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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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Crossed Paths






eyrieheart


Friendly reminder that not all Wings of Grimpeak fans are transphobic. It’s called separating the art from the artist. H.P. Lovecraft was a huge racist—does that mean all Lovecraft fans are racists?




milfzilla


lovecraft is dead and can’t hurt anyone. anya clay is still alive and posting stuff like this:




Anya Clay


@theanyaclay


Not content with grooming just the children of Newcastle, the “charity” known as Cygnets is expanding its operations nationwide with a new headquarters in London. If something isn’t done, this insidious organisation will indoctrinate even more of our children into harmful transgender ideology.





which is blatant incitement, and she posted that YESTERDAY. she's not some dead guy from 100 years ago, she’s an active threat to trans kids and the organizations meant to help them. if you buy her books, that’s what you’re supporting.







eyrieheart


Where in that post is she inciting anything? You’re trying to start a witch hunt against someone just because she has unpopular opinions.


Wings of Grimpeak is really important to a lot of people. It’s not okay for you to try and take that away just because the author isn’t perfect.







lesbianjumpscare


What exactly do you think she means by “if something isn’t done”







lesbianjumpscare


lol, she blocked me











With the affected cheer of a self-checkout machine, the doctor asked, “How are we doing today?”


Jay Moriarty’s honest answer was, “Annoyed.”


His appointment was booked for 4:30 PM. The receptionist had sternly told him not to be late. Jay proceeded to show up at 4:15, only to sit in the stuffy, overheated waiting room for the next forty-five minutes until they finally sent him to an examination room. There, he’d waited for another ten minutes before the doctor showed up.


It was never the same doctor twice, so Jay didn’t bother to learn their names. This one was a woman of about thirty who had a condescending air that put Jay on edge almost immediately.


“I’m sorry to hear that.” The doctor crossed the room to sit at the small computer desk in the corner. “I’m afraid the delay couldn’t be helped. What brings you in today?”


Jay had no intention of being examined today, so he’d parked himself in the uncomfortable plastic chair by the desk. It squeaked as he shifted his weight and crossed his arms. “I sent an email last week, asking your office to forward my medical records. I was then called, this morning, and told I needed to come in and give verbal consent for the transfer.”


The doctor frowned—her first display of real emotion since she’d arrived. “We only need written consent—”


“I know that,” Jay interrupted. “Your secretary doesn’t, apparently.”


“Right. Well.” The doctor cleared her throat and turned to the computer. “I can put a note in. Where are the records going?”


“Stamford Medical. It’s a private surgery.”


“And what are you having done there?”


Jay took a breath and steeled himself. “A bilateral mastectomy.”


The doctor’s hands hesitated over the keyboard. “… Gender reassignment surgery.”


“Yes.”


The doctor turned away from the computer to regard Jay with a faintly disapproving expression. “A procedure like that has risks—”


“I’m aware of the risks.”


“I’m sure,” the doctor said, rolling right over him, “but the NHS has its own gender transition services—”


“I was referred to the gender clinic four years ago.” Jay held the doctor’s gaze, tension building in his neck and shoulders. “Still waiting on a first appointment. I was supposed to start treatment within eighteen weeks—that’s the rule. I looked it up.”


“Yes, well, the clinic’s resources are … limited.” The doctor was the first to break eye contact, looking down at her clasped hands. “I understand your frustration. It’s … unfortunate that you’ve had to resort to private treatment. But it’s my duty as your doctor to consider the medical consequences of what you’re doing. Long-term testosterone use could affect your fertility—”


Jay groaned. Inevitably, it all came back to that.


“—and a mastectomy means you’ll never be able to breastfeed—”


“I’m not getting pregnant,” Jay said. “Ever.”


“Well, you say that now—”


“All I need you to do,” Jay snapped at her, “is transfer the records. Are you going to do it, or not?”


The doctor’s mouth settled into a flat, dissatisfied line. She turned back to the computer and wrote up a quick note. “All right.” Then, in icy tones, she said, “Is there anything else I can help you with?”


“I seriously doubt it.”


And with that, Jay stood and walked out.


Rage coiled up beneath his jaw as he made his way out of the clinic and onto the damp, chilly street. Fucking doctors. Fucking bureaucracy. This fucking country—millions of people who had more say than he did over his own fucking body—


Jay’s phone pinged, informing him that Sebastian Moran was within a kilometre of his current position.


His stride faltered, and he paused there on the sidewalk, phone in hand. When he’d set up the alert, weeks ago, Jay’s intent had been to avoid Moran at all costs; it was a fairly simple script that compared his phone’s GPS location to Moran’s, then notified him if they got too close to each other.


But one of Jay’s jobs had thrown them together again anyway. In the aftermath, he and Moran were—well, not dating. But Jay didn’t want to avoid him anymore.


The alert only came through because Jay had forgotten to disable the script. It would, of course, be utterly perverse to look up Moran’s location without his knowledge and use that information to track him down.


After only a moment’s hesitation, Jay pulled up the coordinates.





The GPS in Moran’s phone led Jay across the canal and round the back of a modern but otherwise unremarkable office block. There he found a door and a sign that read, “McMurdo Martial Arts Club.”


The interior of the club was an open, warehouse-like space with an awkwardly low ceiling and rows of punching bags along each wall. Scattered around the room were maybe a dozen of the club’s members—a few of them women, but with men as the vast majority. None of them paid Jay any attention beyond a first glance at the new person in the room. He was, to them, unremarkable; a little on the short side, perhaps, but no more so than the smallest of the others.


It was a luxury Jay had gone without for most of his life: the ability to stand unnoticed in a room full of men.


An elevated boxing ring dominated the centre of the gym’s floor space. Within it, Sebastian Moran sparred with another man roughly his own size.


Moran fought with swift, simple, yet brutal strikes. It wasn’t a combat style intended for public performance; instead, Moran seemed intent on driving his opponent to the floor and keeping him there. This was clearly a friendly match, and yet Moran moved like an apex predator. Like something built to kill.


Jay was entranced.


Over his opponent’s shoulder, Moran glanced up and met Jay’s eyes. The corner of his mouth twitched, and his chin lifted in a nod of acknowledgement. His opponent, sensing the distraction, rushed in to take advantage of it.


Moran reflexively slammed the heel of his palm into the man’s throat, sending him to the floor.


“Fuck!” the man choked out, clutching at his neck.


Moran was instantly apologetic and rushed over to help the man to his feet; they exchanged a few words before Moran patted him on the shoulder and made for the edge of the ring. He hopped down and strode at a leisurely pace meet Jay, unwinding the wraps around his hands.


Some weeks ago, Moran had suffered three lacerations to the side of his face. They’d mostly healed by now, leaving pale, raised scars that gave him a certain rakish air.


He was smiling, but nervous tension lurked beneath it. In a low voice, he asked, “Everything all right?”


Jay—who had, up until that moment, been thinking about licking the sweat from the hollow of Moran’s collarbone—said, “What?”


“The last time you came and found me somewhere, it was because the building was about to burn down.”


“No, everything’s fine,” Jay said, in a flustered rush. “I was—” he realised how trite it sounded as he was saying it, “—in the area.”


The tension in Moran’s expression eased into wry amusement. “Still tracking my phone?”
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