Nicholas: "Oh.... I know how to keep Namir occupied. He did live with me for quite some time, you know. Just takes a bit of persuasion of a house elf with some string...." He said winking as he lead her out of the Tower and towards her bathroom. 
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(02:14:04) : Moaning Myrtle chuckled. "You are quite the character yourself, Nicholas." Myrtle grinned broadly and floated alongside Nicholas. Things were going perfect now. "Now I just need to tell my other boyfriends to buzz off," she winked to show she was teasing. 
[image: image1431.png]


[image: image1432.png]


[image: image1433.png]


[image: image1434.png]


[image: image1435.png]


[image: image1436.png]


[image: image1437.png]


[image: image1438.png]


[image: image1439.png]


[image: image1440.png]


[image: image1441.png]


[image: image1442.png]


[image: image1443.png]


[image: image1444.png]


[image: image1445.png]


[image: image1446.png]


[image: image1447.png]


[image: image1448.png]


[image: image1449.png]


[image: image1450.png]


[image: image1451.png]


[image: image1452.png]


[image: image1453.png]


[image: image1454.png]


(02:18:50) : Sir Nicholas raised an eyebrow, "Other boyfriends, Myrtle? Soemthing you aren't telling me? I should probably tell the line of ghosts waiting me to court them to... 'buzz off' also then, huh?" He said grinning and thinking idly to himself two can play that game. 
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(02:20:45) Moaning Myrtle: That was it. She thought Nicholas was serious and stopped floating dead in her tracks, her arm unlatching itself from Nicholas's arm. "O...O...Others?" she asked. Myrtle looked stunned and shocked, this she was not expecting. 
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(02:23:01) : Moaning Myrtle also looked hurt. (forgot that one) 
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(02:24:08) Sir Nicholas: 'Merlin.... she took me seriously....' Nick thought in puzzlement at the sudden switch from playfulness to shock. Floating right to her, he puts his hands on her shoulders, hoping she would look up at him. "No.... Myrtle... there are no others... only you. I was just playing with you like you were with me....." Nick stammered quickly trying to ease her mind. 
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(02:26:17) : Moaning Myrtle 's hurtful look turned into the biggest grin there every was. "Got you.." she giggled and leaned forward to kiss his cheek. "Don't play with the best," she winked. 
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(02:26:38) Moaning Myrtle: *ever 
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(02:32:04) : Sir Nicholas took a float back from Myrtle and looked at her with raised eyebrows. "Don't do that to me...." 
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(02:33:20) : Moaning Myrtle frowned and floated closer to Nicholas. "I'm sorry. Got caught up in the moment..." she whispered. "Forgive me?" 
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(02:35:03) : Sir Nicholas grinned and nodded, pulling her into a hug. "Of course...." he whispered then leaned so he could whispere softer. "And that, Myrtle dear, is playing with the best." Leaning back up, he gave her a cheeky grin. "I am the Gryffindor ghost, after all. Truce?" 
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(02:40:03) : Moaning Myrtle smiled. 'Dang it!' She gave him a hug back and smiled as they pulled apart. "Gryffindor ghost means nothing, dear Nicholas. It's what's up here," she pointed to his head, actually making contact. Silly her, Nicholas's head tilted and Myrtle gasped as she reached up to prevent it from falling more. "Merlin...Nicholas...I'm so sorry," she put his head back in place and rested her forhead on Nicholas's shoulder. "I'm so clumsy..." she muttered in a guilty tone. 
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(02:43:12) Sir Nicholas: "Not clumsy. No apologies neccesary. It comes with the territory of having a partially severed head." He says straightening it and fixing the ruffle once more to secure it. "Shall we continue on, Myrtle dear?" he said offering his arm and noticing how much easier that rolled off his tongue instead of just occasionally slipping out. 
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(02:46:02) : Moaning Myrtle chuckled and lifted her head from Nicholas's shoulder. Her arm linked through his and she smiled. "Yes. On we go." Myrtle grinned. He was so understanding that she could have sworn that if she were alive, she would have chills. They floated along to Myrtle's bathroom and upon arriving at the door, Myrtle smiled as she could hear Namir meowing on the inside. 
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(02:49:59) Sir Nicholas: "He sounds happy." Nick said quietly as they heard the cat from the outside. "I'm glad you two have each other." 
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(02:52:09) Moaning Myrtle: "He is a very good cat. I'm glad I have him. But I'm also glad I have you, for many reasons." She smiled. 
(02:55:51) : Sir Nicholas smiled. "I'm glad for that as well. Though.. you have always had me... it's just... different now. A good different, but different." 
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(02:57:36) Moaning Myrtle: "Very good different," Myrtle agreed. "Well. I better get going so you can return to the Tower," she whispered. "Goodnight, Nicholas. I'll see you tomorrow?" she asked hopefully. "Or, you are more them welcome to join me in the bathroom and talk some more." 
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(03:02:45) Sir Nicholas: "I would like that.... but... were I to join you and we talked some more, I am afraid I might never get back to the tower than. Rest, Myrtle. We will see each other tomorrow." He said pulling her into a hug once again that night, though this time, he leaned over and gave her a kiss on her cheek for the first time. Leaning back up, he pulled out of the hug, resting his hands on her shoulders. "Until tomorrow, then?" 
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(03:05:20) : Moaning Myrtle smiled at Nicholas and nodded. "Tomorrow," she agreed and blushed as her cheek was kissed. It was a pleasent feeling. Myrtle floated backwards, her eyes staying with Nicholas's until she passed through the door and vanished. The meowing of the cat stopped, leaving Nicholas in a very quiet hallway. 
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(03:09:22) Sir Nicholas: me smiled to himself as he heard the meowing stop and listened to quietness of the hallway. 'Today was a good day.' He thought to himself as he gave the entrance to her bathroom one last look. He wanted to go back in there, but knew it was not a good idea. "Tomorrow.... good night..." he whispered to the door, breaking the silence and then turned and headed back to Gryffindor Tower where he knew Elgin would be awaiting. 
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