
I knew my flirting game was bad, but maybe I didn’t 
think it was that bad. I saw this cute girl at the 
mall with her friend, leaned in and smiled, “You know 
babe, you’re a peach.”

She gave me this look like I interrupted their 
conversation, and she didn’t know what to do with 
my expertly placed compliment. Now, in hindsight, 
maybe it wasn’t expertly placed. Maybe I could have 
read the room a little better and said hi first. 

Her nerdy looking friend laughed amused with the 
awkwardness. At least she laughed until she looked 
at me with glowing eyes and smirked, “No, you’re a 
peach.”

There was this blinding light surrounding me and 
I could no longer hear the general noise of the 
mall. Instead, the first thing I noticed was the 
sound of cars. No, go-karts. 

The world faded back into view and I was standing 
at a go-kart track. I started to notice that I didn’t 
feel right. I could feel all this long, blonde hair 
around my face, some of it down into my vision. My 
chest felt heavier. My entire center of balance was 
off. 

I didn’t have time to dwell on it, as I notice there 
was a group of children all looking up at me. I 
didn’t know what to do. There was a voice on the 
Pa system that seemed to fill me in very quickly, 
“Princess Peach will now tell the birthday girl and 
her friends the rules for the Go-Kart Track!”


