
A Study in Arrogance

	The fallout was spectacular.
	A single, incriminating video online. A well-placed hashtag. The right tags to the right accounts. The whole campaign crumbled in hours.
	Anonymous, of course, was Theseus.

	“You don’t know what you’ve done to your father,” her mother lamented, her breath crackling like static over the phone line.
	“I didn’t do anything to him,” said Ariadne. She tightened her grip on her phone to stop the shaking. “He’s just angry his sins are public now. What he did—who he did it to—Mom, they were children.”
	“Your father has already paid his debt to society. Taken care of them and their families.”
	Ariadne scoffed. “Hush money and NDAs? He ruined their lives! Mother—one of them is dead now!”
	“The decision to take their own life can’t be hung on the neck of your father. He’s made his amends.”
	“Mom, he’s not in rehab for drug use. He’s been incriminated—publicly—for what he did to those children. He’s in serious trouble.”
	Outside the car, the sky, trees, and ground blurred as they sped down the dusty country road. Theseus gripped his right hand to the top of the steering wheel. Rested his head on his left arm, propped against the window. The drive was long. He was tired.
	Or so she assured herself. Ariadne knew her mother wasn’t done.

	They drove for hours; they barely exchanged words. The sun sank, shifting from brilliant white, to gold, to blood red. Finally snuffing out behind the horizon. 
	She didn’t wake up until the engine fell silent when they stopped at the hotel for the night. Ariadne looked to his now empty seat. For a moment, panic welled, but flashed away when the trunk popped open and she made out his silhouette. Theseus, bent low, hauled their bags out and slammed the door.
	“Thought we should stop, maybe get a shower and sleep,” he said.
	“Sounds good.” It was their first exchange of words in hours.
	They checked in. Climbed the two flights up to their room—the elevator was out of order—and dropped their bags on the tissue paper bedclothes. Ariadne looked through her hastily-packed duffle for her toiletries.
	“Haha! Yes!”
	She jolted. Dropped the makeup bag in her hand. “What?” She asked. “What happened?”
	A grin spread on his face. The first genuine display of emotion in a whole day. Theseus shoved his phone into her hands. The bluish glow on the screen illuminated her face. Bold, black serif font spelled out the headline:
	“Whistleblower on Executive’s Political Campaign for County Commissioner Reveals Evidence of Sordid, Illegal Activities Involving Dozens of Minors”
	She read the first few paragraphs. 
	There—the screenshots of her father’s emails, text messages, copies of his contracts with the families—everything she’d given to Theseus to bring down her father.
	There—a mention of a former intern-turned-whistleblower breaking his silence.
	There—speculation of the identity of the mole.
	Ariadne clicked another link. More pictures. Screenshots. Again, a mention of the “brave former intern” coming forward, breaking the silence. Demanding justice.
	By the fourth article, the dissonance focused. No mention of someone close to the family being involved in the leak; the only mention, hint of Ariadne’s connection was a family photo from two Christmases ago. In it: her father, mother, younger sister and brother, and herself. The caption mentioned two more sons not pictured.
	Not that the oldest—the one whose death led to her father creating his foundation—died after collapsing on the field during a championship game (from a hushed up drug overdose, from a habit hushed up by her father).
	Not that the youngest son—the one whose untreated mental health spirals led to violent outbursts—was missing because he was (finally) in his first round of in-patient treatment at the time the photo was taken.
	But she was mentioned—as “the oldest of the shamed executive-politician’s two daughters.” Just in the caption.
	“Like—I knew it would blow up. That was the idea,” said Theseus. He took the phone from her limp hand. “But it’s so much more than I thought it’d be so soon. Definitely not this soon.”
	“It’s going viral,” said Ariadne. “My mother said it would.”

	The alarm he set for the next morning never went off. Eerie quiet settled over her before she opened her eyes. 
	Eerie, not unexpected.
	She turned over; eyes fought opening. The exhaustion of the last two days cemented them shut. Besides, she thought, he must have gone down to breakfast early.
	Later—she wasn’t sure how much later—the bzzzzt and ping ping of notifications cracked through her dreams. She didn’t register his missing phone or charger at first. The headline blazed on the latest alert: “Whistleblower in Minos Foundation Scandal Steps Forward.”
	Ariadne unlcoked her phone and swiped away the alerts for dozens of texts. She needed him right now. The chat thread was buried in the messaging app. None of the new messages were his.
	She frantically typed. “Where are you?”
	Then: “What is going on? Your name is in every headline and post on socials this morning!”
	She wanted to hear it from his mouth. 
	She called him. No answer.
	When she finally saw the stack of neatly folded bills on the dresser, the truth settled on her like volcanic ash. Enough for one more night. Enough to figure out her next move.
	She put that off, option to doom scroll into the mental abyss. A new post by an “independent news influencer” stopped her.
	“It’s Tuesday night, and here’s what happened,” they announced into the fluffy head of their miniature microphone. “We’re still following the colossal fallout of the Minos Foundation executive scandal. The alleged informant responsible for exposing the—alleged—heinous acts is none other than Theseus Trizina, former protege and intern of Theodore Minos and one-time partner to Minos’ oldest daughter, Ariadne. While all members of the Minos family declined to comment, we did receive a response from Mr. Trizina who—“
	She swiped out of the app and tossed her phone to the side of the bed untouched by Theseus.

