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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, then Gina, not Monique, and the next will be Shelby, possibly followed by Tiffany. 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 previous books. You won’t be sorry. Besides Shelby and Tiffany, there are more books rattling around in my head for this series. 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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I’d like to thank Andy Pearce, driver of the #171 IMCA Hobby Stock, for the use of the cover picture. 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 and help selling books that 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!! 
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Monique Givins stretched and gave a quick glance at Neil where he slept soundly next to her. She scooted from the bed, grabbed her clothes from the floor, and quietly slipped them on. Looking around, she spotted her stiletto heels and put them on as well before sneaking out of the house. At least she had driven her car over and caught a ride with him to the track. Otherwise, she'd never escape since his truck was still hooked to the race car trailer. 

She laughed to herself and hoped no one saw her, as she belatedly realized she was still wearing her naughty negligee. Neil liked her to dress sexy and role-play with him, and who was she to deny him? It was fun and the thrill of tying him to the headboard with thin silky scarves and taking over was second to none!

Climbing into her car, Monique finally took a deep breath as she slid the key into the ignition and brought the engine to life. She backed out of the drive and turned towards home. They'd rained out Saturday night at the track but she’d had so much fun with Neil afterward that she decided after a late dinner, to stay with him last night too. Now, she had to work today. 

She yawned a little while later as she pulled into her garage. After closing the door, Monique ran inside her apartment, and changed clothes. She pulled up her hair, ran back out the door, and headed to the office. Thank goodness it was Monday and she wouldn’t need much brain power, because she was spent.

Monique wheeled her car into the parking lot and gritted her teeth when she saw that the only other vehicle there was Leon’s. He thought just because she was a Pit Lizard, she would be flattered by his offer to screw in the supply closet.

Well, she might be a Pit Lizard, but she was a choosy one. Besides, she was in a relationship of sorts with Neil... If he’d ever willingly admit it. She released a deep, drawn-out sigh, bit her bottom lip, and walked into the office. Leon was at her desk, rifling through the drawers, and spun around in her chair as she set down her keys on the desktop.

“What do you want, Leon?” She glared at him.

He eyed her up and down while stroking himself crudely through his slacks. “Same thing I’ve wanted for months. I want you.”

Monique struggled to keep the bile down as it rose in her throat. “Over my dead body.” She clamped a hand over her mouth and made a mad dash for the lady's restroom where she emptied the contents of last night's dinner with Neil.

She flushed the toilet and washed her face, then wet another paper towel to dab at the back of her neck. The hairs on her arms raised in alarm when she finally glanced up into the mirror and saw the creepy reflection of Leon’s eyes leering at her. She tried unsuccessfully to stifle the shiver that raced down her spine.

“If you think to dissuade me from wanting you, you missed your mark. In fact,” his gaze fell pointedly to her breasts where water from the damp paper towels made her white blouse transparent. “I’ve always been a boob man, and yours are magnificent.”

“Just get lost, Leon.” She growled at him. “I thought you were dating Gina anyway.” She shoved past him and went back to her office where she grabbed a sweater and shrugged into it.

“She’s with Decker now, besides, she just wanted me to help make a couple of other guys jealous.” The man had the audacity to pout over a woman not wanting him. 

Monique shook her head in amazement. “Actually, I think you two would have been perfect for each other. I’m sorry it didn’t work out, but I’m not in the market for a new man. I’m fine with Neil. Maybe you should check with Tiffany, I heard she's been slumming.” She still felt sick at the idea of this man touching her. She had seen how he treated people he was in a relationship with, and wouldn’t be interested even if she didn’t have Neil.

"Well, ya can't blame a guy for trying." His lecherous stare still freaked her out.

She turned around and tried to ignore him by firing up her computer and reading several customer emails. She grabbed a notepad and made a few notes on some things to follow up on. 

One customer sent her an order, which she forwarded on to the parts department, while another was hunting their license plate. She quickly handled the problems and started composing a quick note to HR. She shouldn't have to deal with Leon’s unwanted advances, regardless of what she did in her personal life.

Tired of being ignored, Leon left her office and wandered back to his own where Monique could see him sitting in his chair, spinning like a little kid. She shook her head and started entering payroll. It was at least something she could bank on this week.

Employees began to wander in and finally, she was able to breathe normally again. He wouldn't dare try anything with witnesses, and if he did, she had a few things to show him. Her self-defense classes should have already been put to good use.

