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This is to the driver that made the suggestion (you know who you are) and all the other drivers that followed me once they heard about it. Thank you for your kind words and for purchasing a copy of my book. 

Thank you to my friend Shauna for giving me ideas and for checking out my story to make sure it was realistic. To her haters (you know who you are,) make sure your gossip is true before you spread that shit around.

If you like this story, please don’t hesitate to leave me a review. Even just a quick “I loved it” helps gain a little attention sometimes. If I get enough sales, I will write Ginger’s story next!!!

Thanks again, everyone!!!!

Angel
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I pulled up to the pit gate and signed in. "Here, draw your pill." The worker held out the bucket. 

I saw Libby Reece standing there and nodded to her. "Hey, come draw my pill for me. You can't do worse than I do and maybe I'll get lucky."

"I can make sure you get lucky." She tilted her head saucily, then sauntered over and bent, giving me a helluva view of her nice rack. She reached in the bucket and handed the washer to the lady that did the line-ups. "Guess you start on the pole." She smiled. "You can pay me back for that later."

I could only imagine what the girl had in mind. She was a tease, to say the least, and had been stringing me as well as a couple of others along for years while hooking up with unsavory out-of-town drivers.

I returned to my truck, pulled forward into the pits, and looked around, trying to decide the best spot to park for the weekend.

My buddy, Doug Slider waved to me and moved his fuel jugs out of the way. Whoever showed up first normally tried to save a spot for the other. His wife Dana was coming out of the trailer as I pulled into the space next to them and gave me a flirty wave as well.

The little green monster reared its ugly head for a brief moment before I got it tamped back down. Don't get me wrong, I was happy for Doug. I just wished I could find someone like Dana that was compatible with me. I wanted what he had, I wanted someone to keep me warm at night.

"Hey Doug, you ready for tonight?" I greeted him as I got out of my truck. I went to the back, unlocked the trailer, and went to work unloading the race car. I might not have a woman, but I had a kick-ass car!

Once the car was out and on jack stands, I took a walk over to the edge of the track and watched them put the water to it. "What do you think?" Jet Thompson approached wearing a furrowed brow.

A slight wind blew and dried the ground quicker than I'd like. The water soaked in and I could tell by looking, that Turn One was going to have a hell of a hole if they didn't get it worked out. "Looks like our old nemesis Turn One may wreak havoc on us."

"I guess I better change the shocks after we pack." He turned and headed back the way he had come."

I returned to my pit and got my car ready to roll in the track. I sprayed it down with baby oil, then went into my trailer and made sure I had enough tear-offs on my helmet.

I heard the static of the loudspeaker and listened up. They called everyone in for the driver's meeting, so I ambled that way. I found a spot near the back and stood and listened to the normal stuff. Glancing around, I started people-watching and noticed my favorite pit lizards standing a short distance away.

They whispered to each other and every so often, cracked up laughing. Thinking about Libby's tits, I tried to discreetly adjust myself without drawing any attention. 

Libby caught my gaze and nudged Ginger. They laughed again and wandered away as the pit meeting dispersed. 

I returned to my trailer and put on my driver's suit. My helmet was where I left it, so I scooped it up and made my way to the car where I set it within easy reach.

Race car doors are welded shut, so I slipped my leg in the window opening and climbed in. Reaching for my helmet, I encountered a slim hand with chipped, pink painted nails. Libby grinned and handed it to me. 

"Come back soon." She joked, or at least I thought she was joking.

Cars backed out all around me, and I joined in, wheeling my car down the chute and onto the track in the back straight.

I stayed at the top until I came out of Four, then dropped down to the inside, in line with the rest of the cars, only to move up again to avoid a spin. The mud clay was slick, and more than one driver ended up stacked up in the bottom. 

Moving the car to the top of the track, I concentrated on not sliding down the banking. Lap after lap, we all circled the racing surface, rolling the moisture into the soil. Each driver tried to keep space between them and the car in front of them, but occasionally, another driver would scooch in.

Finally, we reached the bottom and the flagman pointed us off. I wheeled the car back to the pit stall where Libby was still there in her booty shorts and tight-fitting, low-cut top. She approached the side of the car and held out her hand as I pulled off my helmet. "Might as well let me take care of this for you." She took it into the trailer and with an almost scary familiarity, grabbed a box of tear-offs from the cabinet. 

I watched for a moment as she found a clean rag and cleaner and went to work getting my helmet ready for my heat race. "What brought all this on?" I stepped around her, found my tire pressure gauge, and turned to go back out.

She paused what she was doing and looked at me for a long moment. Just when I thought she wasn't going to answer, she replied. "Maybe I'm tired of the revolving door."

"And what, Libby? I'm your opportunity to settle down?" I was vaguely confused. 

"Look, I love racing. I love being in the pits, hanging out with drivers, and seeing all the action that goes into racing every weekend; it makes me horny. And I love sex. What can I say? At least I'm honest about it." She shrugged her shoulders and went back to cleaning my helmet.

"What made you choose me this time? And where's your cohort?" 

"I like you, Al. You've always been nice to me and never treated me with any kind of disrespect, even though you know how I am. As far as Ginger goes, she's mad because I told her I would be skipping a party she wanted me to go to with her." She nervously pulled the hair tie from her hair, gathered the long blonde tresses, and tied them up again.