	Her parents locked her out of all accounts. Shut off her phone.
	Not before one final piece of certified mail with money for a deposit on an apartment and a note that read simply “You’re welcome.”
	The apartment was a studio in an “up and coming” neighborhood with frozen dinners in the fridge and a Facebook marketplace futon in the Spartan living area.
	The money could’ve gotten her something nicer…and less time to decide what came next. She chose distance over comfort.
	Ariadne gazed up at the cracking ceiling plaster over her head.
	“At least there’s not roaches,” the building manager had said. He still hadn’t answered the maintenance request.

	The email arrived a week later. She didn’t recognize the sender. No subject line. No logo. Just a brief message:
	Ms. Ariadne Minos,
		I am reaching out on behalf of an individual who wishes to remain 			private for the time being. They have been following your family’s story with 			keen interest and made note of your absence from the continuing coverage.
		We understand you have refrained from engaging with the press and 			have not retained legal representation at this time.
		My client wishes to extend access to resources at their disposal. Ones 			that can reduce further exposure and to prevent future inquiry, should that 			be your preference.
		If you should have interest in exploring these options further, you may 			contact me directly at the number below. No response within the next ten 			days will be taken as a decline of the invitation.
			Best,
				Jackson Mercury
				Olympia Holdings
	She left the message unanswered for a day. Then another. Her inbox continued to fill with things wanting from her: bills, would-be influencers and basement podcasters wanting interviews. Spam.
	On the third day, Ariadne opened the message again and scrolled to the number at the bottom. Local. She added the contact to her phone. Then switched it off.
	The sun set. The streetlight fizzled on and off, blinking garishly through the cracked blinds. Right in her eyes.
	Ariadne lay on the musty futon, phone in hand, contacts open, staring up once more at the cracked plaster. Her finger clicked the attorney’s number. It rang. She hung up.
	Then she tried again. Let it ring.
	The line connected and the man on the other end said, “Ms. Minos, I assume?”
	She let the quiet linger. When she spoke, the explanations and would come.
	“Yes,” she said. “I saw your message. I don’t know what else to do.”

	The meeting was arranged for lunch the following day at a restaurant she remembered from one of her father’s charity functions years ago.
	Ariadne gave her name at the host stand. If the maitre-de recognized her name, he was polite or discreet enough not to say.
	“Mr. Bacchus will meet you in the private dining room,” he said, stepping from behind his station. “If you’ll follow me.”
	The maitre-de led her to an ornate wooden door paned with frosted glass. He opened it and stood aside for her.
	Ariadne entered. She tugged at the hem of her worn cardigan. The nerves entered with her.
	Mr. Bacchus stood and she was first struck by how much shorter he was than she imagined. Still, his suit was well-tailored, light in color. Linen. His blue eyes were kind, without pity. He waited for her to take her seat before returning to his.
	“Are you comfortable?” he asked.
	“Yes,” said Ariadne. “Thank you.”
	“I understand you’d like for things to be much quieter.”
	This time, it wasn’t a question. Ariadne nodded.
	“I have resource—options I can extend to you,” he said. “But first, some wine.”
	The waiter materialized. They ordered. As the meal progressed, he explained what could be done and what would be required. The terms, timelines, how to time key decisions with the intention of attention fading. 
	“There would be legal terms to negotiate, of course,” he explained. He folded his hands and waited, leaving space for her response.
	No urgency. No pressure. Nothing to indicate what a colossal shift this would mean.

	There wasn’t a ceremony. No church or dress or tuxedo. The attorney drafted the prenup and procured the license. She signed the forms with her new name. His name.
	The last article to mention her by name came under a headline reading: “One-Time Playboy Bachelor Weds Daughter of Shamed Minos Foundation Owner.” 