Her mind wandered and she thought about the upcoming weekend. Neil wanted to camp at the track instead of getting a room and she still wasn't sure how she felt about that. Sleeping in the bed of a truck was hardly her idea of camping out; the least he could do would be to put up a tent.

Her boss clearing his throat, brought her out of her thoughts and back to the present. "Monique, I noticed there were several customer emails this morning." He leaned against her door frame.

She stole a glance at him while typing on her keyboard. "Yes sir, I answered them all or directed them to the person that could help them."

"You took care of them already?" Surprise that she had taken her job seriously and strove to be impeccable at it, seemed to fill his eyes. 

"Yes, I did. And ummmm, well..." she took a deep breath. "I sent an email to HR about one of your salesmen. He continues to harass me even after I've made it absolutely clear that I'm not interested."

The displeasure on his face became clear. "I see." He cleared his throat again. “If you are talking about Leon, he’s harmless. Plus, he’s the best pre-owned salesman that I have. Are you sure you can’t just ignore him?” His meaning was obvious.

Monique released a short, loud breath. “Ignore him? He’s a threat to my safety, and you want me to ‘just ignore him!’” Monique grabbed her things, jumped up from her desk, and headed for the door, yelling over her shoulder, “I’m suddenly feeling sick again, I’m going home. I may be gone for the rest of the week. Don’t worry though, I’ll bring a doctor’s excuse.”

Back at her car, she was glad she had a keyless entry. She saw her hands shaking on the steering wheel and attempted to calm her nerves. There’s no way she could drive like this. She almost laughed when she found herself silently singing ‘Slow Hand,’ but Conway seemed to do the trick for her.

Once her hands were steady, she fired up her car and spun gravel as she left the parking lot. She hoped HR got rid of both of them. She still couldn’t believe her boss expected her to ignore Leon’s advances. 

Now that she’d left work, where should she go? What should she do? If she was smart, she’d start hunting for another job, now, before her paychecks stopped. It was Monday, so there would be no races tonight anywhere. Neil had probably already left for work so she decided to just go home. She could do some laundry and possibly check online for job openings.

Inside her apartment, she started to change out of her work clothes and into some comfy sweats but decided she needed a shower first to wash the feel of Leon off of her. She turned on the hot water and stripped while the bathroom filled with heavy steam, then stepped into the tub and pulled the curtain closed.

The hot water streaming down her back relaxed her while the steam seeped into her body soothing muscles that she hadn’t even known were clenched. 

The stress of the last couple of hours melted away leaving her feeling light and free. She decided then and there that even if she wasn’t fired, she was leaving and finding somewhere else to work. Somewhere she wouldn’t have to ignore creepy coworkers if she wanted to be employed.

After her shower, Monique climbed into some comfy shorts and a tank top, made some coffee, sat out on her balcony for a while, and contemplated the events that had taken place so far this morning. Was Leon acting like that because she was a Pit Lizard, or did he act that way with all women? Was he really harmless like her boss said? She didn’t think so.

Determined not to let a bad morning ruin her entire day, Monique called her friend Libby. Libby was a reformed Pit Lizard that was about to be happily married with a baby on the way. “Hey Lib, how are things going?” She asked after her friend answered the phone.

“Hi, Monique. Things are going well. Al and I are really excited. You should come to the baby shower that Ginger is throwing, I’ll text you the address.” 

Libby was friendly with everyone and Monique could only imagine all the people that would show up for her friend. “I’ll think about it. When is it? I’ve got a pretty heavy load at work.” She crossed her fingers at the little white lie, but if she didn’t want to go, that would be her escape plan. Libby didn’t need to know about her job right now.

“Ok, well I just want you to know that you are more than welcome. It's two weeks from today. 7:00 p.m.” Libby stressed. “Besides, now that some of us are starting to settle down, it doesn’t mean we’ll forget our friends.”

Monique could actually see Libby’s smile through the phone. They talked a little while longer and Libby told her all about a fight after the rain out and how a couple drivers might be ejected from the track. Now, Ginger was seeing Rhett. Gina had moved on to Decker. “What about Leon? I thought Gina was gushing over how she and Leon were together after Leon dumped Ginger.”

“Actually, Gina said she was with Leon, but then she was with Clay, tried to hit on Rhett, and finally went on to Decker. I heard a rumor Leon moved on to Tiffany. If you want my opinion, the superficial asses deserve each other. Let me call you back, I have to pee.” Libby laughed. They both said goodbye and hung up.

