

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BIG TROUBLE LITTLE LAS VEGAS

    

    
      First edition. June 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 johnnie thomas.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231908349

    

    
    
      Written by johnnie thomas.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Dedication

Big Trouble Little Las Vegas

Table of Contents

Introduction

Episode 1: Welcome to Vegas

Episode 2: Me and my Homies

Episode 3: Hidden Jackpot

Episode 4: The Mission

Episode 5: This is What Winners Do

Episode 6: The Back Room

Episode 7: The ghetto Zoo

Episode 8: Vegas Freak Show

Episode 9: The Snatch

Episode 10: The Transfer

Episode 11: BBG Jet Chaos

Episode 12: The Landing

Sign up for johnnie thomas's Mailing List

Further Reading: Big Trouble in Little Atlanta     The Ghetto Files

Also By johnnie thomas

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all my ghetto-file lunatics ,  y'all gone love this one. Don't mind the awkward, weird, freaky shit you about to discover… I do this sometimes.Enjoy the ride. Stay dangerous.
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"Welcome to Jack in the Box, can I take your order?" I said in my most fake-friendly voice, that customer service tone you slap on when you been at work all day and ready to get the fuck on.
This chick pull up to the window, arms folded, bonnet on, attitude written all over her face.
"I ain't here to place no order. Y’all forgot my damn drink. I had a lemonade."

I blinked slow. "Okay, can I see your receipt?"

She rolled her eyes so hard I thought they was gone pop out her head.
"What I need to give you a receipt for? Why you doing the most? Just give me the damn lemonade."
"Sorry ma'am, I can’t do that without the receipt. Company policy. Anything else I can help you with?"

She lit up like a firecracker on Cinco de mayo.
"You must really hate your job. You can’t give me one damn cup of lemonade? Actin’ like you payin’ for it outta pocket!"
"Sorry ma’am, no can do. It’s company policy."

"You a company bitch," she snapped,
"That’s why you got this shitty ass job."
And just as she pulled off I leaned out the window and called after her, loud enough for the cook line to hear:
"Yeah, job can’t be that shitty. I can afford a cup of lemonade, bitch!"
Whole crew in the back laughed. Even Henry, my manager, was back there dying.

I ducked back into the kitchen and told him, “I’mma take the trash out.”

He smirked, didn’t even look up from the fryer. “I know what that mean. Go do you, bruh.”

Trash bag in hand, I dipped through the side door, out to the alley. That Las Vegas Heat slapped me in the face. I slung the bag into the dumpster and stood behind it like usual.

Pulled the baggy from my sock. Little gram of coke. Then the key from my pocket—one side for each nostril. Snffffft. Snffffft.

That white bitch took me to coke heaven as my mouth went a little numb and I started to feel that electric energy take over my body.
Fuck yea, I needed this.
Lit up a cig right after, leaned against the dumpster, and looked at the skyline.
The strip lights down the block looked like money I didn’t have yet.
Few blocks down, that brand-new casino tower stood out like a gold tooth. Glass walls catchin’ every streetlight. Gold trim like it was dipped in money. I heard it had luxury suites for the ballers, whales, scammers, hoes, drug dealers, and rich-ass tourists with nothin’ better to do.
“I’m hittin’ that spot tonight,” I mumbled. “Fuck it. Hundred dollars ain’t gon’ kill me.”

Henry’s voice sliced through the moment like static.
“Yooo, you got a order, bruh!”
I sighed and flicked the cig toward the drain.
Two more hours of this shit.



​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Episode 1: Welcome to Vegas

[image: ]


Got off at eight sharp.

Clocked out, told Henry, "Aight, I’m ghost," and gave the rest of the crew a salute as I dipped out the back. 

That Vegas night heat was still hangin’ around like a nosy neighbor, but I was used to it by now. I've been in Vegas for about 5 years now. I moved out here to be closer to my girlfriend, Brianna. People do crazy shit for love.

I walked them two blocks to the crib slow, lettin’ the work sweat cool off. Hit the corner store on the way, grabbed two flavorless wraps, a fresh pack of Newports.

Total came out to nine something.

"Damn, the price goin’ up on everything out here. Fuck," I muttered, sliding the cash over anyway.

Soon as I stepped outside, I heard this wild-ass voice yellin’ from the shadows near the trash bins.

“That new casino ain’t built for us. Black men go in there, and they don’t come back out.  They snatched my cousin Harvey!”

I turned and squinted. “ Huh”.

It was this crusty lookin’ old head in a busted army jacket, barefoot with one sock hangin’ off, eyes twitchin’ like he was on something hard.

"Yo Black ass might not come back!" he shouted, neck jerking like a puppet on strings...on some elmo shit.

I tilted my head, smirkin’. “Man, what you talkin’ ‘bout, old head?”

He looked up real slow, eyes locked on me like he seen something through me.

"I’ll tell you more... for  five dollars."

I chuckled and shook my head. “Man, I ain’t got time for that. Go get some help, nigga.”

I walked off. Didn’t mean to be cold, I just wasn’t in the mood for crazy.

Somethin’ made me glance back though....

But dude was gone.

Like... just vanished. No shuffle, no footsteps, no trace. I paused a second, blinked, then brushed it off. Prob’ly ducked behind the dumpster or some weird corner.

Ain’t my business.

I hit the keypad and walked through the gate into the complex. 

Nice spot on the outside, but inside, most everything fallin’ apart.

A bunch of scammers and hoes stayin’ out here. Got the neighborhood lookin’ all ghetto, but it’s home.

Trash up and down the street, bad-ass kids still runnin’ around after the streetlights come on, screamin’ and kicking light poles.

Phone started buzzin’ in my pocket.

Brianna.

“Wassup, babe,” she said, sounding half sleep. I could hear she had a long day in her voice.

“Just got off. How you doin’, pretty lady?”

She let out a soft little groan. “I’m tired. I need a massage... and maybe a lil somethin’ else.”

That made me smile right away. “Mmm, I know what that somethin’ else is. Pull up on me.”

“I dont know. You said you and the guys going out tonight, right?”

“Yeah but you can still slide through for a minute. You know I wanna see you girl.”

She sighed, then laughed a little. “Mmm... I guess I can slide through.”

I laughed. “You probably still sittin’ there paintin’, robe on, barefoot, brush in your hair.”

She giggled. “OMG you kno w me so well.”

“I told you,” I said, opening my apartment door, “we soulmates, girl. I know you better than you know yourself.”

She giggled,“Yeah, yeah. See you when I get there.”

We hung up just as I stepped into the spot.

The vibe slapped me instantly.

My boys were already lit the fuck up. Eddie and Rod sittin’ on the couch, Xbox controllers in hand, talkin’ shit while Fortnite played on the TV and Don Toliver bumped through the speakers. They flew in for the weekend, so you already know—what the move is.

Coffee table lookin’ like a everything a man need in life but pussy— half bottle of Christian Brothers Brandy, a six pack of Modelo, two fat ass blunts allready rolled and a bag of that white diva on the side.

Soon as I walked in,

“Damn, y’all started the party without me?”

They jumped up, both yellin’ like I just walked out of a jail cell.

“Carlos in the buildin’!”

“Let’s get it, CokeSniper!” Eddie yelled.

That’s my gamertag.

“Where the ladies at with no panties on?!” Rod shouted, already dancin’.

Man, the night was just gettin’ started.
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