Danni, Danger’s Favorite Daughter
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Danni was twenty-six years old and had never once intentionally tried to injure herself.

And yet, her body bore the silent testimony of a thousand "well-that-seemed-like-a-good-idea-at-
the-time" moments. Scars from spontaneous tree climbing, a crooked pinky from challenging a goat
to a headbutting contest at age fourteen, and an intimate knowledge of various emergency room
vending machines. Some people collected stamps. Danni collected hospital wristbands.

The truth was: Danni wasn’t reckless on purpose.

She was just... free-range of thought. When a situation arose, most people’s internal alarms went
ping! and whispered things like maybe don’t jump off that roof with a bedsheet parachute. Danni's
brain just chirped, how exciting!

Her parents—Janet and Paul—had long since made peace with the fact that Danni came without a
self-preservation instinct or, as Paul often said, “any working brakes upstairs.” So even in her
adulthood, they took... precautions.

Her apartment was an ergonomic fortress. Cushioned corners on every table. Kitchen knives stored
in a locked safe that required both thumbprint and voice authorization. Her toaster had a built-in fire
suppression system. The stove? Induction-only, and the burners turned off automatically if Danni
even looked distracted.

When she visited her parents (which she did often,
mostly because her fridge was usually filled with odd
condiments and expired cheese), her dad met her in
the driveway with the same old "Freedom Chair"—a
custom adult car seat fitted with a five-point harness
and a puzzle lock that required a color code to release.

“It’s not that we don’t trust you,” Janet would say
gently, strapping her in as Danni kicked her legs like a
cheerful hostage. “We just know who we’re dealing
with.”

Danni once tried to unbuckle herself while the car was
moving to grab a raccoon she saw outside. It looked
like it needed help, she had explained. The raccoon
was fine. The fence she tumbled over, less so.

Her wardrobe was carefully curated: clothes made of
neoprene, rubberized denim, and stain-resistant
fabrics. Everything could be wiped clean with a baby
wipe or hosed off if necessary. It was fashion with the
aesthetic of a toddler in a Mad Max film.




Despite all this, Danni was a joy to be around. She had an infectious laugh, a childlike wonder for the
world, and the unshakeable confidence of someone who had absolutely no idea what danger looked
like. If she saw a sign that said “DO NOT ENTER — HAZARD,” her first thought would be, "Huh. Wonder
what kind of hazard!"

One morning, Danni decided to help a construction crew by directing traffic—without permission,
training, or, notably, a reflective vest. She waved enthusiastically at confused commuters in her bright
yellow wipe-clean raincoat and shouted things like “YOU’RE DOING AMAZING, SWEETIE!” at dump
trucks.

That incident made it into the local news. The headline read:
WOMAN IN UNSINKABLE COAT REDIRECTS TRAFFIC, DELAYS CITY BY 3 HOURS
Her parents bought two new padlocks for the front gate after that.

But the strangest part? Danni was lucky. Somehow, through every bizarre misstep, every ill-advised
tree swing made from extension cords, every attempt to "test the strength of gravity just one more
time," she always landed with minimal injury—if not on her feet, then close enough.

Maybe, her parents mused, she had some unseen guardian angel with a hard hat and a lot of
caffeine.

One evening, Paul stood on the porch, watching Danni in the yard trying to convince a possum to
ride a skateboard.

Janet sighed beside him, clutching her mug of tea.
“She’s an adult,” she said softly, as the possum hissed and Danni giggled.
“Legally,” Paul agreed.

They watched in silence for a while longer. Danni clapped as the possum waddled away in mild
offense, then tripped over the skateboard herself and tumbled into a bush.

“Should we intervene?” Janet asked.
Paul sipped his tea. “Nah. The bush is padded. | double-checked last week.”
Because when you raise someone like Danni, you don’t try to stop the chaos.

You just make sure the world around her is built to bounce back.

Getting Dressed (and Undressed)

Danni’s wardrobe was function-first, fashion-second, and then fashion again, but in a “space-themed-
kids-TV-show-host” kind of way. Because when you’re wearing industrial-grade wipe-clean overalls
with magnetic fasteners and integrated knee pads, you might as well lean into the aesthetic.

Fasteners were the issue. Buttons? Too fiddly. Zippers? Potential pinch hazard. Belts? A whole story
we don’t talk about anymore. So most of her outfits were built with Velcro, magnetized closures, or
custom side-release buckles—things that couldn’t be accidentally tied around her neck or used to
scale a fence. Again.

In theory, Danni could get dressed by herself. In practice, things got... interpretive.



Sometimes a shirt ended up backwards and upside down. Sometimes she’d think pants were “weird
long shorts” and cut the legs off with kitchen scissors (which were now kept in a coded lockbox).
Once, she managed to get her waterproof onesie on inside out, zipped up, and locked from the
outside—no one knows how—and had to be cut out of it like an astronaut after reentry.

