University of Utah
UNDERGRADUATE RESEARCH JOURNAL

IF 1 SHOULD DIE BEFORE | WAKE
Hailey Danielson
Department of English and Honors



ABSTRACT

In my senior year at the University of Utah, | edited and improved upon the novel | wrote
in the Honors Novel Writing Workshop course taught by Michael Gills. My novel If | Should
Die Before | Wake is the story of a young woman named Emma meeting a young man named
Cale by coincidence, and how they struggle through their individual trials while also growing
stronger together. The two both go on journeys of self-discovery and exploration while also
providing strength, support, and insight for the other. In this thesis I will delve into the intricacies
of novel writing in general as well as my own personal experience in writing and becoming a
novelist. | believe that truly exploring the methods and mental fortitude of working on a novel
through multiple drafts is important to understanding much of myself and the humanities as a
whole. The complexities of writing and experiencing through the eyes of characters and

providing that experience for others is unique and extraordinary.
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INTRODUCTION

When | was touring colleges around the country, visiting campus, collecting countless
pamphlets, and listening to infinite spiels, the University of Utah stuck out to me for two reasons.
First, I loved how the honors college had a super cool Outdoor Leadership living and learning
community, and second, that there was a year-long novel writing course. There were other
reasons as well, but those two really stuck with me. When it came time to apply for the honors
novel writing course | did have my doubts. Could I do this? How skilled would my other
classmates be? But | applied. I interviewed. | was accepted. Even the summer before the class
when | was planning what | would write | started to doubt myself. Could I really write a novel? It
always seemed like something I could do, in the future, someday. But | went to the first class,
wrote my first ten pages, and worked and worked and worked. Before | knew it, | had one
hundred pages, two hundred, and a finished first draft. I did it.

When | was brainstorming for my novel | had so many ideas. | was bouncing all over in
the imagination of it all. Eventually, | settled on some sort of young love. | started scheming
what my plot milestones would be, how it would feel, who my characters were, and it was
exciting. | created my two main characters Emma Davis and Cale Martin from me at different
points in my life. | thought the only way for me to create believable characters would be to base
them on myself. It's a little strange to think about two versions of myself falling in love with the
other, but that’s why I emphasize based on. Emma would be the hopeful, optimistic person who
sees the best in everything and has worked through her issues already and would just be
struggling to find her future. Cale would be incomplete and utter denial, avoiding any questions

and staying true to the path he chose for himself. The two were destiny. But as | was getting



some more detailed planning done, 1 was hit by the sudden realization that the story | had been
formulating wouldn’t be a happy one. Emma and Cale’s story together wouldn’t be that picture-
perfect happily ever after. That was perhaps the first moment | experienced the novel guiding me
toward an answer. It was never my plan to end their love so tragically until the story and
characters convinced me it was. The novel took on a life of its own from its conception until the
day I wrote the last words on that final page.

My novel, currently titled If | Should Die Before | Wake, is a book that will be told in five
parts and will follow two main characters. The first part is focused on how the two main
characters, Emma and Cale, first meet and how they end up missing their chance. Both of them
feel regret about missing out on what they both felt could have been something special. Also, we
learn that Emma has a conflict of what path she wishes to take in the future, specifically with her
major. Cale knows exactly what he wants to do, but might be unable to achieve his goals since in
this first part we learn that he has congenital heart disease. Both have conflicts individually and
in their mutual relationship.

The second part is about our two characters getting a second chance with one another.
Due to outside influences, Cale is forced to get coffee and a new coffee shop, which is where
Emma often frequents. They meet again and together go on a march for climate change
awareness. Sparks fly until Emma is struck with a migraine and has to leave. Cale takes care of
her and they exchange contact information.

Part three follows the beginnings of a relationship. Cale and Emma grow closer,
becoming ever more important to the other person. They go on dates, study, and spend time
together constantly. Things really start to look up for the two of them, until Cale shares with
Emma about his sickness. They get into a huge fight about it since Cale won’t admit the

seriousness of the issue and Emma can’t stand his denial and blatant disregard for his own life.



The fourth part follows them going separate ways for their winter breaks. The pair is
distanced not just emotionally from their fight but also physically as they go back to their
families for vacation. But it ends with the two reconciling and growing stronger together. They
realize that they can be each other’s strength.

