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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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A Reckoning in Whitehall
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Dissociation


Jay was in Year 11 the first time it happened.


A few weeks had passed since the trip to London, and there was a nervous energy in the air as he stepped through the school’s front doors. A low, subdued mutter filled the halls; everyone had their phones out, gathered into small knots of hushed conversation—all of them looking at the same thing.


Jay spotted Samira a little way down the corridor; she sat next to him in their Maths class, and they knew each other well enough for Jay to sidle up and ask, “What’s going on?”


“It’s Mr. Schofield,” Samira replied, showing him the article on her phone. “Some kind of gang thing.”


Jay nodded and hurried away, scanning faces among the students. He and Paige hadn’t really spoken since London, but when he spotted her down near the end of the hallway—head down, as if desperate to avoid notice—she looked right at him. Her eyes were wide, her face ashen.


She knew. And she was terrified of him.









Jay woke with a certainty that something was wrong.


It was the middle of the night; his bedroom was dark, curtains drawn, only a few slivers of light from the streets outside peeking through. Beneath the heavy patter of rain against the windows came the sound of someone moving around the flat.


Jay eased the covers back and rolled off the bed, moving as quietly as he could and wishing—not for the first time—that the loft had an actual bedroom door he could close. He couldn’t exactly call 999, what with the dubiously-legal equipment and stolen 18th-century painting in here. Moran had apparently hidden a few knives around the place, but he’d refused to tell Jay where they were; Moran was of the opinion that the best way to get stabbed was to fight with a knife you weren’t trained to use.


There was a low scraping noise from the far end of the flat as the intruder collided with something in the dark—probably the coffee table.


Jay snagged his phone off the nightstand. Moran had some networking event tonight, but by this hour he was probably back at his own flat—and Chelsea was twenty minutes’ drive away. Jay would have to hide or hold out for at least that long. Tapping frantically at the screen, he pulled up Moran’s number in his contacts and hit the call button.


At the other end of the loft, a phone began to ring.


Jay frowned down at his phone for a moment, then peered around the dividing wall between his bedroom and the rest of the flat. All he could see of the intruder was their silhouette in the dark, tall and intimidating and oddly unresponsive to the phone going off in their pocket. Jay stood and edged through the doorway, reaching for the light switch.


The lights snapped on and revealed Sebastian Moran, his suit drenched through to the skin, pale and shivering and staring at Jay in utter confusion.









Sebastian couldn’t remember what the reception was actually for; there had been so many since the election that they’d all started to blur together. The social circles of the new government broadly overlapped with the old, but an influx of new faces in key positions necessitated a flurry of networking as the country’s private agencies, contractors, and consultants scrambled to either maintain their established positions or make a grab for better prospects.


While he’d built up a decent client base over the past three years or so, word of mouth would only get Sebastian so far. Events like this were, unfortunately, a professional necessity. He’d decided against dragging Jay along; he’d get bored immediately, and a bored Jay was too destructive a force to set loose on the nation’s halls of power. Sebastian couldn’t help missing him anyway.


So far, the evening had yielded at least one result: Rory Franklin, CEO of a software firm which was being contracted to warehouse and manage several government databases. The contract required certain security standards to be met, which was where Sebastian could be of service.


Franklin seemed particularly enamoured with Sebastian’s military background, eagerly taking the card Sebastian handed him. Then someone was calling him away, and Sebastian took the opportunity to get another drink.


He’d just sidled up to the bar when he felt a light tap on his shoulder. He turned—


And was standing in a flat. Jay’s flat.


He shivered; his clothes were soaked through, clinging to his skin. Rain pattered against the windows, but it hadn’t been raining when he arrived at the party.


Jay stood in the doorway to his bedroom, dressed for bed and staring at Sebastian with an alarmed, perplexed look.


“Jay?” Sebastian’s voice was a low croak.


Jay blinked. “What are you doing here?”


“I—I don’t know.” Sebastian’s heart thumped hard against his ribs, panic rising up his throat. “Jay, I don’t know how I got here.” Another shiver wracked his frame, clacking his teeth together; his arms moved without volition to wrap around himself, struggling to warm himself.


Jay moved immediately, hurrying across the flat to where Sebastian stood. “Come on,” he said, and ushered Sebastian toward the bathroom.


Sebastian went where he was led, stumbling to a halt next to the bathtub. His clothes dripped onto the tile.


“Take that off,” Jay said, gesturing to Sebastian’s drenched suit.


The order made something uneasy twist in Sebastian’s guts, and that didn’t make any sense. He’d been naked in front of Jay before—many times. He quite enjoyed it, usually.


Sebastian did his best to shake off the feeling and shrugged awkwardly out of his jacket; the wet fabric clung to the shirt beneath, turning the simple gesture into a prolonged struggle until he finally managed to get the jacket off and drop it over the side of the tub. He tugged his tie off and tried to undo his collar, but his cold, numb fingers fumbled uselessly at the buttons.


“Here,” Jay murmured, stepping in close and pushing Sebastian’s hands aside to unbutton the collar himself. He moved swiftly along Sebastian’s shirt-front, popping the rest of the buttons open, then continued downward to undo Sebastian’s belt.


Sebastian’s heart leapt into his throat; there was a sick lurch in the pit of his stomach. His hands clamped tight around Jay’s wrists, holding them still.


