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  Not Too Far Off The Mark

  by Dreig

    Summary

    The four times Sherlock failed to set up Mycroft and Greg, and the one time he succeeded.


  
    Notes

      A commission for mystradesexytimes, who asked for a 4+1 of Sherlock trying to set up Greg and Mycroft.
You can commission me to write things, details are here.
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  It was raining outside. Sheets of water were crashing down onto London’s streets, and Greg tried to shake off the lingering discomfort of damp clothes. Sherlock was spinning around the crime scene at his usual hundred miles an hour, and Greg forced himself to focus on the information that he was throwing out instead.
Even keeping his focus on Sherlock was difficult. There was a niggling at the back of his mind, distracting him every time he tried to focus on something else, and even more distracting if he tried to focus on it. Helen had arrived home late the previous evening, without an excuse. And they were always excuses, rather than reasons.
Not that dwelling on it was going to change anything. It certainly wouldn’t stop his wife from going out and finding other people to sleep it. It would not get him home any earlier, or in work for any fewer hours. It would not fix what was broken within his relationship. He wasn’t sure anymore that there was a way to fix it.
Sherlock came to a stop in front of him. Greg hoped that Sally had been paying attention, because he really had not.
“Right, thanks,” Greg said. “Good. We’ll get right on that.” He glanced towards Sally, glad to see her nod and turn away from the scene to talk to the team waiting outside in the hall.
Sherlock’s head tilted slightly, his eyes narrowing, and Greg only just stopped himself from swearing under his breath. He hated being on the receiving end of that look. It never ended well, and he knew exactly what it was that the detective was going to pick up on.
“You’re distracted,” Sherlock told him.
“Sherlock,” Greg said warningly, fully aware that it was going to fall on deaf ears.
“Your wife was late home last night. She’s having another affair. She doesn’t care if you know about it,” Sherlock continued blithely. Greg was vaguely aware of John hissing something at Sherlock, mostly likely a scold.
“Sherlock, leave it alone,” Greg snapped. It was bad enough that it was happening, again, without Sherlock announcing it to his colleagues. His work life did not need to be loudly informed about his personal life.
“He’s a Lawyer,” Sherlock continued. “Don’t take her back.”
“I really don’t need your input on my marriage,” Greg told him, folding his arms. A lawyer, Jesus. Knowing that it was happening didn’t make it any easier to hear it from someone else. Especially paired with Sherlock’s lack of tact. “You’re done here, get off of my crime scene.”
“You should find someone better,” Sherlock carried on regardless. “Mycroft would tolerate you.”
Greg took a deep breath, pinching the bridge of his nose for a moment. He had spent a long time learning to control his temper around Sherlock, and he was not going to lose it now. “Three things, Sherlock. One, you get no input in my personal life. Two, I don’t want someone who ‘tolerates’ me. Three, the answer to Helen having an affair is not to have one of my own. Now get off of my scene.”
“Do not be dull, Lestrade-” Sherlock started, cutting himself off when Sally stepped between him and Greg.
“He told you to beat it,” she told Sherlock. Greg had never been particularly pleased about the antagonistic relationship between the two of them, but for once it was proving useful. “So get, before I arrest you for interfering with a crime scene.”
Sherlock scowled at her, but turned on his heel and left without another comment. John shot an apologetic grimace in Greg’s direction before following the detective out of the room.
“You okay?” Sally asked, her voice pitched so that no one else would overhear them. She was a Godsend, sometimes.
“Fine. Thanks.” He nodded briefly at her, forcing a tight smile. “Let’s get cleaned up here. Maybe we can get out of the office before bedtime.”
Sally snorted her disbelief at the suggestion, but offered him a sympathetic smile before turning back to work.
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  The immediate area was near silent, broken only by the bustle of Baskerville’s military base as it went around its day to day business. Sherlock crouched in front of a door, lock picks in hand as he attempted to get the door open. The lock had been proving particularly stubborn, despite Sherlock’s well practiced technique. John stood just behind him, keeping an eye out for anyone who may stumbled across them and start to ask awkward questions.
The bright trill of Sherlock’s ringtone cut through the quiet, and he pulled his phone from his pocket. He wedged the device between his shoulder and ear, turning his attention back to the lock that he had been picking.
“Mycroft,” he greeted. “To what do I owe the pleasure?” Not that he did not know, of course, exactly why it was that his brother was calling.
“What exactly do you think you are doing?” Mycroft demanded.
“I am working on a case, Mycroft. Bluebell the bunny is missing, a small child asked me to find her beloved pet,” Sherlock replied, frowning as the lockpick failed. He pulled the picks out of the lock, reinserting them to try again. “And it’s possible that a brutal murder was covered up some years ago.”
“Your usual antics can be ignored, Sherlock. However, Baskerville is a high security military facility. There is nothing of interest to you there.”
“There’s plenty of interest to me,” Sherlock disagreed. “Besides which, if you kept a better eye on your identification, I would not have been able to break in.” He huffed as the lockpick failed again. “You’re distracting me, talk to John until I have time for you.” He passed the mobile back to John, ignoring Mycroft’s protest as he did so.
“Mycroft,” John said as he pressed the phone to his ear.
“Doctor Watson,” Mycroft replied in greeting. “I suppose you are encouraging this behaviour.”
