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CHAPTER ONE




SHERMAN MOSEYED ALONG, looking in the various store windows, keeping his wife, Lenora, in his sights as she charged through the mall’s center court, heading to one of the more expensive stores for make-up she didn’t need and would probably never use.




Passing a toy store, he stopped at the corner window filled with a variety of puppets. As he perused the soft, cotton filled toys, his focus was drawn to a deep green dragon with its nose pressed against the store-front display window.




Sherman admired how the wings spread from just below the neck. A large mouth hung open with felt teeth at least two inches long and flames coming from the throat. It’s large, glass eyes seemed to peer right through him.




He startled when a voice spoke in his head. Hey there. You look like you could use a friend, I know I do. I need to be free of this place before some kid takes me home and tears me apart.




Sherman tilted his head from side to side. Even his vivid imagination found the situation bizarre. “You can’t talk, you’re a puppet,” he whispered.




Ah, but I am a special puppet. I seek someone who is in need of a friend, and will be mine, someone who will treat me with kindness. In exchange, I will help my friend live a happier life.




Oblivious to those around him, Sherman pressed his forehead against the glass and continued to whisper to the green character. “How are you able to speak in my head?”

I’m magical.




“So why don’t you magic yourself out of there and into a different

form?”




I can’t. I was cursed centuries ago by a witch to live eternally as a child’s toy. I am a slave to the whims of whoever takes possession and owns me.




Sherman swore the puppet’s face drooped with sadness.




My life has been an endless series of playthings for unpleasant children. I have been kicked, thrown, cut with scissors, vivisected, and ripped apart by the family dog.




Sherman tisked and shook his head. “That’s terrible.”




Alas, my existence is an intolerable cycle of abuse and destruction only to be renewed as something new.




Sherman jumped at the shriek of his name and turned to his wife.




“Sherman Davis, what do you think you are doing?” she called, hands on her hips, foot tapping with impatience. “I’m not talking to hear myself speak. You are supposed to be beside me. Now get over here.”




Sherman turned back to the window.




The clicking of her heels on the polished tiled floor reverberated in his ears as she marched towards him. Grimacing, he said, “Get ready, the banshee is coming with a full head of steam.”




Her reflection in the window displayed a woman in a perpetual state of anger. Red faced, she pushed his shoulder and her voice rose in octaves as she spoke.




“What the hell are you drooling over in a toy store? Sherman you are twenty-eight years old. We have no children, nieces or nephews young enough for a stuffed toy. Let’s go.”




She stomped half-way down the walkway before stopping to look back. Her eyes widened with disbelief when Sherman failed to obey.




“I know where you are going, dear. I’ll be along shortly. I just want to visit with my new

friend,” he said, pointing to the dragon. “He has had an interesting life. Cursed by a witch,

destroyed many times only to return as another toy.”




Lenora returned, spun him around and grabbed his arms. As her heated glare bored into him, she commanded, “Start walking, I need to get make-up and a new pair of shoes.” Her voice now echoing to the upper floors.




Sherman noticed people peering over the bannisters at them, and a small smile spread his lips. Let these people see him being bullied by his wife. He would stay calm, and speak softly.




“Lenora,” he purred, “It is not often I discover something so unusual that it catches my attention and brings back memories of my childhood. I will remain here a little longer and discuss this with my new acquaintance. I will join you in the shoe department when I finish here.”




















CHAPTER TWO




AN OLDER MAN stood by the cash register near the door. He stared through the glass store front with a faraway look in his eyes and a pleasant smile on his face. Although he wasn’t looking at Sherman, his head nodded up and down as though making a decision about something important.




“That’s Mr. Peabody, the store manager. He knows things, lots of things. He has a gift of matching toys to particular people. If he believes you and I should be together, he will sell me at a price you can’t refuse. Go ahead, enter the store and see what happens.”




Sherman refocused on his wife and whispered, “He is something special.”




Lenora opened her mouth to protest, but Sherman raised his hand to cut her off. “I have never had a puppet or any toy for that matter talk to me. I will have him and damn the cost. He is far more than a toy and to hand him over to children or share him with relatives would be a crime. I will not share his magic with friends or strangers, he is mine.”




He shrugged out of Lenora’s grip and walked into the store.




Mr. Peabody strolled from behind the counter with a horse-toothed smile spread from ear to ear and his hand outstretched. “Hello. Welcome to Wonderous Wonders, where the toys are more than mere playthings.”




Sherman liked him immediately. Clasping hands with the boisterous fellow, Sherman couldn’t help but smile, infected by the man’s joviality. “I noticed your dragon puppet, was infatuated by him to be honest, and I wanted to inquire about the price.”




“Well,” Peabody said, waving a hand toward the puppet display.

“let’s go take a look.”




As they moved toward the stand holding the various puppets, Sherman sucked in a breath when he saw the dragon puppet no longer pressed to the window, but turned inward, watching their approach. It winked at him.




Mr. Peabody removed the dragon from the rack and slipped the puppet onto Sherman’s hand. With a conspiratorial twinkle in his eye, he said. “Talon here, is one of a kind.”




“Yes, I got that impression already.
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