The fifth and final part surrounds an accident. Emma receives a terminal head injury and
as per her final wish, we learn that her heart is compatible with Cale. And Cale receives her heart
before he knows that it’s hers. Cale is given a new shot at life all because of Emma. She became
his strength and now motivates him to remain true to himself and never waste a moment of his

life and that he should do everything he can to leave the world better than he found it.

Research and Real-World Roots

From the very start, | knew that | would need to do some in-depth research. Especially
since | wanted to give Cale Martin congenital heart disease. A real disease that affects real
people. I had to dive in deep. And | learned that as | answered my initial questions new questions
would immediately fill their place. Before exploring congenital heart disease and heart
transplants for my book I never realized just how much you need to dig to find the truth and the
understanding you need to do something justice. Even with a finished novel I still believe I need
to go back and discover more. Every single detail matters, while yes this is fiction, it's real. It's
real-life with real emotions and | wanted it to feel as authentic as possible.

One of the most important lessons | took away from the novel-writing workshop was how
to intertwine your truth as the author with the book’s truth. The best way to create the
authenticity I mentioned earlier is to use the experiences that you’ve really had in order to
connect the false with the real. With that delicate balance, a writer can masterfully make even the
wildest concepts feel tangible and true. As | wrote about the senses that | had experienced, one of

my classmates told me that they loved my line “to thaw would be to burn.” That line was taken



from a real-life experience when | went sledding without my gloves and the burning sensation
that came with warming my hands up again. It was one of my favorite lines too. The phrase
meant something completely different for the character and the reader, however, the truthfulness
of the line can be felt universally because | was attempting to blend my reality with the fiction.
Beyond the sensory descriptions and character experiences and memory, which | drew
from my intrinsic memories. | also was greatly inspired by real places for my settings. While the
main city and college setting of my novel, Providence, Oregon, and the school Burton College
were fabricated locations, | drew my inspiration from real places. | was inspired by trips | had
taken to Spokane and Walla Walla, Washington. | drew from my time in those places to create
Providence, Oregon. | also took a majority of the design for Burton College from Whitworth
University in Spokane. | attempted to ground the fiction of my novel with the reality of the real
world throughout the novel. | even used extremely literal references to specific songs, events,

and neighborhoods such as Sugar House in Salt Lake City.

The Workshop Process

I will never forget my very first workshop with this group. | was expecting critique but |
was also anticipating praise. | thought for everything I was told I should change or improve on,
I'd at least get one good thing | was doing as well. In my August 2020 naivety, | was gravely
mistaken. In my first thirty-minute workshop | was accused of being insensitive to certain
demographics, told my plans were too much for me, and not once did | hear a single good thing.
| was heartbroken, to say the least, and in all honesty, I did cry, in the classroom, in the bathroom
after class, the walk home, and in my room long after. All the expectations | had were shattered.
I didn’t think my first twenty pages were perfect but I thought they were better than the response
| got back from people. | was floundering for a very long time. | caught myself searching for

what writing would make my classmates happy. What would they like? How could | get praise



again? They were dangerous toxic thoughts. | also wanted to give up. If there was nothing about
my novel that anyone liked so far then what was | doing? | felt as though | was left stranded
without a foothold or anything to hold on to. Should I start over? Drop the class?

It was in that first week after my initial workshop that | grew as a person. Not just a
writer, but as a human. Firstly, I shouldn’t seek affirmation from others. If | were to live my life
only surviving on the confidence other people gave me I wouldn’t last a day. I needed to learn to
find myself. That was eye-opening. Secondly, I need to be able to take what critiques moved me
and ignore the critiques that didn’t. I had to learn that I was writing this novel for no one but
myself. In twenty years would | care what one person thought of my book? No. Would I care if
what | wrote was something | was proud of? Yes. | needed to figure out what would make me
proud of my work.

There is a delicate balance between being overly prideful in one’s own work and in being
proud of one’s hard work. After my first workshop, I established that new balance. I found my
self-confidence while also embracing my errors, flaws, and weaknesses.

I know that sounds like a lot to have learned in a week, but it's the truth. It wasn’t easy
for me to learn either. To be completely frank, that was a really shitty week. | was plagued with
self-doubt, | kept wanting to give up, and I really didn’t want to show my face again in that class
after crying so much. But | kept going. | kept writing. And | am so happy that | did.