‘Wow.’ Monique looked at the time and made herself a sandwich. ‘So Gina and Decker now, interesting.’ She dropped onto her overstuffed couch and nibbled at the bread while she thought about what Libby said. 

Obviously, even Gina couldn’t stand Leon, and that was saying a lot because Gina was far from choosy. If she had felt bad about her email to HR, she definitely didn’t now.

Leon was a creep, that's all there was to it. Finished with her sandwich, Monique cleaned the plate, her coffee cup, and the knife she’d used for the mayo. She thought about going and doing a little shopping and had just put her phone in her pocket and grabbed her bag when there was a knock at the door. She opened it and gasped at who was standing there. “Leon! What the hell are you doing here?”

“Your email to HR got me put on administrative leave. They are going to check the cameras or something like that. Boss told me not to worry about it, I’m his best salesman but this time off will take away from my sales, so you’re going to pay for it with your time.” He pushed past her, turned, and slammed and locked the door behind them. “Grab a bag and pack enough clothes for a week.” He growled.

Monique backed away from him. “Who do you think you are to come barging into my home? I’m not going anywhere with you!” She turned, ran to the bathroom, and locked herself in. 

“If you think this door will stop me, you’re sadly mistaken.” His angry voice came through loud and clear.

She darted a glance at the tiny window, wondering if she could crawl through it, but the sound of him ramming the door spurred her to action. She quietly slid the window open and searched for a way to run. There was a narrow ledge and maybe she could make it from there to the fire escape. 

Then, she remembered sticking her phone in her pocket. The reception in the bathroom was horrible so she stuck her arm out the window and called 911. She could hear the phone ring but just as someone answered, the door burst open and Leon knocked the phone from her hand. “That was very stupid. Now, we have to leave without any of your stuff.” He grabbed her arm, and dragged her to the door.

“Leon, you’re not going to get away with this.” Monique struggled against him, stomped on his foot, bashed her head into his nose, and tried everything to get loose to no avail. “HR knows about you and my email will be proof.”

“Proof of what? Huh, Monique? Proof that you declined my advances? Proof that I literally made you sick? There’s no proof that I kidnapped you though.” He unlocked and opened the door, and shoved her ahead of him down the hall to the garage. There, he opened his car door. “Get in.”

“And if I don’t?” She balked and set her heels.

“If you don’t, I’ll knock your ass out and load you up anyway.” He leaned in so she could see the anger on his face. 

She didn’t say a word. While she could tell he was serious, she wasn’t about to voluntarily get into his car. Instead, she ducked down, broke his hold, and ran as fast as she could from the parking garage, yelling over her shoulder. “Not if I have anything to say about it.”

Leon was right behind her but slowed as he noticed people watching them as they exited the building. Then, she turned her head to glance behind her and tripped over a crack in the sidewalk, falling to her knees. He grabbed her arm and ‘helped’ her from the ground. His shirt pulled away from the waistband of his pants giving Monique a glimpse of a pistol stashed there.

She gasped and her eyes widened. “Well, now you know.” His voice brooked no argument. He held on to her arm and pulled her against him. “You are going to get into the car without another word of protest, or I’ll shoot you and leave you in a dumpster behind the building.” He whispered, making it look like a lover's kiss.

In the garage, he forced her into the front seat, zip-tied her hands to the sissy bar, and put on her seatbelt. He closed the door and walked around to climb into the driver's seat then noticed an elderly man watching his every move. He pulled his wallet from his pocket and flipped it open to show his sales license. “Taking her in for questioning.” He told the old man, then stepped into the car and closed the door.

“Leave him alone, Leon. Mr. Whitlock is not a threat to you.” She glared at him. 

“Maybe not, but he could tell someone what he saw.” He replied, staring at the man with a menacing scowl. He pulled the pistol from his waistband and set it on the console.

“Chances are, he couldn’t identify you in a line-up. He’s almost blind but too stubborn to move to a home.” She told him.

Leon started the car and sped from the garage. Monique watched out the window, hoping to see someone she could silently request help from.

Finally, at a stoplight, a semi was next to them and the driver happened to glance down at her. ‘Help!’ She mouthed the word, and raised her chin to indicate where her hands were held above her head.

The driver rolled down his window and yelled, “Hey, you over there. Pull over, you’ve got a flat tire.”

“What’s he talking about?” Leon grumbled. He glowered at his dash and pushed buttons on the steering wheel until the tire pressures showed. “He’s full of...Shit!” He yelled as the truck started to cross over, pinning them between it and the concrete barrier.
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