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You can’t fight fate. Or can you? Jesse sat and looked at herself in the mirror. She was not happy with what looked back at her. At thirty, she possessed a body most women would envy. At five foot five, she sported an hourglass figure, complete with firm symmetrical 36C's and a 24-inch waist. She inherited the ass of an Olympic figure skater and a face so beautiful it would break your heart to see her cry. 

However, living in a secluded town in Nebraska hadn’t always been this difficult or even challenging, for that matter. Growing up here used to be special. Her family lived a simple life, but she lacked for nothing. They taught her pride in her state and with the “Cornhuskers”. Christmases were particularly special as her parents always spent Christmas Day camping by a lake where she and her dad fished the days away. She excelled in academics, never once bringing home a report card with a grade lower than a high-B and graduating at 17. 

Her adult life didn't give her the same warm memorable experiences as she enjoyed in childhood, however. Economic situations have hit the state in various industries. Nebraska has held strong trends in Finance, Insurance, and Medical technological fields, unfortunately Jesse’s family and most of her entire city have been generational farmers and they were hit hardest. 

The city managed to lure a major green tech firm, but it will take some time for many families to manage skill transitions. A family doesn’t just spend 100 years in farming and walk into a financial technologies firm. For several years, life held no meaning for Jesse, and she felt no sense of accomplishment unless you count marrying the star quarterback in high school. That relationship ended after three years. 

You see, Mr. Right suffered from a drinking problem that reached a resolution by the combined efforts of high velocity and a shortage of available real estate. In other words, Old Golden Arm came barreling down the road at 90 miles per hour, couldn't handle the curve, resulting in a terrifying 120-foot plunge. 

Apparently, he plotted to do some midnight skinny dipping with some of his friends at a quarry a few towns over in the absence of his wife. They said they found him crushed behind the wheel of his Chevy dually pickup truck, clutching a woman who wore no pants and apparently straddling him at the time of impact. Both were over three times the legal alcohol limit. 

Jesse traveled out of town the day before this, attending the funeral of her late father’s only sister. When the local news covered the story, they pulled no punches in describing the lewd predicament of the couple in the truck. Several of his buddies, already at the quarry, witnessed the incident. One person reported they all heard the screeching tires and looked up towards the entrance road. Headlights suddenly appeared, crashing over the top of the barrier. The truck teetered at the top for a few seconds before plunging into the rock pile below. Jesse stayed with her parents and wouldn’t show her face in town for months to avoid the local reporters.

Her husband’s drinking became a problem in the 10th grade, but he got help. As a senior, he relapsed after losing the title game to a rival after being baited into throwing a pick six. He never finished high school after that and turned to the bottle. Jesse still married him after her graduation. 
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