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Moriarty and Moran:
an Introduction


After his ejection from the SAS, Captain Sebastian Moran is at loose ends — until he meets a brilliant, short-tempered hacker named Jay Moriarty ...


The Casefile of Jay Moriarty is an ongoing queer con & heist series about a modern-day version of two iconic Sherlock Holmes villains. Most of these stories can be read on their own, but you may wish to start with the first instalment in the series:
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Waylaid


Kitty Winter hadn’t been sure whether to attend the grand reopening of the Marigold Cinema until it was announced the evening’s screening would be a double feature: Body Heat and Serial Mom.


The cinema had caught fire last year, nearly burning to the ground; an extensive reconstruction was announced almost immediately, and the new owners clearly wanted to rebuild the place exactly as it was. Unfortunately, that meant the toilets were still inexcusably tiny; Kitty spent most of the fifteen-minute interval between films standing in the queue for the ladies’, which left just a scant few minutes for a smoke before the next feature started. She hurriedly ducked into the alley behind the cinema to find someone already there—a man, and one she recognised.


There were people who had a place in your life not because they were friends or family, but simply because they shared a corner of the world with you. Sebastian was one of those people. Within the past three years, there were very few times Kitty would step away from one of her escort jobs for a smoke and not bump into him.


As he usually did, Sebastian acknowledged Kitty’s presence with a friendly nod.


Kitty’s disposable lighter was on its last legs; she thumbed the trigger in vain for a few seconds before Sebastian said, “Here,” and drew his own lighter from his pocket. It was the reusable metal sort, dinged and tarnished; Sebastian dressed well, wore an antique watch in impeccable condition, and yet insisted on using a lighter that looked like it had been through the wars.


It did, however, light up on the first try. Kitty stepped closer and lit her cigarette off the small orange flame, taking a long, slow drag. “Thanks.”


Sebastian snapped the lighter shut. “You working tonight?”


It was a simple question, without judgement, and one he’d probably guessed the answer to already. Kitty usually wore her hair in a bun when she was on the job, with a little black dress and pumps—all the better to blend in with her clients’ high-society peers. Tonight she’d left her curls loose, gone a little overboard with the makeup, and opted for an outfit that made her look like a business-casual witch; she was going out alone, and had nobody to impress but herself.


By now, Kitty had trained herself out of the habit of shaking her head; the pins in her spine didn’t allow for much movement in her neck. “Not tonight,” she said. “I just love movies about evil women. Especially when they’re Kathleen Turner.”


There was a knowing air to Sebastian’s smile. “Makes sense.”


Kitty raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”


“She has a way of talking with her eyes.” Sebastian gestured to his own eyes, cigarette still held between two fingers. “You do the same thing.”


“I may,” Kitty said archly, “have worn out a tape of Romancing the Stone when I was little.” She took another drag off her cigarette. “Are you working tonight?”


There were stranger places to meet clients, although Kitty would be hard-pressed to name more than five. Sebastian, however, shook his head. “I was supposed to be here with my partner, but he—” something complicated flickered across his expression. “—he couldn’t make it.”


It wasn’t exactly a shock to hear Sebastian mention a male partner; he’d never once looked down her top, despite multiple opportunities to do so. It was more surprising to hear him mention a partner at all.


They weren’t exactly friends. Sebastian hadn’t asked when he surely noticed Kitty couldn’t turn her head anymore, and Kitty hadn’t said anything when Sebastian appeared at a reception with a set of fresh scars across one side of his face.


She exhaled a lungful of smoke in lieu of speaking.


Sebastian sighed and checked his watch. “Interval’s almost over,” he observed, and stubbed out his own cigarette on the heel of his boot.


Kitty groaned; the next time she was out of cigarettes, she knew she’d hate herself for not finishing this one. She reluctantly dropped it to the pavement, grinding it out with her shoe.


Sebastian held the door for her as they slipped back into the cinema.









A crowd lingered in the Marigold’s lobby after the second feature wrapped up; it was just a few minutes from midnight, and those who’d attended the reopening in pairs or groups were all deciding where the evening would take them next.


Kitty, meanwhile, had come alone. And her neck and back were both approaching their limits for the day.


She passed Sebastian on her way out; he was talking to one of the staff, but had his jacket over his arm—clearly on his way home as well. She gave him a small wave, and he spared her a brief nod in response.