“There’s someone out here who needs help,” John replied, lifting one shoulder in a half shrug. “And at least he isn’t bored.”
Sherlock reached back for the phone before Mycroft could reply. The door was unlocked, but their entry could wait until the call was finished. “What was it that you wanted, dear brother?”
“Leave Baskerville, it does not require your interference.”
“You know that you are fighting a losing corner,” Sherlock told him, propping the newly unlocked door open and leaning against the wall. “You’ve already sent Lestrade to keep an eye on me, which means you don’t intend to have me removed. Are you aware that he is calling himself ‘Greg’?”
Drawing Mycroft’s attention to Lestrade could only be a good thing, in Sherlock’s opinion. Setting them up would distract them both from their frankly unhealthy obsessions with what he was doing. Perhaps they would leave him alone, or at least bother him less.
Mycroft sighed, weary rather than frustrated. “That is his name, Sherlock.”
“Perhaps you should come and stop me yourself.” Sherlock did not hold out much hope for the attempt. Regardless of that, the potential to get both Lestrade and Mycroft in the same place, away from work and London, was too good to pass up.
“Don’t be ridiculous.” Mycroft hung up, apparently fully aware that he was not going to convince Sherlock to leave Baskerville alone.
Sherlock huffed, slipping the phone back into his pocket and turning his attention back to the open door and the task at hand. Damn his brother’s aversion to legwork.
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  “I thought you might have found yourself a goldfish,” Sherlock commented. In part, it was an attempt to gauge the current state of his brother’s personal life, always more difficult to deduce than Sherlock would like. The look of distaste on Mycroft’s face was a bonus, too.
“Change the subject, now,” Mycroft said, ordered really.
Mycroft’s response was interesting, to say the least, and told Sherlock plenty. Mycroft was still alone, both in terms of relationships and friendships. It was sad, he supposed, more so that Mycroft did not even seem bothered by the fact.
Not that he could entirely fault his brother. He knew how it was, to avoid admitting loneliness, to ignore it because it was easier than dealing with other people. He also knew, now, the sharp twist of being alone after letting someone in and losing them. John, Lestrade, Molly, even Mycroft to an extent, 
“Have you considered Lestrade?” Sherlock asked. There was no use in soft stepping around his brother. The straightforward approach was far more likely to gain him the response that he was after. “He still single, obvious from when I saw him.”
“There are more important things, Sherlock,” Mycroft told him, tone effectively cutting off any further discussion of goldfish, and Lestrade. Not that such a thing usually had any effect on Sherlock’s willingness to follow a train of conversation. “Such as your upcoming resurrection in the media.”
It had not been a no, at least.
*
“Anthea.” Sherlock opened the door to 221B, stepping aside to let her into the flat. Mycroft did not use her to the extent that he could, in Sherlock’s opinion. She should not be fetching and carrying, dropping things off for him. Normal people could do that acceptably. She was more than just well organised, relative to the majority of the population she was intelligent. Not to his own level, or Mycroft’s, but enough that she should be more than a PA. Not that he knew what she actually did, other than keep Mycroft’s calendar in order. Though that was a monumental task in itself.
“Sherlock,” she replied, stepping into the flat. She placed the box that she had been carrying on the kitchen table before turning back to him. “The personal effects that Mycroft held for you,” she explained.
“Good.” Sherlock paused for a moment, then continued. “Thank you. You have a date this evening, a fairly new relationship.”
She smiled at him, genial enough, but almost warningly. “That’s none of your concern,” she told him. “Is there anything else you need before I leave?”
“Yes. My brother, his social calendar-”
“Is as empty as it ever was,” Anthea cut over him. “His work one, on the other hand, is as full as it always has been. Should you wish to attempt to remedy that, I shall do what I can to facilitate it.” Her phone pinged, and she pulled it from her pocket, immediately engrossed in replying to the message which had arrived. “I have to go. Good luck with your resurrection,” she said, eyes still on her phone as she left the flat and started down the stairs.
Sherlock shut the door behind her. Interesting. Very interesting. There might have been a three year gap in his attempts, but it seemed that the situation was still favourable. Lestrade was still single, and had quite obviously put his divorce behind him. Mycroft was still pretending that he did not need other people, but it was clear that he had Anthea on side.
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  “Remember Redbeard?” Mycroft asked, and Sherlock sighed into his mobile.
“Irrelevant,” he replied. “The dog I had when we were children has nothing to do with the fact that you have ignored your invitation to the wedding.”
“I did not ignore it,” Mycroft said. “That would have been rude. I replied to let Doctor Watson and Miss Morstan know that I would not be able to attend.”
“You lied to them, you mean. It is clear from your breathing that you are hardly busy. Running again, really?” Sherlock smirked into the phone. “Someone you’re trying to impress, dear brother?”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Mycroft said. “Weddings and parties are not my idea of a well used day, unless they hold political importance. Besides which, Doctor Watson invited me out of a sense of propriety. He does not want me there any more than I wish to be there.”
“Lestrade is here,” Sherlock told him. “He didn’t bring a date. Come now, Mycroft, I believe it is said that weddings are a good place for romance. Had you been early enough you may even have caught the bouquet.”
