
Adiman Noirtier
The Cursed Nobleman
[Shadow]
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Concept Cursed Guardian Gentleman
Trouble Holier Than Thou
CovOps That Vase Reminds me of a Puzzle.
Fringe Two Dimensional Character
Com&Tac Partial deafness in right ear. First point of attack.

Description:
It was a lovely summer night in Marseille, with the oceanic

breeze complementing the warm air. From the roof of the Hotêl
de Direction, Adiman could see the city lights smoothly transition
into the reflections of stars in the city’s port.

Then, some lights started to get turned off. The Lamplighter’s
were at work, and that was the cue for him to begin his. He
donned the mask, and descended the side of the building, onto
another. He continued this trek, from roof to roof, into the
depths of his city.

It wasn’t long, before he heard a scuffle in an alley below
him. He looked down and saw two assailants, kicking a lying
man under his ribs. Quietly, without gathering their attention,
Adiman descended into the alleyway, setting himself between
the exit, and the three people.

It was beyond him, how people could not notice him, while
he was wearing white clothing, inn the middle of the night,
but Adiman was grateful for it. He just had a knack for being
where other people weren’t looking. He readied himself for
battle. Then he cleared his throat audibly.

The two rascals turned to him, while the victim just whimpered
on the ground. One of the bastards took out a knife, but the
other one grabbed his hand and said:

"Don’t you know who that is?"
"Some weirdo in a mask. It’s not even close to the Carnival."
"That weirdo is the Lunar Knight! It’s better we’d scram."
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"No chance. I’m not going to let some white-cloak tell
me what to"-

A punch ascended into his jawbone as his companion started
running to the back of the alley. He tried to swipe the knife
across his opponent, but something shimmered in the moonlight,
and his attack was parried, by a shining short sword.

He tried to run straight at this caricature, and stab it,
but soon he realized, his knife was no longer in his hand,
and his face was in the face of the white knight again.

The first one was knocked out, and the second one was already
halfway done climbing the fence. Adiman kneeled down, and
helped the hurt man up. He examined him, finding a whole lot
of pain, but fortunately little damage. He asked him, whether
something was stolen from him, and found out that a sum was
taken.

Then Adiman bound the thief, and requested the victim call
the police. He also said he found the sum of money on the
thief, while giving his own money to the victim.

With all here finished, he looked over the crime scene.
There was something curious going on, and he knew it would
get to him in a second.
The mud.
The first rascals shoes were covered in it, and it was still
wet. They must have come through the docs when going herewards.
Scanning the ground, he found several shell and some sand.
And rummaging through the first one’s pockets, he found a used
handkerchief, with rests of over salted fried fish.

There were a few places, with access to mud, beaches and
near a fried food place. Adiman had the luck to find the one
he searched for while making his second round through them,
and followed him to the inn he lived in. It wasn’t hard to
break in, sneak up behind him, and hit him in the head, with
the handle of the sword.

He dropped the unconscious body, bound and with a explanatory
note, in front of the police building. It had been an eventful
night, and he was ready to get home to his mansion again. After
all, during the day, he had to reprise in his role as exceptional
son, and heir to a great fortune.

Absent-minded as he was, he didn’t notice stepping onto
some boards, while hopping from roof to roof. This wouldn’t
be as bad, if not for the force behind the jump being too much
for them to endure. They broke, and he descended into darkness.

He didn’t remember falling asleep, but when he woke up,
he felt an unbearable stinging in his head. He tried to reach
his head with his hand, but found he couldn’t. Trying his
limbs, he realized he was strapped to some type of slab.

He raised his head, and saw some candles around him. As
his eyes got used to the darkness, he began noticing movement
behind the candles. Figures in robes, with faces in shadow
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so deep, he couldn’t see any features.
Then he heard the sound. Slow, quiet incantations, getting

faster, and louder with time. It took a while, possibly aeons,
until the figures were screaming, and he would have plugged
his ears, could he.

His head started feeling warm, and the pain was slowly going
away. This feeling started spreading, and after a while he
couldn’t feel his toes anymore, along with the rest of his
body.

What he felt however, was fear. In the back of his mind,
he knew things were not right. He tried one last time, to
escape his bindings. He felt lighter, than usual, and with
the pain gone, refreshed. He felt new strength surging through
him, a after a hefty tug, he broke free.

After that, he ran for his life. He didn’t know what he
was running from, but through the whole ordeal he heard the
screams of those cultists turn from devotion to suffering.
He never found out what happened to them, what could have happened
to him.

After he ran his lungs out, he finally stopped. He was
in some kind of alleyway, in Marseille. He would be able to
find his way back to his home. But he couldn’t go. Not in
this state. For he found himself a shadow of his former self.

With the transformation he had undergone, Adiman had become
a shadow without a body. He could still interact as with the
world as if his body was there, but he could also choose to
interact with the world as just a shadow.

Without a body, he lost the need to eat, or to sleep, he
lost the ability to age. He found he could perfectly hide
himself in shadow, and in his pure-shadow form, he could traverse
the flats in such a manner, as if he was in the three-dimensional
world flying.

Yet, with the way things were, he became an outcast. His
family feared him, thinking him a devil, and the people’s thought
were not far from this either. He tried to help, where he
could, but his pride as someone who never does any wrong, was
hurt under the pressure of the community.

Nowadays, he’s a lost soul, helping others when he can,
and looking for a way to regain his lost humanity.
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