The Shadowy Snowman
It was perfect! A top hat and scarf, pebbles for a mouth and buttons, and a carrot for a nose (thankfully, Fatoran had managed to pick up the carrot with no side effects). Now all that was left was to put a mask on it, to make it seem real.

Fatoran knew what to do. He was, after all, in the damaged mask burial ground. He picked up the shovel he had brought with him and began to dig.

He’d only been digging for a few seconds when he heard the familiar “clank” of metal hitting metal (or, to be precise, Protodermis.) He used the shovel to brush away the snow, and that’s where he found it, a beautiful mask. It wasn’t just an ordinary Noble Huna, it was a rose colour, almost glowing. He carefully placed it on the snowman’s head and backed up. Inspecting his work, a smile swept across his face. He turned around and walked away. 

What Fatoran didn’t realise was that the glow this mask emitted wasn’t just some effect. It was pure energy. And as Shadow allowed his energy to seep over the snowman he was attached to, the twig fingers bent into a fist, the pebble mouth changed into an evil smile, and snow legs began to form. Yes, it was best that Fatoran didn’t see this, as he would then have to realise the danger he would soon be facing...

TO BE CONTINUED.