“Clearly you have had too much champagne,” Mycroft said dryly. “Do enjoy the party, little brother. I am sure that your Detective Inspector will find plenty of people to keep his attention without my presence.”
*
The beginning of the dancing should have been one of the highlights, Sherlock thought. He had played his piece, John and Mary had danced, and he had stood with them. But they could not all three dance, as John said. The happy couple had their marriage and news of their baby to celebrate, and there was no place for Sherlock in that.
Sherlock took a moment to glance around the dancefloor, picking out those he knew from the crowd. Molly was dancing with her boyfriend, though everything about her posture screamed annoyance, even from across the room. Their relationship was not going to last, and Sherlock frowned. Molly deserved to be happy, she was important.
Janine caught his eye, grinning and gesturing to the man he had pointed out earlier. Good. He pushed down the slight twist of disappointment, he had hoped for a dance of his own with her. He had little enough opportunity to dance anymore. He smiled back at her, offering her a quick thumbs up before continuing to look around the room.
Lestrade was dancing with a very giggly Mrs. Hudson, and Sherlock did not bother to try and bite down on his smile. No one was looking at him, anyway. Lestrade’s patience would serve him well, Sherlock thought, when he finally managed to set the DI up with his brother.
Without Mycroft’s presence, however, there was nothing else that he could do regarding the matter. Not during John and Mary’s reception, and certainly not when Mrs. Hudson was so enjoying herself. His duties as best man were complete, according to the reading that he had done on the subject. After another quick glance around the room he threaded his way through the crowd and out of the hall, into the cool night air and away from the bustle.
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  As he made his way into the restaurant, Greg was glad that he had decided not to change out of his work clothes. The suit seemed to fit the general feel of the establishment, and even it felt a little like being underdressed. Why Sherlock had wanted to meet him here, of all places, he did not know. His office or 221B was usually more than sufficient for their brief meetings.
He gave Sherlock’s name to the man who met him at the door, and followed him past several tables. They headed towards a quiet back corner, and Greg came to a standstill as he gestured to a table. The man sitting at it was decidedly not Sherlock.
“Detective Inspector,” Mycroft greeted, standing from his seat and holding out his hand for Greg to shake. “I do believe you are here at my brother’s request.”
“Yeah.” Greg shook Mycroft’s hand, then settled into the chair across from him. After a moment he shook his head, chuckling. “The little shit.”
“Certainly,” Mycroft agreed. “Though I do suggest we stay. Sherlock is covering the bill, and that is too rare an opportunity to miss.”
Greg nodded, pouring himself a glass of water. “It’s not happened before, and I doubt it will again.”
They studied menus in silence for a few long seconds before Greg glanced up again. “How long has he been trying to convince you that this is a good idea?”
“Since the time you spent in Baskerville,” Mycroft replied, putting his menu down.
Greg chuckled. “You know, the first time he tried to convince me, he’d just told me Helen was having another affair. ‘Your wife is cheating on you with a lawyer, you should date my brother’.” He shook his head. “I was furious.”
“A perfectly reasonable reaction. Sherlock has never been particularly good at timing such things.”
“Or subtlety,” Greg added. “I suppose you knew what he was up to when he told you to meet here?”
“I was fairly certain of his motivations. It is my hope that once we have shown willing, he will drop this bizarre idea of his.”
There was a momentary pause in their conversation as their waiter stepped up to the table to take their orders. Once he was gone, Greg turned his attention back to Mycroft.
“Did it ever occur to you that he might not be too far off the mark?” Greg asked.
“I am sure that I do not know what you mean,” Mycroft replied, unfolding his napkin and draping it across his lap. More for something to do with his hands than out of necessity, Greg thought. Their food would not be arriving for a while.
Greg shrugged. “I don’t know, we’re both single men who spend more time working than is probably healthy, and spend our free time making sure that madman doesn’t get himself killed.” Greg paused for a moment, considering. “Well, killed again, at any rate. I’ve never seen Sherlock try to set anyone up before, but his reasoning is probably sound.”
“His reasoning is that, if distracted by each other, we may leave him alone,” Mycroft replied. “Nothing more.”
“Perhaps, but he’s been on at it rather too long for that to be his only reason, I think.” Greg shrugged. “Would it do any harm to give him, this, a chance?”
The table fell silent, and Greg tried not to shift uncomfortably in his chair as Mycroft studied him. He was used to a similarly focused gaze from Sherlock, but there was something far more intimate about the way that Mycroft was inspecting him.
“I do not see any harm in it,” Mycroft replied eventually, apparently content with whatever it was that he had seen. They both leant back slightly as their food arrived, making space for it on the table.
“You realise he’s going to be completely unbearable, right?” Greg said, almost as an afterthought, once they had started eating. “More so than usual, I mean.”
“He’ll be too busy sulking about the fact that his plan has failed” Mycroft said. “We will not, after all, stop interfering for his own good.” The almost wicked grin which accompanied the question made Greg’s stomach twist in nervous excitement, and grin back. Mycroft was going to be interesting, very interesting indeed.
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  “Here he is,” Anthea murmured, tilting her head slightly.