In the year-long course, | was surrounded by really gifted peers. Each and every one of
them will go on to do such amazing things, I can’t help but feel like I was the weakest link of the
group, but if anything that was what continued to push me forward. As | was surrounded by so
many smart, intelligent, and talented people | was able to learn from all of them. The peer system
is spectacular because | was never alone in this whole process. There were always others

surrounding me encouraging me, and teaching me, even if they didn’t know it. I was always



watching and observing other people’s processes as well as my own. | wanted to learn as they
were learning. Perhaps they were struggling with something I hadn’t tried yet, just because I
hadn’t faced that issue yet didn’t mean I wouldn’t. Their complications were mine and vice
versa.

There was nothing more gratifying or as terrifying as the moment one of my reading
partners was assigned to present my novel and their findings on my novel to the class. It was
surreal hearing my plot, my characters, and my story getting explained by someone else. The
moment of hearing my words through their voice made everything | was doing feel all the more
real. This wasn’t just a story I was writing for myself in the darkness of 4:30 in the morning, this
was something that people could read and experience just like I could. There was something so
special about that instance. If it wasn’t for the workshop aspect of the class, I probably would
have always been too scared to ever share my work. But because | had the push from like-
minded reading partners who were reading as | was writing | feel so much more comfortable
with my work.

One of the highlights of the workshop was getting the chance to experience the
Association of Writers and Writing Programs’ 2021 conference. The AWP Writers’ Conference
of 2021 was absolutely astounding. Even online there were innumerable connections and
moments of intimate community. Before the start of every single panel, you would have people
signing in to the chat box with a “Hello from” and suddenly it wasn’t just me, a nameless student
behind a screen, but me an honors writer from the University of Utah who is in the middle of
drafting my first novel among countless others just like me from all over the country. This
feeling of community was something | had no idea | had been so desperately searching for in an

era of thankless keyboards and faceless gray squares. It was spectacular.



In the five days of constant panels, | can honestly say that I not only grew as a writer but
as a person as well. For seven years | have been struggling, alone, with my autoimmune disease,
and in the span of thirty minutes at a panel titled, “Postcards from My Bed: How Autoimmunity
Shapes Form, Practice, and Career,” I was given the validation and satisfaction I needed. Again,
AWP solidified for me a community. | was no longer fighting my fight alone and that moment of
alleviated loneliness isn’t so easily summarized in a few words, but it meant so much to me as a
human struggling alone in the world, hiding from the scary truths and avoiding awkward
conversations. | grew at this conference into someone who isn’t afraid to ask questions, or meet
new people, or have difficult conversations.

Through panels such as "Let's Get Digital," "The Cultural Contours of Grief," and
"Compelling Plots: From the First Draft to Publishing and Marketing," | learned how to take
criticism not just constructively but also strategically. I understood that it’s ok to embrace your
real pain and life struggles and work through the unnameable feelings and bottomless tears with
the written word. | asked the questions about the professional writing world that I could never
find the answers to and made important connections and reached out about internships and
professional insights. Giving me the networking and abilities to continue to succeed in a career
post-college.

| am so beyond grateful for the opportunity to hear from so many amazing writers and
people. Mostly from strong, intellectual, and diverse women. Almost all of the panels | happened
to attend were run and consisted of women. Which was, unfortunately, a surprise, but it made me
even more inspired. To see women, like me, working hard in a field more often than not
dominated by men. They were doing it, so why couldn’t I?

The AWP conference of 2021 was more than | ever expected and | can honestly say that |

will never forget any of the panels, lessons, and moments of those five days for years to come.
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And | am absolutely certain that I will be reaping the rewards from the wisdom imparted to me

for the rest of my life.

Writing Everyday

Physically writing every single day was immensely challenging. Getting up every day at
4:30 am even more so. At the same time, these early mornings in the darkness, with the silence,
and nothing but my fellow writers announcing their presence on Canvas every morning, was
magical. It was exhausting, don't get me wrong. But there was something special about those
early morning hours. That was something that made this workshop even more special. It brought
the entire workshop together. We would continue to check in with each other throughout the day
on those same Canvas discussions sharing our struggles, both personal and writing-wise. Each
and every one of us helped each other out. Whether it was tangible examples and explanations on
how to solve a certain writing problem, or just cheering each other on after a difficult day.

