
Welcome to the Gryffindor Common Room. 



(05:11:04) Sir_Nick: How are you, tonight Myrtle, my dear? 
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(05:11:47) : Moaning Myrtle smiles at Nicholas and floats over next to him. "I'm just fine, Nicholas. And you?" she asked, still smiling. 
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(05:13:26) : Sir_Nick grins as Myrtle floats over to him, "I am as well as I can be. Even better now. How is Namir?" 
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(05:16:55) : Moaning Myrtle smiles at Nicholas even more. "Namir is doing well. Still trying to get used to the bathroom and then tingling sensation when I go to pet him. Poor thing," she whispered dramatically. "And tell me, how is Elgin?" 
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(05:21:23) Sir_Nick: "Elgin is getting along quite well. He seems to have made a few friends in the owlery... Not sure whose hawks they are, but I see him fly around with the same few occasionally when I have been up on the North Tower." Sir Nicholas said grinning bigger. "I am sure Namir thinks it is great fun with the tingling sensation. I lost track of the number of times Namir played with my hand with his paw." 
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(05:24:00) : Moaning Myrtle giggled slightly. "I do hope that you enjoy having Elgin around, Nicholas. I was hoping to get you the perfect gift, but well, there isn't much I can do for a ghost as everyhting is limited," she sighed sadly and floated up to the chandalier(sp). 
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(05:25:14) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: I posted in your bathroom finally [image: image7.png]
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(05:27:29) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir_Nick]: *is on as Myrtle now* 
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(05:28:03) Sir_Nick: "Elgin is perfect, Myrtle. He makes a great companion. I promise you, I love him." Sir Nicholas says following Myrtle up to the chandalier. "Is something the matter, Myrtle?" He says putting a ghostly hand on her shoulder. 
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(05:32:01) : Moaning Myrtle smiled and pat Nicholas' hand on her shoulder with her own. "No, Nicholas," she sighed. "Everything is alright," she said as she pulled her legs up and sat crosslegged in the air, just above the chandalier. Looking around, the room was empty. Looking in Nicholas' eyes, Myrtle sighed. "Everything is perfect..." she said almost dreamily. Quickly snapping out of it, she recovered herself and averted her gaze to the floor. How could she let herself lose some sense of her self-control? "Perfect..." she said. 
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(05:32:08) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir_Nick]: *giggles* 
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(05:32:30) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: hee hee 
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(05:36:45) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir_Nick]: Posted 
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(05:37:15) Sir_Nick: "Are you sure?" Sir Nicholas said as Myrtle looked around. She then looked right in his eyes. If they could feel anything anymore, he was sure that they would both be able to feel the heat emmanating (sp?) from if down deep silver, ghostly cheeks. Putting his hand by his side when she quickly averted her gaze, he was hopeful, maybe she hadn't notcied the blush that had risen on his cheeks from her gaze. He was a ghostly knight after all...... ((continued... ran out of room...lol)) 
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(05:38:45) Sir_Nick: It just wouldn't do if it got out that he got nervous around the opposite sex. Floating over to her other side he floated into a seated position as well. "You sure everything is.... perfect?" He says smiling. He knew exactly what she meant, but that didn't mean he would voice it. 
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(05:38:54) Sir_Nick: ((done [image: image74.png]


)) 
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(05:43:11) : Moaning Myrtle blushed silver, unafraid to show Nicholas that blush for once. "Perfect," she said again, looking directly at him. 
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(05:43:43) Moaning Myrtle: "But yet, not so perfect..." she whispered. 
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(05:44:17) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: posted 
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(05:48:32) [Moaning Myrtle->Sir_Nick]: Posted...it's short 
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(05:53:36) : Sir_Nick nodded, his head wobbling slightly. This was getting into that territory that Nick normally avoided. Myrtle and him were best friends. He had to keep telling himself that. He couldn't read too much into it. There had to be something else behind it all. Then again, he hadn't had these thoughts for anyone since his wife passed away and over to the other side since she was muggle. 'Feeling' like his cheeks would be sending off heat again, he glanced away and then back to the Myrtle a moment later. 
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(05:53:40) Sir_Nick: "Er... any students giving you a hard time?" He said quickly changing the subject. He couldn't help it. He didn't know which would be worse, him admiting he knew exactly what she meant or him avoiding it as usual. So he went with is normal thing and avoided it. 
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(05:57:27) : Moaning Myrtle sighed. Nicholas had avoided it yet again. And also yet again, she let him. With the wave of her hand dismissively, Myrtle floated down from the chandalier away from Nicholas. She hovered by the window instead. "No...no troubling students," she said passively. 
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(05:58:09) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: posted.... and did the to be continued on the lawn ooc thing 
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(06:04:42) : Sir_Nick sighed to himself. It was obvious she noticed his pitiful change of subject. He still couldn't bring himself to talk about it. 'If the King's Guard could see you now, Nicholas... you would be laughed out of the knighthood. Amazing it didn't happen when I was living... I never have been able to deal well with.... these things...' He mused to himself as he watched Myrtle by the window. Quietly, he floated over to her and whispered a barely audible, "I'm sorry..." It was the best he could do. 
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(06:04:45) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: He hoped that she would read in it everything that he was putting into those two little words. 
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(06:05:11) Sir_Nick: He hoped that she would read in it everything that he was putting into those two little words. 
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(06:05:19) [Sir_Nick->Moaning Myrtle]: oops...lol 
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(06:08:01) : Moaning Myrtle sighed. "It's alright, Nicholas," she whispered in return. With a sigh, she turned to face him, her expression unreadable. There would be other times to tell the ghostly knight how she truly felt. This was not one of them. She smiled. "Nicholas, I'd like to return to my bathroom now," she said. 
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(06:12:58) : Sir_Nick nodded. "I should return to the Tower, anyways. It was a pleasure, as always, Myrtle..." He said then placed a ghostly hand on her shoulder and whispered, "Thank you..." He wanted her to know he appreciated her understanding in his lack of being able to say what should be said. "Will I see you later?" 
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(06:14:46) : Moaning Myrtle nodded and smiled at Nicholas. "Yes," she said. "We still have a tour to finish...Goodnight, Nicholas." With that, Myrtle floated through the wall back to her bathroom. 
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(06:16:48) Sir_Nick: "Good Night, Myrtle..." He said as she floated through the wall. He then turned and floated up through the ceiling towards his quarters. 
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