It was less than five minutes to the nearest tube station at a normal stride, but a bit longer in the three-inch heels Kitty was wearing. The walk was nice enough, down a wide street in Soho with row upon row of old Victorian shopfronts to either side. Then she descended the stairs into the underground, and the arched, white-tiled tunnels closed in around her. The station was nearly empty this time of night, the steady click-click of Kitty’s heels echoing from every direction.


After a moment, several other sets of footsteps joined in.


Kitty couldn’t look over her shoulder without turning her whole upper body into the movement; instead, she casually reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She switched on the front camera, angling it to check the tunnel behind her.


A loose group of three men ambled along about five meters behind. All of them were looking at her.


Kitty’s gut twisted into a knot. She kept walking, eyes firmly forward.


“Oi!” a man’s voice called out, loud and echoing and faintly mocking. “Oi, Kitty!”


Kitty’s heart rate lurched into high gear. She clenched her jaw and sped up her steps; if she ran outright, that might only provoke them further.


One set of footsteps hurried to catch up. A large hand grabbed Kitty by the arm and spun her around, shoving her into the wall of the tunnel.


Kitty’s hand darted back into her purse and, this time, emerged with a handheld cattle prod. It didn’t do much through clothing, but worked a treat on bare skin; she jabbed the prongs into the man’s neck, just where it emerged from the loose collar of his shirt, and pressed the trigger.


There was a sharp crackling sound; the man swore as he staggered back, releasing his grip on Kitty’s arm. Kitty pushed away from the wall, kicked off her shoes, and ran as fast as she could.


The other men were shouting now, their voices and footsteps clattering down the length of the tunnel. Kitty wasn’t as fast as she used to be; she could hear them getting closer.


A sharp tug wrenched her head back; one of them had managed to grab her by the hair. It bent her neck in ways it didn’t bend anymore, and sharp pain lanced all the way down to the base of her spine. Kitty gasped, muscles seizing as her legs crumpled under her.


Even with her back and neck fused into one long column of agony, Kitty managed to roll until she was sitting on the floor, cattle prod held in front of her as a barrier. It was enough to make her pursuers hesitate; the one she’d shocked was still hunched over, clutching the spot where she’d tagged him.


There was a blur of movement from behind the men. One of them cried out and crumpled as something hit him in the back of the leg; a knee to the base of his skull sent him sprawling and dazed onto the floor. The other two turned to face the new threat. One immediately took a strike to the throat and doubled over. His companion managed to swing a punch at their attacker’s head, only for the blow to be neatly blocked, turned aside, and countered with a backhanded slap to the ear.


The man who’d been knocked to the floor staggered to his feet, but whatever bravado led him to attack lone women in empty underground stations didn’t extend to fights with trained opponents. He fled down a side tunnel, and his two companions quickly followed.


And then Kitty found herself looking up at Sebastian, tall and imposing as he stood over her. He was breathing slowly, deliberately, and in his eyes Kitty could see something feral and dangerous being shoved back into its cage.


“All right?” Sebastian asked, with forced calm.


Kitty folded her legs under herself and tried to stand, but the attempt jostled something in her neck; she gasped and slumped back down to her knees. “Not really.”


Sebastian stepped forward, extending a hand.


With a slow breath, Kitty reached back and gripped his hand tight. Sebastian moved in to pull her up until she was standing, clutching Sebastian’s elbow to stay on her feet.


Sebastian considered Kitty’s hands around his arm and said, “You all right to get home?”


Her platform wasn’t far, but once she got off the train there’d be escalators, and more walking—and every step would be hell until she got home and took her painkillers.


“No,” Kitty admitted with a sigh, “I’m not.”









Sebastian couldn’t help but be impressed by Kitty’s grip. She’d practically cut off the circulation in his arm.


He’d been about to hail a cab outside the Marigold when he saw a small group of men detach from the loose crowd around the cinema and amble away down the street, the same way Kitty had gone. Instinct pushed him to follow—and, unfortunately, this time he wasn’t just being paranoid.


Kitty’s fingers clamped down harder as she noticed they were heading up, not down. “I can’t afford a cab,” she said, tight and pained.


“It’s fine,” Sebastian replied gently, as they emerged back onto the street. “I’ve got it.”


There were still enough taxis on the street that it didn’t take long to hail one. Kitty’s neck didn’t seem to enjoy the movements necessary to fold into the seat, and Sebastian helped her in before circling around to the other side. She rattled off her address to the driver, and then they were moving.
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