One of the most difficult parts of this novel writing workshop was not looking back or
editing anything. I knew the reason behind it, but I couldn’t shake the feeling for a long time that
my reading partner would be reading those pages that | wrote at 4:30 in the morning with no
double-checking. It was uncomfortable to let the imperfections be, and then be witnessed and
judged by a peer. To be honest it was embarrassing at first. Eventually, those walls and awkward
barriers broke down and left me feeling so much more comfortable with my writing and safe
with my peer group. I think allowing those mistakes to exist was actually extremely freeing. In a
world where we are constantly told to be perfect, to hide those errors, to not show the gaps we
have in our knowledge, it was like a weight being lifted off our shoulders to finally be allowed to
breathe.

It was okay to not be perfect. It was okay.
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| believe that that room I was given to grow is why | was able to become who | am now.
Pre-workshop | was afraid, | was filled with doubt, and | wanted to please everyone. Post-
workshop | am secure in being myself, I embrace myself, and I no longer feel that smothering
pressure to please each and every person and forget who | am in the process. | let myself make
mistakes now.

After | finished the first draft of my novel | was happy, but I was also incredibly sad.
While I love sleeping past 5:30 am, | longed to write again. | actually wanted to go back to
writing every day. Even now as | write this analysis of my writing experience, | want to write a
book. I miss having that project. I didn’t think I would. But here [ am. I’'m officially a writing
addict now. I crave my fingers tapping on the keys, | want that moment when | write a really
cool sentence, | miss my mess of sticky notes on the wall that | would write in my sleep-deprived
delirium with the best ideas | ever had. Moving forward, I think I am going to be a writer for the

rest of my life.

The Second Draft

Going into my second draft, | began by reading and editing a hard copy. It sounds like it
might be easier than the writing portion. However, nothing was harder than going back and
reading my work. It was scary. To return to where it all began, to find errors, inconsistencies,
embarrassing typos, and so much more. But | read every single word.

One of the most interesting things | noticed in my reading of my work was how little |
had changed. I was worried that I wouldn’t remember what my past self was thinking as I wrote,
that | would lose something important in that way, but | was shocked. As I read | would think to
myself, ah a joke like this would do well here, only to discover that | had already made the same
joke in the next line. In a way, it was like having a conversation with myself and traveling back

in time, yet it wasn’t as scary as I had thought it would be. It was oddly comforting.
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On the flip side, | realized the many changes | would have to make. Some of the key
things were, showing and not telling, maintaining tense, and developing the emotions between
the two main love interests more. | also changed the organization of my novel. My original plan
was to separate the parts with a short story that tangentially influenced the main plot, but |
decided in my second draft to focus more on the five stages of grief. It was definitely a change.
However, | think it made for a more cohesive novel. It was also a really fun creative exercise,
adding and developing my own definitions for these common terms. | also decided to format
these pages to look like a dictionary which meant | needed the phonetic spellings. In my drafting
process, | checked with a phonetics student at the University of Utah applying for the Audiology
program to assist me and make sure that the phonetic spellings were accurate.

Once | had goals in place, and a new outline created surrounding this new draft, it was
time to start writing. Many people would assume that the rational, easy, and clear route would be
to duplicate my original file and then make edits on that document, but when do writers ever
choose the easy path? Never. So instead | retyped the entire novel, word for word. While
painstaking, it was incredibly beneficial. Since | was typing the entire novel again anyway | was
never hesitant to make changes | just went for it. It was so rewarding.

When | finished my second draft | was satisfied. | put in the work that | wanted to put in,
and I knew that my novel was stronger because of it. But I never felt done. Perhaps a writer’s job

is never finished, but mine definitely wasn’t after my second draft. So, on to the third.

The Future

Even though I’ve finished two drafts of my first draft of my novel If I Should Die Before
| Wake, I am far from being done. As I mentioned earlier, now that I’ve started writing, I
don’t think that I can stop. Now that I’ve started this project I don’t think I can just stop after the

second draft. | want to keep pushing it. Maybe even try and get it published eventually. Because
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why not? Being a part of this workshop has taught me that I am entirely capable of doing
whatever | set my mind to. I can do it.

While terrifying, | do love the idea of young people out in the world reading my novel. |
think 1 want that. So I am going to do it. And while it sounds like an insane amount of work that
completely terrifies me, I’m going to do it. If I’'m going to finish this project, I’'m going to do it
the right way. With all the elbow grease, blood, sweat, and tears. | am actually excited about
that.

