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The Unfortunate Death of Tatiana Leidenhoff

‘Well, Miss? Are you game?’

These high-rolling establishments were all the same, weren’t they? The colour palettes may have varied from place to place, yes; this establishment chose dark, verdant green as its base tone. But the velvet trimmings? The elegant, urbane warble of a silky-smooth trumpet over a brush-drum beat? The clink of glasses filled with what could only be described as “gambler’s lubricant”? 

Tatiana Leidenhoff maintained her composure.

Very trite.

The croupier flashed her one of those overcompensatingly lupine grins. ‘Just a standard game of Chuck-a-Luck, Miss Leidenhoff, as I’m sure you know well...’

‘Oh my-my!’ With the very tips of her fingers, their nails ornamented expertly in silver and black, Tatiana covered the perfect little “o”, if she said so herself, of her mouth. 

She laid on the naivety; it was the perfect amount. ‘I... oh dear; do I have a reputation?’

‘Of course, Miss! The “Dice Killer” needs no introduction! But this... I’m a little surprised. You’re usually one for Craps, aren’t you?’

Her sigh came out so perfectly sculpted, the epitome of mild annoyance, that she almost impressed herself. ‘I realised Craps is a trite game. Too structured. Too simple.’

‘You think Chuck-a-Luck is harder?!’

‘Oh, yes.’ She nodded. ‘One dice. One throw. It is completely outside my control; how wonderful!’

‘Spoken like the expert you are!’

Tch.

Again, they really were all the same. 

‘Your challenge. I accept it.’ She declared. 

‘Splendid! Well, Miss Leidenhoff, pick any number... you know the drill.’

‘Any number?!’ She flaunted astonishment. 

‘Well, anything from one to six, of course.’

‘Oh, my-my! Silly me! Hmmm... one... two...’ Counting on her fingers, she darted glances from under batting lashes; she studied the man who studied her.

‘... Four, maybe? No...’ 

Muttering under her own breath like this; how demeaning. Talking too fast was always very tiring, wasn’t it?

‘... Five...’

And there it was! The croupier’s face shifted imperceptibly...

‘Aha!’ She cried out. She covered her mouth; only a little, because of course she was in control. 

She was, for the thousandth time, completely and utterly in control. 

‘Miss? Are you...’

She could actually feel her feigned expression switch off, the immediate switch from feigned astonishment and perplexity to something so rare this crooked croupier really should have been thanking her.

In an instant, her face became a mask of utter blankness.

‘Clearly, this game is rigged. It is a waste of time.’ 

‘Wait-wait-wait! Are you suggesting that I...’

‘There is no suggestion. That dice will land on five, the next time you throw it. It’s presumably loaded. Therefor, there is no surprise in this game, and it is pointless to me.’ 

‘That’s... you’re... fine, then! If it’s so rigged, let’s try it! Bet everything you’ve got on five! Let’s...’

‘And have you switch the dice at the last second? You looked to your shirt cuff; that’s obviously where your stash is. To say nothing of your sudden bravado. It really is just as obvious as when I passed over the number five; your eyes stopped blinking, and the corners of your mouth clearly tightened as if frowning...’

‘But I’d be smiling, if I was going to throw your game! I’d make money, and that’d make me happy!’

‘Have you really never heard of overcompensating?’ 

‘What the hell are you; some kind of Sherlock Holmes?!’

‘Childish flattery. I’m not five years old anymore.’

This was getting more and more tedious by the second. She was going to grill him, he was going to deny everything in a noncommittally “selectively true” manner, or possibly double down on trying to wring money out of her firmly sealed purse.

‘Look! Fine! I’ll...’ 

‘Another croupier will not be necessary.’

How humiliating this must have been; he, a qualified practitioner of the casino profession, being absolutely schooled by a girl. Honestly, Tatiana felt almost tempted to spare him even a little morsel of her pity, but really; his deceit was too irritating to warrant it. 

How unbelievably trite.

‘Do you really think a young lady such as myself would ever waste her time on a game with no chance whatsoever?’

‘Lady, that’s the entire point of...’

Sparkling tiny and pearlescent between her slender fingers, a tiny revolver stared unblinkingly at the croupier’s forehead. 

‘Huh?! I... I...’

‘You will not call for security, and you will not be hurt if you can get one simple thing through your ridiculous skull.’ The hammer cocked with a minuscule click; she really was deadly serious about this, if her unblinking dispassion hadn’t already made that abundantly clear. ‘When I play, I play for luck. Any luck. Good or bad; it does not matter, so long as it is unknown. I long for chance. I hunger for anything I cannot take one little glance at and simply understand whether I like it or not...’

‘You’re insane!’

Her sigh was curt. ‘Yes, indeed; boredom is a cruel malady. But do you know how many truly indecipherable games I have come across? How many games have not had idiots give something away? Not one. Absolutely nothing in this world is remotely interesting to me.’

‘Drop the gun, lady...’

‘There are those who think I should be studying. Why would I do anything so boring? Maths... science... there is always an answer, in those stolid fields. It is mechanical, really; it is unacceptably predictable.’

‘Drop the gun!’

‘I tried growing roses, for quite some time.’ Tatiana didn’t even blink, let alone do what she was told. ‘They looked and smelt acceptably beautiful, yes, and the routine passed the time... but where was that delicious frisson of surprise? Where would I find that thrill? My hunger; it was never sated. When it comes to roses, you plant them, water them, they grow, and they die. Over and over again, this happens; it becomes quite tiresome, and thoroughly trite.’

She pocketed
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