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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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August


A heat wave had settled over London, as one had every year of John’s life—and yet the whole city seemed to be completely unprepared for this turn of events. John reassured himself it wasn’t as bad as Helmand got in the summer, but that was by a slim margin.
 

He woke earlier than usual, already sticky and drenched with sweat despite the two fans blowing directly onto his bed all night; over the past few days, his Georgian-era flat had done its level best to roast him to death. Grudgingly aware that things would only get worse as the day went on, John hauled himself up out of bed and stumbled to the kitchen. He passed the sitting room on the way, where they’d opened up all the windows and set up multiple fans to get something resembling a breeze going through.


A pair of slippers propped up on the arm of the sofa confirmed the presence of John’s flatmate; over the dull roar of street noise he could just make out the sound of long, thin fingers plucking idly at the strings of a very expensive violin.


“You’re up early,” John remarked, and received a wordless grunt in response.


Waiting for the kettle to boil, John checked his phone. The latest episode of the podcast had been queued up for this morning, and already some of the analytics were rolling in. Decent traffic so far, but the automated cross-post to video had failed once again; he’d have to upload that manually.


Once he’d fixed himself a cup of tea and buttered some toast, John made his way to where he’d left his laptop on the coffee table. As he passed the front door of the flat, it opened to reveal a young woman standing in the doorway.


John stared. So did the woman—no doubt because John was wearing little more than a pair of boxers, modesty being one of the first things he abandoned as the heatwave crested.


“Er …” said the woman, after a moment. “I’m looking for Sherlock Holmes?”





“I’m really sorry,” the woman repeated, for the fourth time. She’d introduced herself as Aubrey Kruger; she was dressed in a pale blouse and knee-length skirt, her hair pulled into a bun that was already starting to fall apart. “The email said I should come right up. I didn’t think—”


“It’s fine.” John had taken a minute to duck into his room and hurriedly dress himself. The microphone was already set up on the coffee table in the sitting room, set to an omnidirectional pickup pattern. With all the background noise coming in from the fans and windows he’d have preferred to use a shotgun mic, but the main subject of his recordings tended to wander about the room. “Sherlock is supposed to tell me when we’ve got clients coming over.”


“You were asleep,” Sherlock said, unrepentant. “And Ms. Kruger is quite anxious.”


Aubrey winced. “Was I that obvious?”


“Not in your correspondence, no,” Sherlock assured her. “You were perfectly professional. However, the shoes you’re wearing have a rather heavy block heel, which gives your tread a distinctive signature. You were pacing up and down the street outside from 6:50 onward, even though the Bakerloo line you would have taken from Lambeth runs every seven to eight minutes. You were wary of arriving late to our appointment, and so took an earlier train. That, to me, suggests a matter of great concern.”


The expression on Aubrey’s face was, by this point, familiar to John. “I … yes,” she managed to stammer out. “You see, a few days ago I got a call from my mum …” she trailed off, eyeing the microphone. “Sorry, did you say this was for a podcast?”


“That’s right,” John confirmed proudly. “True crime. The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes. Have you heard of it?”


“No,” Aubrey replied immediately, taking the wind right out of John’s sails. “My mate Violet said you were a big help when she had that weird job offer, but she never mentioned—”


“You received a call from your mother,” Sherlock broke in, irritated by this particular tangent.


“Right,” Aubrey said, getting back on track. “Only it wasn’t Mum—it’s this doctor, calling me from her phone. He said—” the words caught in her throat, and she took a shaky breath, “—he said she’d been in an accident, and I needed to get to the hospital right away. Mum lives in Sheffield, so I had to get a train, and the whole time I’m thinking this is it, this is how it happens, and …”


She paused, briefly overcome; John reached for the box of tissues on the coffee table and passed it to her. “Take your time.”


Aubrey sniffled and grabbed a few tissues, dabbing lightly at her eyes—careful not to smear her makeup. “So I get to the hospital, and Mum’s not even there! They’ve got no record of her at all. I try to call her, but it doesn’t go through—just keeps ringing. Finally I think to stop by the house, and there she is!”


“She’d been discharged?” John guessed.


“No, she was fine!” Aubrey said, baffled and a little angry. “There was never any accident at all. Her phone wasn’t working ‘cause someone had managed to steal her number, or something.”