I will be a writer for the remainder of my life. I’'m hooked. | have learned so much about
myself in this workshop. It has been hard, grueling, and emotionally difficult work, but each
letter on those documents was worth it. Every tear | cried after my first workshop was worth it. |
would do it all over again. | feel almost as if this workshop operated on my training wheels for
writing. | am afraid to take them off, they’re comfortable, secure, and safe. But I have been given
the skills and abilities to attempt the rest of this journey outside the safety of the honors center. |

can do it. | will do it.
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THE NOVEL

If 1 Should Die Before | Wake
By
Hailey Danielson
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To all the people who told me that I’d write a novel one day.
Yours are the voices that pushed me onward.
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Grief /grif/

1: deep sadness due to the immense loss of a person or thing.
2: an extreme sadness

3: informal: a hindrance or nuisance
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PROLOGUE

January 2021 — One Year Later

The air stilled, crisp with a harsh mid-winter anger. It silently clawed at his face as he
walked clumsily forward, begging him to stop, asking him to give into his desires to stop. He
really wanted to stop moving, to turn around, and leave. But he wouldn’t, he couldn’t. A beat in
his heart urged him to continue on. So he did. His nose tinged with red as it fought hard against
the cruel bite of brutal chill. The breath that leaked from his mouth flew away from him in
escape, as if the oxygen of his lungs was even more cowardly than he was. He didn’t blame it for
escaping. The most guilt and regret ridden parts of him longed to do the same.

He reached the clearing, stepping out from the ominous trees that were glaring down at
him like a criminal who got away with murder, their withered stares grated on his soul. No one
felt more guilty than he did. No one. But there was nowhere to place that guilt, all that blame. It
couldn't leave, nor did it really have the right to leave. It was all deserved, exactly where it
should be.

While he was lost in his head, all sound ceased to exist, whether that was his doing or
from the retaliation of nature, he was unsure. But no matter its cause, it left him alone with his
shaky breaths and snowy foot falls. Not a bird scuffled through the branches of the spiteful trees,
not a gust of wind carried the noise pollution of nearby cars or roadways. Just silence. Still air.
Stagnance.

There was always something so satisfying about the sound of snow crunching and

compacting, yet also incredibly grating at the same time. Perhaps that encompassed everything
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about this situation. He needed to be here, needed to face his demons and his angels, yet it was
vastly uncomfortable. So incredibly uncomfortable.

He could now see his destination in front of him. He was so close. But he staggered. Hit
with sudden feelings of panic, triggering his fight or flight. He wanted to leave. He shouldn’t be
here. He wasn’t ready. This was all wrong. No.

I’ll always protect you

His heart lurched, bringing him back to himself, guiding him. Giving him permission to
finish this journey.

With a shake of his head, he pushed through his walls, slowly, but he did.

One foot in front of the other.

He stared at his feet the remainder of the journey. To lie to himself and trick his mind
into thinking he was somewhere else, anywhere else.

He stopped when he noticed the large vase of flowers resting on the ground in front of
him.

Fresh.

Her family must have visited earlier. They were lovely chrysanthemums of all different
colors. So lively, stunning. Just like she was.

Was.

With a breath he crystialized his conviction.

This was it.

He had made a vow to himself that he would make it to her grave.

All that was left was a small tilt of his head, to look her way.
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But why was this last part so hard? He owed it to her to look her way. He was working so
hard to do right by her. To see her and thank her and live as she would have wanted. But god, he
wasn’t brave enough. He was still the same awful selfish human he was a year ago.

Hot tears started heating his cheeks as he continued to stare at the chrysanthemums made
brighter by the clear white snow surrounding them.

Emma, why aren’t you here? You should be here.

Just as his body went on autopilot and began to turn away he felt it.

Calm and support.

He didn’t have to think twice to know with certainty that it was her. She was here. She
was supporting him, and she would help him get through this.

He took a shaky tear filled breath, the cool air tingled the back of his throat waking him
up.

With a new found resilience he made that final move, that final adjustment in his posture
to face the one thing he wanted to deny above all others.

The headstone was the same as it had been a year before. A stunning dark granite that
glinted in the morning sunlight. And the words “Emma Davis” followed by “Sister, Daughter,
Friend.” And those dates. Dates that would forever be too close together: “1998-2020.”

Oh Emma.

I'm so sorry.

I miss you.

| need you.

Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.
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Seeing her final place, he finally allowed himself to feel all those bundled up emotions at

once. His knees crashed into the soft white snow beneath him and he sobbed while repeating the

same phrase over and over again.

