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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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The Call




Sebastian Moran woke from a sound sleep to the sharp trill of his phone.


He groaned and pawed blindly at the nightstand, nearly fumbling the phone onto the floor. It automatically silenced itself from midnight to 0600; only calls from a handful of numbers were allowed to override that. Sebastian peered at the screen, squinting at the brightness in the dark.


Jay was calling him. He thumbed the “answer” button and put the phone to his ear with a sleepy, “Yeah?”


“Sebastian?” There was a tremor in Jay’s voice.


Sebastian’s eyes snapped open as he sat bolt upright in bed. “What’s wrong?”


“I need you.” The words were rushed and stumbling. “Help me.”


Sebastian kicked the covers aside and leapt to his feet. “Where are you?”


“Home, but—but I can’t stay here. I think they followed me.” There was a sharp intake of breath—a reaction to something Jay had seen. “Fuck.”


Sebastian hurried to the dresser, yanking drawers open. “Who’s following you?” No answer; only silence. “Jay?”


With a beep, the line went dead.


Sebastian tossed the phone aside and dressed as quickly as possible—jeans and an old Henley, clothes he wouldn’t mind getting bloody. Same went for the worn bomber jacket he shrugged into as he made for the door. He hesitated with his hand on the doorknob and circled back, retrieving the nine-inch Bowie knife he kept under the mattress and shoving it into his belt.


Then he was out onto the street, phone in hand as he called for a cab.









Three days prior to that late-night phone call, Sebastian received a typically direct text from Jay:






Dinner?







Sebastian, accustomed to this by now, texted back:






Sure. Chinese?







It was only once they’d arrived at Sebastian’s favourite dim sum place that he realised Jay was anticipating some run-of-the-mill takeaway, not the upmarket two-story art deco establishment they were now sitting in. The restaurant’s polished wooden tables were small and packed tightly together; Sebastian and Jay might as well have been in each others’ laps.


Jay ordered the prawn fried rice but spent most of the evening stealing bites from the dishes on Sebastian’s side of the table, to the point where Sebastian simply pushed them all into the centre. This was also typical, ever since they got back from Spain. Sebastian chose to take it as a compliment.


They chatted idly about Sebastian’s work (he’d been approached to consult on a video game, which somehow involved more confidentiality paperwork than when he’d been working for the government) and Jay’s latest project (an attempt to build his own fully-encrypted messaging app) until the small-talk petered out and Jay took on a tense, awkward air.


“I’ll be out of contact for a few days,” he said.


Sebastian raised an eyebrow. “Work?” he guessed.


Jay nodded. “I don’t take my personal phone with me on jobs like this.”


Sebastian snatched a vegetable dumpling away from Jay’s chopsticks; there were only a few left, and Jay had inhaled the bulk of them. “What kind of job?”


“Art museum.” Jay took advantage of Sebastian’s distraction to nick one of his steamed buns instead. “I’m handling security.”


It would hardly be the first time Jay dropped out of contact for a few days. Depending what he was working on, he had a tendency to forget other people existed. Still … “Need any help?”


For a moment, Jay seemed intrigued by the idea; then he shrugged. “It’s not your sort of thing. You’d be bored to tears.”


Sebastian elected not to point out his own capacity for boredom was much better than Jay’s. “So when do you start?”


“I’m meeting my contact tomorrow afternoon.” Jay fidgeted with his chopsticks, the delicate joint in his wrist flexing as he flipped them back and forth. It was warm in the restaurant, and Jay had dressed for the cold outside; his hair clung to the faintly damp skin at his temples and around his ears. Sebastian succumbed to temptation and reached across the table to brush it back.


Jay glanced up and met Sebastian’s eyes with an intrigued look.


With false innocence, Sebastian asked, “No plans tonight, then?”


Jay’s mouth opened a little, teeth dragging across his lower lip. “Not yet.”









The knife was a comforting weight at Sebastian’s side as his cab dropped him off near Camden Town, far enough from Jay’s place that he could approach on foot without drawing too much attention. The bars and pubs were still open, the noise of them fading at Sebastian’s back as he made his way along the canal to Jay’s converted warehouse flat.


There was a car parked on the street outside: a nondescript grey sedan that hadn’t been on the road very long. Sebastian could just make out the shadows of two people sitting inside.


The lock on the building’s front door was broken, subtly enough that it wasn’t visible from the street; the damage wouldn’t be noticed until morning. Sebastian slipped carefully up the stairs to find the door of Jay’s flat resting on the latch, cheap particle-board slightly crumpled where a crowbar had pried it open.


Inside was utter disaster: furniture shoved aside, drawers pulled out and dumped. Jay’s laptop was absent from its usual spot on the desk, but the auxiliary monitors and other equipment were still in place. Nothing broken or overturned; someone had thoroughly searched the place, but there was no sign of a struggle or a fight. At least, not much of one.


Behind him, the door opened.


Two men let themselves into the flat; both were about Sebastian’s size, although one was bulkier through the neck and shoulders. They wore similar clothes—black shirts and jeans, bulky canvas jackets—and had the same severe crew cut.


The pair radiated the familiar irritation of men who’d been sitting around doing nothing for at least half an hour, and clearly looked forward to venting it. The nervous tension in Sebastian’s neck and shoulders eased.


“You took your time getting up here,” he said.


It wasn’t what they’d been expecting to hear. The two exchanged a wordless, hesitant glance, and the smaller one encouraged his burlier companion forward. The man grumbled and made a reluctant grab for Sebastian.


Sebastian caught the man’s wrist and slammed the palm of his free hand into the outside of his elbow, folding it in the exact wrong direction.


The man’s scream took on a higher pitch when Sebastian followed up with a stamp to his instep. He doubled over, allowing Sebastian to bring his opponent’s face down into the upward snap of his knee.


Sebastian shoved the man’s crumpling body aside just in time to dodge a punch from his partner, but wasn’t fast enough to avoid a brutal front kick to the gut. He stumbled back with a wheeze, colliding with the edge of Jay’s desk. A breathless little laugh slipped from his lips as he steadied himself against it.
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