“A SIM-swap,” Sherlock supplied. “It’s a fairly trivial bit of social engineering.”


“Right, that,” Aubrey said. “Anyway, I stayed overnight and got on an early train back to London. The police said it was just a prank, but … I’m not so sure. And Violet said you might be able to help.”


Sherlock had paused by the mantelpiece; his fingers tapped lightly at its edge as he gazed absently through the wall. “While you were in Sheffield,” he said, “did you run into any trouble?”


“Trouble?” Aubrey repeated, confused by the question.


“Were you followed? Waylaid? Attacked?”


“No,” Aubrey said. “Nothing like that.”


Sherlock swivelled on his heel, hands held behind his back as he studied her intently. “Aside from the situation with your mother, you didn’t encounter anything out of the ordinary?”


Aubrey shook her head.


Sherlock considered this. “And where do you work?”


“HGS,” Aubrey replied. “I’m an accountant. Junior associate.”


Sherlock appeared to find that intriguing. “Do you work from the office? Or from home?”


“Er … both, really. It’s hybrid. I’m in the office three days a week.”


“And were you scheduled to work from the office the day you received the phone call?”


“No. Well—sort of.” Aubrey seemed uncertain as to how this was relevant, but went on: “I was supposed to be helping with an audit for one of our clients, at their offices.”


Sherlock had the look of a terrier on the trail of an elusive rat. “You have a security pass for these offices, then?”


“Not exactly,” Aubrey said. “We have to check in at the front desk, and then we get a visitor pass.”


“Tell me,” Sherlock said, as the terrier found a promising burrow, “which client was this?”





As with any tech company that served an international clientele, BasePairing had branch offices all over the world. Its UK headquarters in London occupied three floors of a towering, steel-grey office complex which enclosed a small plaza in the West End, not far from Covent Garden.


John was grateful for the shade. The trip from Baker Street on the tube had been stifling; by contrast, even the scorched pavements aboveground were a relief.


The plaza was largely empty in the hours between the start of the workday and lunch; as he and Sherlock crossed, John kept his voice recorder to hand. “BasePairing, for those unfamiliar, is a genetic testing company,” he narrated aloud. “Customers can send in a DNA sample and get back … well, all sorts of results, really, about what genetic conditions they might have, their ancestry—”


“Many of which are inaccurate,” Sherlock interrupted, “as BasePairing’s testing methods border on pseudoscience.”


“I’m going to have to cut that bit,” John muttered. “This is an American company, you know. They really like suing people.” Clearing his throat, he continued, “As for what we’re doing here …”


“While I obviously can’t prevent you from sensationalising my work,” Sherlock said, after a second or two of expectant silence from John, “I’m under no obligation to participate.”


Plaintively, John said, “Sherlock …”


Sherlock sighed, conceding for the moment. “The call to Ms. Kruger was obviously intended as a lure. As nothing untoward occurred during her brief sojourn to Sheffield, it follows that the goal was not to lure her to a particular location, but away.”


“The caller wanted her out of London,” John surmised. “So, unless Aubrey happens to live next door to a bank vault …”


“… then it’s most likely the caller wanted to keep her away from BasePairing,” Sherlock concluded.


The temperature fell a few degrees as they passed through a pair of revolving glass doors into the air-conditioned lobby; John made a quiet sound of relief. A row of turnstiles stood between them and the lifts. Sherlock led the way to the glossy white reception desk off to one side, the squeak of his trainers echoing in the vaulted, glass-walled space. The receptionist looked up and noticed them, and John became keenly aware he’d sweated through his shirt.


“Hello,” Sherlock said to the receptionist, with his usual brisk manners. “My name is Sherlock Holmes. I need to speak to whoever's in charge of the BasePairing office about what happened on Tuesday.”


The receptionist blinked at him, struggling to parse the sentence. “I’m sorry?”


“Tuesday,” Sherlock repeated. “There was a security breach. Someone attempted to enter the building under a false ID.”


John’s powers of observation were nowhere near Sherlock’s level, but even he registered the exact second the receptionist decided this whole situation was above her pay grade. “Let me give them a ring,” she said, reaching for the desk phone. “If you’ll take a seat …?”
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