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Toshiba

The Architecture of Our Lives

When Sherlock was born, people knew he was different. Not
due to any sort of action on his part, but merely because his mother
was a witch.

Grayson Holmes had very little patience with that attitude.
Yes, his wife was a witch, but his children were more than just
their parentage. And if some of the murses and doctors in the
hospital had been conspicuously absent when he was walking the
corridors with his son in his arms in an effort to stop him
crying...well, that was their problem, not his.

And right now, all his attention went to the small bundle in his
arms. Sherlock had drified off to sleep again, his demon curled up
on his tiny chest, currently in the form of a baby rat, still blind and
mostly hairless.

Grayson smiled and bent down so Samieyah could look at the
baby. His deemon had been reduced to waddling awkwardly at his
- side, as there wasn't enough room in the hallway for an osprey to
flv comfortablv. =
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