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DISCLOSURE
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If you do not like to read about erotic, graphic sex, or if strong language bothers you, this may not be the book for you. The Pit Lizard Racing Series is an erotic, romance series that is centered around dirt track racing. It contains blatant, sometimes taboo sex. It portrays many of the redneck cliches that people talk about. While I have done my best to make sure names do not match any drivers I know, I may have accidentally gotten them in there anyway as there are thousands of drivers out there. Please note that this series is FICTIONAL yet based on realistic events. Any similarity to persons, places, or events, is strictly coincidental.

Thank you for purchasing a Pit Lizard Racing Series book. This adventure began as a dare, with Libby, then moved on to Ginger, this book Gina, and the next will be Monique. While each book works as a stand alone, if you’re curious about the other Lizards and haven’t done so already, check out the other two pervious books. You won’t be sorry. Besides Monique, there are also two more books rattling around in my head. As long as you all read them, I will keep trying to write them. Thank you again. I love you all!
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In Memory of:


Michael E Farley

1957-2024
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Mike, Michael, Mikey, Farley, The Famous One, DynaMike, Uncle Mike, and so many other names, both good and bad, was a friend to many. He was more than a friend to me; he was family. Thanksgivings, Christmas’s, my wedding, birthdays and sooo many movie nights. OMG the B movies he would find and bring. LOL I have soooo many great memories with Mike. Love ya buddy. We all miss you. Rest in Peace, and keep the hammer down in the corners, you’ve got the straights handled!!
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I’d like to thank Jimmy Cole, driver of the #55 IMCA Modified, and his daughter, owner of Mavericks Gentlemens Club for the use of the cover picture. Thank you to photographer Denise Badgley for her great suggestions. Thank you to Larry Rust for daring me to start writing this series, it's been an insane but fun challenge. Thank you to Shauna Spangler for all the encouragement you’ve given me. And thank you to all my amazing racing family for all your suggestions and help in spreading the word about this racing series. HUGE Thank You to all my faithful Pit Lizards for reading these crazy books!! 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Gina


[image: ]




It was Tuesday night around 8:30 when I pulled into the pits at the race track and immediately spotted my buddy, and partner on the Force, Aubrey. Being the new guy, and one of the few sheriffs in a huge county like this, kept me busy; in fact, just yesterday we rescued Monique Givens from the ass hat, Leon Sinclair and tonight I was here to pick him up for kidnapping.

In the pit across from Leon’s, I noticed a hot piece, wrapped in a checkered flag. From my car, I saw her dangly earrings and tight sports bra top. Her ultra-small cutoff shorts left little to the imagination and boy did I imagine.

Pulling myself back to the task at hand, I got out of the car and gave Aubrey and Monique a curt nod as I strode purposely toward Leon. I'd talk to them later about all this.

A different scantily-clad chick, who I knew as Tiffany, hopped out of Leon’s truck and ran up to me. “Officer, what’s going on?” 

“Excuse me, ma’am. I need to speak with Leon Sinclair for a moment.” I moved to step around her only for her to jump in front of me again. “Look ma'am, you’re interfering with an officer of the law. I’m here to talk to Mr. Sinclair, and I need to talk to him now.” I moved forward and gave her a little nudge.

Her shoulders stiffened at the sharp tone of my voice, but she moved aside and let me pass. Then, turning, she shouted. “Run Leon! The cops are here!”

He looked up from where he was crouched next to his car, checking the tire pressures. “Copper.” He acknowledged me, then quickly jumped up and tried to run, shoving against me as he took off.

I was momentarily thrown off balance, then quickly righted myself and chased after him. “Leon Sinclair, stop! You’re under arrest!” I was faster than I looked and caught up with him in just a few strides. I took him to the ground and put a knee in his back. Jerking his hands behind him, “That’s Mr. Copper to you. Or Officer Cooper would be more polite. Anyway, you have the right to remain silent.” I began to recite his Miranda Rights. 

Leon struggled against me like I knew he would and I decided to be extra rough; a jackass like this didn’t deserve kid gloves. I shoved his face into the dirt and he spit out gravel as I jerked him to his feet. 

“I want to talk to my attorney.” He growled.

I opened the car door and put my hand on his head so I didn’t scalp him when I shoved him into the back seat. He sat up and glared at me. The look on his face pissed me off. He had the nerve to give me that look when he kidnapped a woman and dragged her from her home. 

“You’ll get your phone call after I get you to the station, until then, I sincerely hope you take advantage of your right to remain silent.” Walking around the car, I looked up and happened to catch a nicely rounded, checkered flag covered ass bent over the back end of a racecar and felt my pulse shoot up faster than it had when I was taking Leon down.

“Holy Shit,” I mumbled under my breath as I slid into my seat. “What an ass.”

“Are you talking about Gina over there, or me?” Leon chuckled from behind the cage.

“Shut up.” My motor firing up was a weak sound amid all the throaty engines of Modifieds, Stock Cars, Sport Mods, and Hobby Stocks. 

The drive to the station was long and Leon was mercifully quiet. I thought about the gal he called Gina. She was just my type. Nice, juicy ass, voluptuous tits, and an infectious smile. I just hoped it was the only infectious thing she had, as I assumed she’d been around. Not that I blamed her. Lizards needed love too and I  hoped to catch one of my own.