So there was a daily check-in ritual. Usually via video call or an in-person visit from her best friend,
Mara—a patient, quietly heroic presence with a toolkit and the reflexes of a snake handler.

Mara, watching Danni spin in circles in a rain poncho with leg holes cut into it:
“...Sweetheart. That’s not a dress.”

“It feels like one.”

“You put it on over your pants.”

“I’'m two outfits deep. It’s fashion now.”

Going Out (aka “The Containment Protocol”)

Leaving the house was a production.

First, Danni had a “Pre-Departure Safety Checklist,” laminated and illustrated, taped to the inside of
her door. Mara helped her go through it like a flight crew doing a pre-launch.

Keys? Clipped to her belt with a retractable tether.
Phone? In a shockproof, waterproof, bulletproof case.

Shoes? Fastened. One time she went to the store in mismatched slippers and said nothing because
“people wear weird shoes all the time.”

Bag? Clear plastic, nothing she could weaponize accidentally (even against herself).

Jacket? Bright orange with reflective tape. (“In case you wander into a construction site again,”
Mara said.)

And then there was the Travel Harness. It was... well, it was a modified hiking harness with a padded
waistbelt and chest clip. Not because Danni was dangerous—but because sidewalks, street
performers, and “fun-looking fountains” tended to lure her.

When they were in crowded places—fairs, parades, anything with lights or loud music—Mara clipped
a soft lead onto the back loop like a parent at Disneyland.

Danni didn’t mind.
“I feel like a small sled dog,” she’d say cheerfully, dragging her feet dramatically. “Or a fancy cow.”
And Yet, Somehow...

Despite it all—despite the modified wardrobe, the escape-proof car seat, the tactical snack bag
(because Danni once tried to eat a candle)—she was radiant. Strangers loved her. She struck up
conversations with old men on benches, children in strollers, and bewildered baristas. She had a joy
that didn’t know shame, and a curiosity that outran fear.



Her parents knew they couldn't stop her from being Danni.

They could only build the world in a way that gave her freedom without the consequences she never
saw coming. Like a hamster ball made of soft yeses and heavily padded no’s.

Because Danni didn’t have common sense.
But she had people.

And sometimes, that was more than enough.

“The Great Contained Adventure”

(A trip with Danni, Janet, and Paul)
It started as a simple idea.

A weekend getaway. Just the three of them. Family bonding. Nature. Fresh air. Nothing dangerous,
nothing exotic. A cabin in the woods.

But not too deep in the woods—Janet made sure it had cell service, running water, and a trauma
center within fifteen miles.

“Just a calm, safe retreat,” she’d said.

”

Paul nodded solemnly. “Like putting a raccoon in a wine glass. Totally safe.

The Packing Ritual

Packing for Danni was... precise. Not just clothes, but
systems.

Her suitcase included:

Four full sets of wipe-clean outfits in blaze orange and
neon green

A backup set of flame-retardant pajamas (“Just in case,”
Janet mumbled)

Pre-packaged snack boxes sorted by choking hazard level

An emergency whistle (which Danni had already tested...
indoors)

One full-body mosquito net jumpsuit that made her look
like a haunted beekeeper

A travel-size First Aid kit with instructions taped to it
saying, “DON’T TRY TO USE THIS ALONE. CALL MOM.”

Paul prepped the car: installed the reinforced adult car seat, clipped the fidget straps into the
armrests, filled the backseat caddy with activity books, chewy necklaces, and a pair of noise-
cancelling headphones “for when she decides she wants to sing whalesong at full volume again.”



Danni showed up with a self-built slingshot, a tangle of charger cables she called her “data
spaghetti,” and a Ziplock bag of mystery trail mix containing gummy worms, jerky, and what may
have been loose marbles.

“Ready!” she beamed.

Janet gently confiscated the slingshot.

The Cabin
It was picturesque. Trees. Lake. Fresh pine air.

Danni ran full-speed out of the car, tripped on a tree root, rolled, and popped up like a cartoon,
yelling “Ten outta ten!” before trying to make friends with a moth the size of her hand.

Paul sighed. “Bet she’ll name it Kevin."

She named it Kevin.

Day One: Wildlife, Water, and Warnings

Hike Time: Janet insisted on a leisurely trail. Danni wore her helmet and “walkie-clipped” to her
parents by a 6-foot climbing rope they called “the tether.” It worked... sort of.

She tried to pet every rock. Claimed one looked “haunted in a flirty way.” Got distracted by a patch of
mushrooms and had to be bodily redirected three times.

“Danni, sweetie, if you don’t know what it is, don’t lick it,” Janet said for what felt like the third time
that hour.

Back at the cabin, she attempted to “test buoyancy physics” in the lake by filling her coat pockets
with smooth stones and wading in up to her chest. Paul fished her out with a canoe paddle.

“No self-preservation,” he muttered. “Not a drop.”

Day Two: The Great Chipmunk Incident

It started innocently: Danni tossing crackers toward a curious chipmunk. Then she tried to hand-feed
it. Then she invited it inside because “it looks emotionally available.”