Jay froze in Sebastian’s grip, eyes searching his face. “Okay,” he said gently, releasing his hold on Sebastian’s belt. “It’s okay.”


With a shaky breath, Sebastian pried his fingers off Jay’s wrists.


Jay stepped away and said, “I’ll be right back,” leaving Sebastian to finish undressing himself as he exited the bathroom.


Sebastian managed to strip the rest of his clothes off, leaving them along the edge of the tub as he scrubbed a towel over his damp skin and dripping hair. He wrapped the towel around his waist as Jay returned, carrying an old t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants that Sebastian had left here. Sebastian dressed quickly, relief washing over him at the feeling of worn, soft fabric against his skin.


“Go sit down.” Jay stepped out of the bathroom again, headed for the kitchen.


Sebastian staggered back out into the loft, sitting stiffly on Jay’s awful sofa. Jay put the kettle on to boil while he washed a few mugs; he’d been letting the dishes pile up. It was so reassuringly normal, and a smile tugged briefly at Sebastian’s lips.


Finally Jay made his way over to the sofa, a mug in each hand. He handed one to Sebastian and sat next to him.


Sebastian curled forward around the mug, breathing in the steam. He couldn’t stop shivering. Couldn’t seem to get warm.


Jay’s fingers tapped restlessly against his own mug. “What happened?”


“Don’t know,” Sebastian mumbled. “I was at the party, and then I was here.”


Jay’s eyes narrowed. “Were you drugged?”


Disoriented as Sebastian was, he didn’t feel drugged. There was no odd taste in his mouth, no grogginess … he checked his watch, which was a bit waterlogged but still seemed to be working. It was about 2:00 in the morning; nothing he could have been slipped would wear off that quickly. “I don’t think so.”


“All right,” Jay said, thinking, “have you ever lost time like this before?”


The moment the question left Jay’s mouth, Sebastian felt like an idiot. “Once,” he said. “At Eton.”


Jay didn’t look pleased to hear that. He already knew the broad strokes of what had happened to Sebastian at the boarding schools he’d attended as a child; Sebastian hadn’t gone into detail, and Jay hadn’t asked him. Now, though, Sebastian couldn’t stop the words from tumbling out—he’d never been able to hide anything from Jay, and he didn’t want to.


“There was this older boy,” he said. “Collier. His family was new money. Nobody wanted anything to do with him.” He swallowed around the lump in his throat. “At least, until he started picking on little fairy Moran.”


At first, it was nothing new. The purpose of public school was to make boys into men, and that meant catching any hint of emotion, sentiment, softness, and brutalising it away. And Sebastian was everything they hated. Being gay was one thing—boys got each other off all the time—but being a faggot was another.


Officially, corporal punishment had been abolished by the time Sebastian was sent away to school. Unofficially, those among the students who’d enjoyed certain privileges for centuries were slow to abandon tradition. Because that’s what it was: tradition. Ritual. Just the way things were.


Collier, though …


Sebastian remembered the laughter more than anything else. The more Collier hurt him, the more the rest of them egged him on. “It got worse, and worse, and—and one day he—we were in the changing rooms and he—”


He didn’t dare say it out loud. When he called it what it was, everyone always looked so disgusted with him. Like he’d polluted the air with the word “rape.” He couldn’t bear it if Jay looked at him like that; he kept his eyes on his mug.


“The masters must’ve known,” Sebastian went on, voice hollow. “Everyone knew. But they didn’t do anything, and he was … there, every day. I couldn’t get away from him. And then after a few days I … blacked out, or something. Wound up at the hospital a few miles away. No idea how I got there.”


That was where Sebastian’s mother had found him. The school hadn’t told her he was missing, at first—then they claimed he must have run away.


“Mum pulled me out. Collier was in upper sixth, he was finishing in a few months, so she just … kept me home, until he was gone. Brought in tutors so I wouldn’t fall behind.” Sebastian shrugged. “Never did figure out what she told my father, but I’m sure it wasn’t the truth.”


Jay was quiet for a moment, as if waiting for more, but Sebastian had run out of things to say.


“And you haven’t seen him since?”


Sebastian shook his head. “We went to different universities. Then I heard he’d moved to the States.”


Jay made a thoughtful noise and set his mug on the coffee table, reaching for his phone. Sebastian finally dared to look at him; he was digging up the phone number of a hotel.


It was the hotel where the reception had been held.


“This Collier,” Jay said. “What was his full name?”


“Jason,” Sebastian replied, after a moment’s thought. The name felt unfamiliar in his mouth; he’d known it, but nobody ever used given names at school. “Jason Collier.”


Jay shuffled back along the sofa until he was resting against one arm and hit the “call” button. “Hi,” he said after a few seconds, shifting abruptly into a bright, friendly phone voice. “I work in Jason Collier’s office, and I’ve been trying to get ahold of him—is he still at the party?”


Something dark flickered across Jay’s face, and Sebastian immediately knew what the answer had to be.


“No, no, it’s fine,” Jay said, the upbeat pitch of his voice a sharp contrast to his expression. “I’ll talk to him tomorrow. Thank you.” He jabbed the “end call” button with his thumb and tossed the phone back onto the coffee table.


“Someone tapped me on the shoulder,” Sebastian said. Everything past that point was still a blank, but if he’d turned around to see his face, up close …


“You blacked out again,” Jay surmised, still curled up at the other end of the sofa. “And you came here—probably walked, considering the state of you when you got here.”
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