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      The whole Vegas thing started when my boy Jaymz came over for our usual Madden game before I went off to work.

      There I was, my dreads tucked under the Chickenator restaurant ball cap, in a polo shirt the color of hot oil splashed out of the fryer. My name tag Gordon in the right spot and straight. On the TV, the team select screen had the Cowboys ready for his controller and everything. He really liked that one blue star.

      Jaymz hurried in like he always did. Being on time was never his thing. But after we fist-bumped hello he ignored the bright glow of the TV. He angled his head up a couple of inches and his small eyes locked on mine. ”Yo, G, I figured something out and I got to tell you.” For a shorter guy, and let’s be real, kinda pudgy too, Jaymz had a voice that could fill the room. “It’s my homey LeRoi. You know how shit get all weird when he be round, right?”

      I had to nod at that. All the way back in elementary school, LeRoi sat alone with thick-ass glasses and no one talked to him. Until Big Tayshon called him a punk-ass for acting white and whomped on his head while the Teach for America becky kept pleading for him to stop.

      Big T did stop, and later that day he stopped forever. Slipped off the top of the slide and broke his fat neck. His momma and her boyfriend sued the school district but didn’t get a penny. The school had maintenance records out the ass and some phone video of kids fatter than Big T going up the same ladder a minute before.

      No one really believed LeRoi had made Big T die, but no one called him out for acting white ever again.

      Not that he ever acted white. He just acted weird.

      ”I didn’t know LeRoi had any homeys,” I said.

      ”Hey, I mean, he a tough dude to get to know, but he all right. Especially when he showed me what he can do.”

      ”What’s that?”

      ”Tele-something. Not reading minds and shit. Making stuff move.”

      ”Telekinesis.”

      Jaymz’ eyebrows lifted. Creases in his forehead seemed to reach halfway back his shaven scalp. “That’s a big-ass word, G. What you been doing, reading books or something?”

      ”Something. To know telekinesis ain’t real.”

      He shook his head like he was faking a seizure. “I seen LeRoi do it. I rolled dice ten times and he made them come up sevens every damn time. You know what this means?”

      ”It means he got lucky.”

      ”Thousand-to-one? Million-to-one? That ain’t luck, G. That’s real.” He stared at me for a long moment.

      ”I still don’t believe you.” Jaymz had a knack for hustles going sideways.

      ”You don’t have to. Just set me up with Sestercius’ street game, aight?”

      I’d played football in high school with Sestercius, until my Achilles snapped trying to make a tackle. After school, while I earned money frying chicken and waffles, he ran a street craps game. Three nights a week, moving from garage to garage around the neighborhood to keep out of sight of the vice squad and the Mexican gangs looking for a big robbery. Tough to get invited.

      ”He might let me in,” I said. “But he won’t let in you and LeRoi.”

      ”He will if you come with us.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Come on, jones, I got better things to do than lose my money.” Like pay for an IT class at the community college.

      ”You won’t lose money. Just bet with LeRoi and me all the time.” He must have read something in my face. “G, if you walk out of there down—if you walk out of there less than a hundred dollars up—I’ll cover you.”

      I snorted and said, “You didn’t even cover me half of last weekend’s pizza.”

      ”This is different. This is going to work. Just get us in that game, aight?”
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      A week later I parked the three of us on a street in the old neighborhood. Next to me, Jaymz pulled himself out by one hand on the top of the door frame. In the back seat, LeRoi didn’t stir.

      In school, I never was mean to him. Momma always said people touched in the head were looked after by God, and whatever you do the least of Mine and all that. But after what Jaymz had said about Big T’s accident, I was especially polite. “LeRoi, you ready?”

      He wore glasses so thick you could see bacteria through them. A reflected street light dazzled across them when he turned to me. “Yeah,” he said, in the world’s softest voice. “I could use some money.”

      He and I climbed out into the humid night. Where Jaymz was pudgy, LeRoi was scrawny. His hair looked like his momma ran clippers over it. No fade, no style at all. No style to his clothes, either. Store brand jeans from Walmart and sneakers from China where they changed the number and angle of stripes so Adidas couldn’t sue. At least he left open the top button of his tucked-in polo shirt.

      We walked the sidewalk between five cars and three houses. Jaymz whistled at a Cadillac with hubs sticking out like a war chariot in some old movie about ancient Rome. The Cadillac had a crack running two-thirds of the way across the lower part of the windshield. In a driveway, behind a fence and gate of steel poles, three Mexicans worked under the hood of a pickup truck while a radio played a man crooning in Spanish over the squeal of an accordions. One of the Mexicans squinted at us and hovered his hand near the tail of his shirt.

      I nodded and said “Good evening” as we passed by.

      We got to the address. The norm for the neighborhood, one story, dingy brick, burglar bars on the windows and a steel anti-kick plate on the front door. Garage door down. Bass thumped through the walls so loud the burglar bars rattled.

      On the sidewalk, LeRoi sucked in a breath and froze. He squinted like he was getting a headache.

      Jaymz looked alarmed. “You good?”

      ”Don’t like too much noise.”

      Jaymz put on a smile while bobbing his head and glancing toward the front door. “Yeah, but, you good? To play?”

      ”I’m good,” LeRoi said, like he was trying to convince himself.

      We knocked at the door. A guy in Sestercius’ crew opened it and gave us the once over. I showed him the text on my phone but we still had to slip him a $20 each to get in.

      Inside, the music rattled the dishes in the kitchen. The air smelled like weed and malt liquor. We worked our way through a crowd to the garage. A woman’s flirtatious laughter came from the living room.