The underground parking was dimly lit, the flickering lights gave off an eerie glow like what you see in horror movies where you yell at the characters on the screen ‘Don’t go in there.’ 

To me, however, it was a comfortable glow. A glow that was welcoming, a glow that felt like my porchlight at home after a long day of chasing down perps. 

A look in my rearview mirror told me that Leon had fallen asleep so I got out and jerked open the door he leaned against. “Get out,” I said as he fell out of the car. I pulled him to his feet and pushed him ahead of me. 

“What’s your hurry, I’ve got nothing but time.” He purposely dragged his feet as I continued to nudge him forward. 

“You can sit on your ass in processing, but until we get in there, step it up.” Inside the station, I set him down at the desk and began the tedious process of booking him. It always felt like a lot of clerical work to me. “Full name,” I growled, then started typing the information into the computer.

“I get a call,” he demanded.

“Tell it to the judge,” I said. “Besides, your one call is a myth. Until then, you’re on my time, and I don’t have enough of it to deal with your bullshit.” 

Leon grudgingly gave up answers to everything I asked. His mug shot was taken and he was fingerprinted and then released to a holding cell. I worked a little more on the case and organized my statement, Aubrey’s, and Monique’s. I had the lady from the convenience store’s statement and I reread it again.

Poor Monique. I couldn’t believe after everything that had happened to that girl, she was there at the same racetrack as Leon. That gal had some serious balls. I knew Aubrey was there with her but he couldn’t protect her when he was on the track.

Then, my mind drifted to the chick in the shorty shorts. Obviously, she was a Pit Lizard, but was she already attached to someone? She was doing something to that car she was leaning up against, but that didn’t really mean anything. The Lizards seemed to drift from one driver to the next with no rhyme or reason.

Then, it hit me. I had seven days off starting tomorrow. I hadn’t raced for a few weeks because I was waiting on parts but now that my car was back together, I was getting the itch; and maybe - just maybe, I’d see Gina. 

“Gina,” I said her name out loud and enjoyed the sound of it. But what was her last name? The clock on the wall said I had twenty-three minutes left of my shift. I adjusted myself and belatedly realized just how much I enjoyed thinking of that particular Pit Lizard. I decided then and there that tomorrow, after getting some sleep, I’d head over to one of my favorite hang-outs, Mavericks, and release some steam. 

Maybe with any luck, a lap dance or two might get me by until I could find something, or someone more substantial. I glanced at the wall again and suddenly, I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.

I reported the status of Leon and a couple of other things I had going on to the relief officer and changed into my street clothes in record time. From there, I hurried to the car with a smile. My bed was calling my name.

After parking under the dusk to dawn light, I hummed a little tune to myself as I turned the key in the lock and let myself in. 

My house was cool and slightly humid, and thankful for the early morning temperatures, I stripped down and slid nude between the rough cotton sheets of my bed. It had been a long shift and I was out the moment my head hit the pillow.

Some time later, I yawned and stretched out across my bed. The clock on my nightstand said it was three in the afternoon. I looked down at my throbbing “morning” wood and got up to take care of it. After I got dressed, I started the coffee pot and went outside. It was a beautiful day. The butterflies and hummingbirds buzzed the flowers growing along my neighbor's fence line and my mind shifted immediately to Gina. Tomorrow night was race night and with any luck, I’d see her again.

In the meantime, I’d work on my car and then go hang out at Mavericks for a little while and see what was going on there. I was glad I lived somewhere that I could race at least four days a week if my schedule allowed.

After washing the Purple People Eater, I made some adjustments and changed out a cracked hose that I found. I hit the shower and relaxed under the lukewarm stream of water. My hard cock begged for release and I decided it would be smarter to take care of it now than to go to the club and have it misbehave.

I wrapped my hand around the girth and slowly pumped it up and down, squeezing slightly to apply more friction. 

I leaned my head against the side of the shower and moved my hand faster and faster, panting from the increased pleasure it was bringing me. It had been a while since I had found release and this quick hand job, although not enough, would hopefully get me by until I found the woman I was looking for.

Soon, my balls stiffened and I felt my jizz work up my shaft until I ejaculated into the rushing water. Feeling somewhat relieved, I soaped and rinsed my pubic area and ass.

The shower water began to cool and I quickly scrubbed my head as well as the rest of my body, rinsed, and shut off the faucet. Blindly I reached around the curtain and felt for the towel that hung on the wall right outside it.

After drying off, I pulled on some jeans and a button-down shirt and after working on the car for several hours, decided to have a late dinner at the club. Their burgers were almost as good as their dancers.

A short drive later, I paid my cover and went inside to find a seat. I ordered a burger and beer and watched as one gal finished up on the stage and another walked on. 

It was dark in the club with the only real light focused on the stage in the center of the building. The usual pole was there and the new dancer backed up to it and rubbed the crack of her ass up and down before turning and gyrating against it.

My breath caught and I choked on my beer when she turned and looked my way. It was my mystery girl, Gina, on the stage. I did a double-take and looked closer again. When she turned her back toward me, I stared at the twin globes of her ass. Instantly, I looked around and ordered a lap dance. It would take all my willpower not to touch her when she came to shake her ass and tits in my face, but somehow, I would abstain. 
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