Watching her, I impatiently shoved my fingers through my hair. I couldn't believe I had just been fantasizing about a relationship and here Libby was, knocking down the door to start one up. "Are you sure about this?" I asked. "I don't want to be just another notch in the checked flag."

"Can we at least give it a try? If we like each other, that's better than being on the prowl, right?" She cocked her head to the side and waited for me to answer.

I thought about it for more than a second. I glanced over at Doug and Dana, then looked across the way at Marcus and Sasha. As I thought about it, I saw Ginger kissing one guy and then rubbing her tits in the face of another and made my decision. "If we're going to do this, I want your word that I'll be the only one you sleep with for as long as the relationship lasts. And we'll both go get tested before we do anything."

She quickly got offended then after a moment, it looked like she thought twice about it. "We'll both go get tested? Not just me?"

"It's only fair," I replied. "I wouldn't want to give you anything either."

"Is that a concern?" She looked genuinely surprised. 

"What? Did you think I was still a virgin?" I laughed, almost choking on the word.

"Well...well no, not...not really." She stammered. "I just assumed that you were picky about the women you dated."

What a way to dig herself out of a hole. I had to give her kudos for the quick comeback. "I better get the tires checked and the car fueled." I walked up to the fence and took another quick peek at the racing surface. 

I could hear the modifieds pulling out on the track and knew I'd better hurry. I went into the trailer and grabbed a different tire and pulled the jack behind me. Libby finished with the helmet, grabbed the impact, and followed me to the car. Without saying a word, she set the power tool on the decking and returned to the trailer. 

Situating the jack under the car, I started lifting it, only to be sidetracked by a crash inside the trailer. Leaving the car, I ran inside to find Libby surprised and on the ground with brooms, scrapers, and miscellaneous tools scattered around her.

I tried to hold in the laugh but failed miserably, even snorting in mirth at the picture she made. "Oh God, I'm sorry." I kept laughing as I reached down to give her a hand. "What happened?"

She tried to glare at me but started laughing as well. "I was just trying to find the scraper and some rags so I could get the mud off the car and clean off your numbers. Everything fell out and then I tripped trying to put stuff back." She dusted off the seat of her pants, and I noticed a long scrape that disappeared up inside one leg of them. 

"Here, we need to put something on that scratch or it could get infected around all this dirt." I offered innocently enough at first. "Look in that third drawer over there, and grab the first aid kit and I'll be right back."

I went back to the car and swapped out the tire, then pulled up the jack and parked it near the trailer before going back inside. Libby had the first aid kit and I looked down so she wouldn't see me smiling as she turned circles, trying to see the extent of her injury. "How bad is it? I can't see it." She said.
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"IT'S NOT BAD. WE JUST have  to clean it up and put a bandaid over it to keep dirt out." I took the first aid kit from her and looked at her short shorts. "Um, ugh...do you have underwear on?"

She gasped and gave me a dirty look. "What kind of question is that? I thought you were different from the others!" She grabbed the supplies from me and started for the front trailer door.

"Wait!" I called out to her. "I was only asking because that scrape goes up your leg. I didn't want to ask you to drop your shorts if you didn't have anything under them." I explained.

She stopped for a moment, then turned to face me. "Really? That's the only reason you asked?"

"Yes. Honest." 

She handed me the box and I set it on the countertop. Without answering my question, she bent over and pulled the material up, bearing her ass cheek. "Can you see it better now?" I grabbed the other plump globe in my hand and savored the feel, then knelt and took a closer look at her scratch.

"Hand me a couple of alcohol wipes." She grabbed them and handed them to me while still bent over the counter. I took the wipes and for a moment, my mind wandered at the prospect of giving her a proper spanking. Dragging my thoughts back to the problem at hand, I tore open the small package, pulled out the square cotton swap, and looked up at her. "This is going to hurt. Take a breath, and grab the counter." 

I swiped the alcohol swab over the scratch and she hissed in pain. Quickly, I grabbed the other swab and did the same thing. Damn, but the girl had a nice ass on her. "Ok, it's over. Just let me cover it up real quick." I stood up, searched through the box for the large bandages, and opened one up. "It's just the right size," I told her as I pulled the backing off and covered the wound.

She pushed the short pant leg back down and stood up. "Thank you. Now you better get the car ready because your heat should be coming up soon. I'll clean up my mess, then I'll come out and help you."

I put away the kit and went back outside. Attaching the gauge to each tire, I adjusted the air pressure for the heat race. Although the fuel tank should still be fairly full since I'd only packed the track after filling it at the station, I checked it and decided to top it off anyway, just in case. 

I met Libby on my way back into the trailer and smiled, a genuine smile of encouragement, then passed by and grabbed a five-gallon jug of gas. Returning outside, I saw that she was already busy demudding the car. I shook my head. One thing was for certain, this girl wasn't afraid to work, or to get her hands dirty. It was a refreshing feeling, maybe it would work out.

With the fuel tank topped off, the tire pressures set, and the car demudded and wiped off, we had a little time to kill before I lined up for my heat. "Hey Libby, you wanna come and watch a couple of heats with me before I line up?"

She came down the trailer ramp after putting away the scraper wearing a big smile. "I'd love to!" 

On impulse, I grabbed her hand and we headed over to the pit grandstands to watch a few races. We climbed up to the top of the bleachers and sat on the wide wood plank. A few other drivers were sitting up there already and gave me a questioning look after noticing who I was with.
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