Sally followed her line of sight, looking across the large room to try and pick out whoever it was that Anthea had seen. Her eyes widened slightly when she caught sight of a familiar face near the front door of the restaurant.

“What’s Greg doing here?” she asked, leaning towards Anthea slightly so that she could both keep her voice down and keep an eye on Greg.

“Watch,” Anthea told her. Sally did so, the plate of food in front of her ignored as she watched her boss follow a staff member across the room. She sat back in her seat once Greg was seated, staring across at Anthea.

“Is that who I think it is?”

“Certainly is.” Anthea grinned. She picked a plum tomato out of her starter, popping it into her mouth and chewing.

“Are they on a date? An actual date?” Sally stabbed one of her mushrooms, then pointed her fork at Anthea as she waited for an answer.

“It would appear so. Sherlock has been trying to set them up for years.”

“I remember that!” Sally said. “God, I’d almost forgotten. That was before-” She gestured vaguely, encompassing Sherlock’s death and return in the movement. “He told Greg his wife was having an affair, then said Mycroft would - what was it? - tolerate him. I think. He’s finally convinced them?”

“Mycroft’s here in the vain hope that trying will make Sherlock drop it,” Anthea replied. “Lestrade is here because he thought he was meeting Sherlock. He expected to discuss a case.”

Sally nodded, leaning back slightly as the starter plates were removed and their mains were placed in front of them. “Do you think he’s right?”

Anthea cut into her fish, chewing on a mouthful thoughtfully before she replied. “Sherlock’s reasoning is sound, even if his motivations are questionable. Mycroft is unpredictable when it comes to personal relationships.” She shrugged. “It is not possible to say for sure, too many variables. But they have a good chance of at least one more date.”

“Never would have thought it, Greg and a Holmes.”

“It is not so surprising,” Anthea said. “But we are not here to discuss our boss’ love lives.”

Sally startled slightly as a foot touched her ankle, sliding up her calf. “Of course,” she agreed, smiling lightly. “Tell me what you can about your day? And once you’re done, tell me what you plan to do to me this evening.”

Anthea grinned wickedly. “Now that is certainly not something to discuss in public.”
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