Chaos.

Chipmunk in the cabin. Danni chasing it with a soft dish towel like she was trying to baptize it. Janet
on a chair yelling, “Not again!” despite the fact this had never happened before. Paul opened the
fridge instead of the front door in the panic. Danni finally coaxed the chipmunk out using gentle
cooing and a chunk of cheese.

She was thrilled. Her parents were less so.

Later, Paul duct-taped a “NO DANIMALS ALLOWED” sign to the porch.



Day Three: Reflections by the Campfire

That night, they made s’'mores.

Danni roasted her marshmallow directly on the side of the fire pit wall, managed to somehow stick
melted chocolate on her elbow, and got her hair tangled in a bag of graham crackers.

But she was smiling. Glowing.
“I like it here,” she said, cheeks sticky. “I didn’t even fall in the fire!”
Paul raised his marshmallow like a toast. “Progress.”

Janet leaned over, brushing marshmallow fluff off Danni’s jacket. “You’re chaos wrapped in duct tape,
baby girl.”

“I'm like a burrito of boldness,” Danni replied proudly.

Going Home

The car ride home was peaceful. Danni fell asleep mid-sentence, drooling gently on her neck pillow
(which was sewn into the harness so she wouldn’t yeet it out the window again). Kevin the Moth had
been respectfully released into the woods with a goodbye kiss and half a Cheerio.

The weekend hadn’t been normal, exactly.

But for the family of the girl with no brakes, no filter, and a heart so big it nearly got her adopted by a
woodland creature...

...it was perfect.
And Janet was already planning the next trip—someplace safe.

Maybe a submarine.

Chapter: “The Grocery Store Incident”

Back from the cabin trip, Danni was flying high on what she called her “outdoor excellence streak.”

“I didn’t fall off anything tall,” she told Mara proudly.
“True,” Mara said, “but you did try to share a sleeping bag with a raccoon.”
“He was cold!”

To keep the momentum going, Janet decided it was time to trust Danni with a grown-up solo task.

“Let’s try the grocery store,” she told Paul.
Paul blinked. “You mean, we go with her?”
“No,” Janet said, zipping up Danni’s red wipe-clean overalls. “I mean, she goes alone.”

Paul looked at Danni, who was trying to tape a spoon to a banana. “Janet, have you taken a blow to
the head?”

The Mission



Danni was thrilled. She had a laminated shopping list clipped to her suit with little Velcro tabs, a pre-
loaded gift card (cash had been banned after The Gumball Machine Fiasco), and a GPS tracker
clipped discreetly to her backpack.

Janet gave her a pep talk like she was launching into
space. “Stay focused. Use your list. Don’t talk to anyone
with a clipboard.”

“Got it!” Danni saluted.
“Don’t sample anything unless it’s meant to be sampled.”
“Right! No mystery olives!”

“And no pushing carts faster than walking speed—
remember the incident with the watermelon display?”

“One time,” Danni muttered. “One glorious time.”

Inside the Store
Danni was a woman on a mission.

She pushed her cart slowly. She hummed. She followed
the list. Bread? Got it. Cheese sticks? Too easy. Apples?
Found them. Rolled one for luck.

She was doing so well.
Until she saw the lobster tank.

Something in her soul whispered, free them.
She stood there for ten full minutes, whispering to the lobsters through the glass.

“You don’t belong here. Your spirit’s too big for this tank.”
One of them waved a claw. That sealed it.
Danni sprinted down the aisle and grabbed a set of tongs and a reusable bag.

Luckily, a kind employee named Terrence, who had helped Danni before during The Juice Spill
Avalanche, spotted her mid-rescue attempt.

“No lobster liberation today, Miss D,” he said gently, steering her away like someone redirecting a
tiny tornado. “Let’s get you back to produce.”

Returning Home
She burst through the door, triumphant.

“I GOT STUFF!” she shouted, holding up a bag that contained bread, cheese sticks, apples, and one
roll of duct tape (“Just in case the bananas get too loud”).

Janet and Paul hugged her like she’d returned from Everest.



“Well?” Paul asked, checking her over for bite marks, sea creatures, or tomato-based wounds.
“1 did it all by myself,” she said. “Except for the part where the lobsters made me emotional.”

Janet nodded. “That tracks.”

That Night

She sat on the couch in her fleece onesie (flame-retardant, stitched at the ankles, and slightly
reinforced at the knees), munching on apple slices and watching a documentary on whales.

“You know,” she said thoughtfully, “I could probably ride one if | had the right harness.”
Paul nearly choked on his tea.

Janet calmly opened her tablet and began researching ‘safest ocean enclosures for adult children
with heroic dreams.’

Because with Danni, every small success was followed by an even bolder idea.

And no matter how padded, sealed, zipped, or Velcroed she was... she would always find the edge of
possibility.

And ask if she could jump off—just to see what happened.



