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Chapter 1:

James rolled over in his sleeping bag. He looked at the date on his watch. 2-09. 

“Is this true?” he thought. He looked again, to be sure. Yep. It was Febuary ninth, the day he turned 19. 

“Yes!! It’s my birthday!!” he thought. 

Jessie woke up next to him. The last thing James saw was a mallet headed directly for his skull.

Everything went black. 

He woke up, dazed. He couldn’t see.

“What the--?”

“Oh, James. You’ve woken up.” He heard Jessie’s soft fluttering voice. 

He realized he had a blindfold on. He felt around where he was sitting. It was the backseat of a car. He could feel the movement. 

“Why did you hit me with a mallet, Jessie?”

He heard Meowth’s soft snickering. 

“I have a little surprise for you. We’re not there yet, so just relax for now.”

He sat back in the seat. 

“She remembered my birthday.” He thought. “Where is she taking me? Maybe to a romantic dinner for two, and then I get to kiss her goodnight!” He smiled at the thought.

“Okay, you can take the blindfold off now, James!!”

He removed the black cloth. The sun was setting and all the neon lights were blazing. 

“It’s-it’s Las Vegas!!!”

Jessie smiled at him. “All-you-can-eat-buffet galore!!” She said, knowing he loved food.

“I love to play poker!!And slots!!!”

“Get ready for the most exciting night of your life!!” said Jessie, handing him a fake I.D. that said he was 23.

“And I’m going to laugh my head off when you both get hangovers!!!” said Meowth. She threw him out the car window.

They parked in front of a big casino and went in. They came out with only a little more than they had started with. 

“I’m starving. Let’s say we get a little something to eat?” said James.

Later, at the buffet, James was starting on his 11th portion and Jessie was nursing a plate of salad. 

“A little something to eat?” Jessie said to herself. 

Finally, James finished. They paid and headed to the most popular bar in town. 

The waitress came up to them  “What’ll you have?”

“Um, two 220’s.”

After the waitress left, a drunk at the next table turned to them.

“Who’s gettin’ the 220?”

“Um, I am.” Said James.

“You know why they call it the 220?”

“Why?”

“Because it’s 220% alcohol!!!” The drunk gave a wheezy laugh at his little joke. His breath was awful, and his teeth were all rotten.

James started to turn away, but the drunk brought another thing up. 

“You know, there’s a record at this here bar. I hold it. I drank 10 220’s in a row without passing out!!” 

“I could try to beat that.” Said James.

“Me too.” Said Jessie.  

“Good luck. You a first time heavy drinker?”

“Um..yeah.”

“I guess.”

“Hmm. Your kind can’t usually go past 6.”

The waitress brought back their drinks. The drinks were orange and foamy. 

“Keep ‘em coming.” Said James to the waitress.

“Why, you trying to beat the record??” she replied.

“Yes.”

“Good Luck, you’ll need it.”

They chugged and chugged and chugged. After 8 drinks, they were about to pass out. 

“I Quit.” Said James. 

Then it all went black.

James woke up. He was lying on the floor in nothing but a speedo.

His mouth tasted like an ashtray and his hair and body was all messy and sticky. 

He went to look at his watch. It was 1:30 pm. Then something sparkly on his finger caught his eye. It was a wedding ring.

“Nooooooooooooooo!!!!”

He suddenly heard a bloodcurdling scream from a few feet away. Jessie was standing there in lacy langerie that barely covered her assets, looking at her hand in shock. It was an identical wedding ring. 

Meowth walked into the room. “Well, well, well. I see the newlyweds are ready for a honeymoon. Even though I’m pretty sure they already had one judging by the clothing-or lack thereof.”