      The garage was all men. Ten of them crouched around a long green felt with one end tacked two feet up the wall. A portable LED display hanging above the felt showed the point number. Along the sides of the felt were alternating boxes labeled Pass and Don’t Pass. The dominant smell was tobacco. A window AC unit labored but we still sweated in moments.

      Dice clacked against the wall. “Seven out!” Sestercius called. Cheers and groans followed in equal measure.

      After he split the pass bets proportionally among the don’ts, and slid a couple of $5s or $10s into his clip, he stood up and limped over to us. He had a cigarette tucked behind his ear and he’d grown a neatly trimmed mustache and beard since I’d seen him last. He gave me a bro-hug, then raised his eyebrow at LeRoi. “I didn’t know y’all run together.”

      LeRoi ducked his head, like his shoes were the most interesting thing in the room.

      I leaned my head toward Sestercius. “Favor to his Momma.”

      ”A game of street craps?”

      ”Time with the boys.”

      Sestercius thought for a moment, then nodded. He gestured at the widest opening along the felt. “Come on in. It’s still early, just $5 minimum.”

      We crowded in together, me, Jaymz, LeRoi. The concrete slab was gritty under my knee and I was close enough to smell a bag of spicy fake onion rings on Jaymz’ breath. The next shooter was three to my left. Plenty of time to get a feel for the game.

      And see what LeRoi could do.

      He pushed his thick glasses up his nose and put the minimum in the Pass box. Jaymz said, “I got a good feeling,” and put a $20 next to LeRoi’s $5. Three hours’ wages, if he had a job.

      I bet $5 on pass too.

      The shooter, bald head and lazy eye, nodded at the three of us. “Y’all know a hot hand when you see one.”

      Everyone else bet. Sestercius eyed the money stacks around the table to make sure there was about equal action on both pass, a.k.a. do, and don’t, then squatted next to the shooter with five dice in a dented tin cup.

      Jaymz barely moved his arm next to LeRoi, twice. I couldn’t tell how many fingers he pressed him with each time, but that’s the code they worked out.

      The shooter picked two dice and threw at the part of the wall covered by the felt. LeRoi grimaced at the translucent red cubes like he was on the toilet and hadn’t eaten enough fiber.

      I watched the dice hit and tumble. If LeRoi used powers on them, I couldn’t tell.

      ”Yo-leven yo!” called out Sestercius. “Do, winner.” Cheers and curses sounded around the felt.

      LeRoi turned his head toward us. “What does that mean?”

      Jaymz clapped him on the shoulder. “It means we won.”

      The corners of LeRoi’s mouth turned up. I realized I’d never seen him smile, not once.

      We won, but just one game. Still could’ve been luck.

      The shooter stayed the same. So did Jaymz and LeRoi’s bets. Instead, I took the $5 I’d just won and put it on the don’t box.

      The shooter raised an eyebrow at me. “Dog, my hand’s still hot.”

      ”Yo then no, ain’t that how it is?”

      Jaymz elbowed my side. “What you doing?” he muttered. On his other side, LeRoi looked at me like I stole his lunch money.

      ”Lose a few, it looks real,” I whispered to Jaymz’ ear. And hedging our bets if it turned out LeRoi lacked the powers Jaymz thought he had.

      Jaymz moved his arm once.

      The dice came up four-six, an easy ten. If Jaymz had told LeRoi to make one of the dice come up four, the pass line couldn’t have lost the come-out roll.

      A ten meant no instant winner. Sess tapped his phone and the number glowed on the LED board. If the shooter rolled the same number before he rolled a seven, the passes would win.

      Two movements of Jaymz’ arm. Two dice tumbled off the far wall. Two fives showed.

      ”Hard ten, do winner!”

      The shooter caught my eye and shook his head. “Yo then no? Not this bro.”

      I shrugged. A far cry from Jaymz, who high-fived LeRoi and announced, “I knew this be a good night.”

      LeRoi didn’t say a word, but that look on his face. When a girl ever took him to bed, he’d get that look again.

      A shiver went down my back. LeRoi had powers. I believed it now.

      They sevened-out the shooter and play progressed around the felt. I still didn’t bet with him and Jaymz on every roll. Despite believing in LeRoi, my hand shook a little when I thought about peeling one of my few $20s out of my clip and I laid down $5s instead. Even with that, I won more than I lost.

      On the other hand, Jaymz acted like a pig who got an extra helping in his trough. He high-fived every man around him and constantly talked about his luck. At least he had the smarts to put most of his winnings in his clip, rather than flaunt them.

      Still, when the dice came to a musclebound guy two down from LeRoi, he tensed his tattooed neck. In a deep voice, he said, “Sess, your game clean?”

      The chatter around the felt dried up instantly. The smell of tobacco became more bitter. The dice tray fell from Sestercius’ hand. He lurched backward and rose to his full height. He rested his hands near the sides of his untucked shirt. Over the long wobbling note of the dice tray spinning down on the concrete, he said, “I run a clean game.”

      My gut filled with ice. Even Jaymz shut up, turning as quiet as LeRoi. Sess had to be packing.

      The guy with the neck tats stood up and face Sess. I figured he had a gun too. “Clean?” he growled, then jerked his head at us. “Then how is it these mu’fu’ers won every single time?”

      I showed my palms and spread my fingers wide. “I lost my share. Yo then no, remember?”

      ”Your homies ain’t lost nothing. How can that be?”

      Jaymz stood
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Three young men.
One telekinetic power.

How far will they push their luck?
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