Thank you.

Denial and Isolation /dA'nlsl/ /al'sAlefon/

1 Denial: not allowing an occurrence to take place
2 Denial: to refute a fact or truth despite the way that it is logically irrefutable
1 Isolation: to hide

2 Isolation: Loneliness

21



Chapter One

Emma

At 7 o’clock on a Friday night Emma was enjoying her night in and relishing in her lack
of plans and wired bra. She was finishing up some notes and homework for her classes before
she would watch a movie or maybe some trashy reality television show on her extremely out of
date television. Yeah, that was the dream.

Her apartment was quiet, the complex was the perfect distance away from the Burton
college campus so that it didn’t house many college students; the apartments were mostly filled
with young working people or elderly couples. Not that she had a problem with college students,
she was in fact also a college student, however, even she enjoyed her peaceful quiet time, which
you just can’t replicate in a college dormitory.

As she diligently worked at her well-loved desk, she was surrounded by her knick-
knacks, photos of her dads and her sister, and mementos from previous family vacations. Her
apartment was just her. A small one bedroom apartment that she paid for with the help of her
parents. It was much cheaper to live there instead of on campus as well. It had a small kitchen
that looked over her living room, a clean and neat bathroom, and her bedroom. One of her
favorite parts of the space though would have to be her balcony located just off the living room.
She could sit out there and people watch while she drank her classic chai tea latte that she gets
from her go to coffee shop down the street.

She was lucky.

Just as she finished scribbling her final note, her phone started ringing and Moonlight
Sonata filled the space.

Emma quickly grabbed her device and gracefully slid across the green answer arrow.
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“Hello—"

“EMMA I’'M RUNNING TOWARDS YOUR BUILDING”

Emma laughed quietly to herself. As her out of breath friend continued screaming into
her phone, “I’m going to need you to let me in three”

Oh a countdown.

Emma decided to play along.

She jumped up from her desk and ran to her doorway, yanked the door brutally open and
sprinted down the hallway. Apparently her friend would need to be buzzed in, in about two
seconds.

“Two!” The countdown continued.

Emma felt the rush of adrenaline as her feet pounded into her soft carpet beneath her.

“One!” The voice shouted just as Emma’s graceful fingers grazed the intercom’s button.
The distinct buzzing sound echoed on the other end of the line, signalling that all had gone off
without a hitch.

Emma leaned on the wall opposite the intercom and slid down to the floor. With her head
resting on her knees she laughed.

Ashley was her best friend since they both had creative writing together their freshman
year. She was loud, outgoing, and incredibly spontaneous. Together they had balance. Ashley
was the instinct while Emma was the reason. Ash the fantasy while Emma was the reality.

Knocking on her door woke her from her thoughts, it was definitely Ash.

With a grin adorning her face she jumped up and opened the door. Ash greeted her and
quickly came inside.

“Mission successful” she declared.

With a shake of her blonde head Emma chuckled, “Ash, what are you up to?”
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The tan Italian goddess, wearing a black body con dress and a matching leather jacket,
sitting in front of her answered mischievously, “Well, I'm so glad that you asked. We” she
paused gesturing between the two of them, “are going to a Barton sanctioned party on campus at
the student union building tonight.”

“Oh are we now?”

“Yes, and | had you run to give you a little thrill and adrenaline for a warm up. Are you
awake?”

“Yes, I am most definitely awake, but I’'m not sure if [ want to go out tonight.”

Ash pouted at her reclusive words.

Emma sighed, it wasn’t that she hated going out, in fact she liked going out. Well, she
liked going out when it was a planned excursion where she could prepare herself in every way
possible. Spontaneity was not her forte.

“Ash, ’'m in my pajamas and my apartment is very comfortable at the moment, why
should I give that up?”

The friend across from her gave her a side eye before answering, “who said you needed
to change out of your pjs?”

Going to a party in her green junior high era sweatpants, a black tank, sports bra uniboob,
and an ancient jacket didn’t give her a lot of confidence, but Ash had a point, she didn’t have to
change necessarily.

After a moment’s hesitation she relinquished, Ash wouldn’t give in anytime soon
anyway, “Alright, I’ll go.”

Before she even finished her sentence Ash started dancing and screeching.

“Yes! Thank you so much Em! You are not gonna regret this, it’s gonn