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If you do not like erotic, graphic sex or if strong language bothers you, this book may not be for you. The Pit Lizard 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 gotten some in there anyway as there are thousands of drivers out there. Please note that this series is FICTIONAL and based on realistic events. Any similarity to persons or places is strictly coincidental.
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Ginger stretched and yawned. “I’m sure going to miss Libby’s company now that she’s leaving.”

The man next to her rolled over and pulled her down for a kiss. “And I’m glad Nolan decided to go back to Janet. Now we have all the time alone that we could ask for. I’ve been waiting a long time to get to know you.” His gravelly voice sent shivers up her spine. She was glad Nolan left too, but only time would tell if this one was the Right One.

“Not ‘all the time,’ Trinity should be home today. But still...I’ll miss Lib, she was the closest thing to a best friend I’ve ever had.” Her bottom lip quivered just thinking about it.

“Then I’ll just have to keep you so busy that you don't have time to miss her.” He rolled her over and began kissing her again. Starting at her neck, he worked his way down the valley between her breasts and across her ribs, down to her navel where she giggled when he darted his tongue into the shallow hole.

“Stop Leon!” She laughed and shoved him away. “Stop! It’s too ticklish, I can’t stand it.”

He captured her hands and raised them above her head, holding them both in one of his large ones. His index finger drifted down her body and followed the same trail his tongue had taken but this time, he didn’t stop at her navel.

The errant finger passed her belly button and moved down her pubic area until it reached her clit. Teasingly he ran the finger over her slit while rubbing her pert button with his thumb. From there, he continued on his tortuous path down her body. 

She giggled as his finger traced an invisible line down the inside of her thigh and calf until finally, he reached her foot. He took one foot in each hand and put pressure on the ball of both. Like a man on a mission, he massaged her feet causing her body to relax. Then, he brought her feet to his mouth, sucking on her pink-painted toes.

“Oh! No Leon, don’t do that. Ugh, it’s so weird.” She struggled and tried to pull her feet from his grasp.

“You may think it’s weird, but I think you’ll find it very enjoyable.” Leon continued the assault on her toes while massaging the rest of her foot.

Ginger sighed and tried to relax but the idea of her toes in someone’s mouth was too much. “Please stop, Leon. There are other things we can do that are just as enjoyable.”

Leon released her feet and kissed his way back up her legs leaving little bite marks behind. His tongue followed the same path his finger had taken, but in reverse, leading him straight to her neatly trimmed snatch.

He buried his tongue between her nether lips and thumbed her clit with expert precision. She raised her knees and let them fall loosely apart, giving him full access. 

First two fingers, then a third were thrust into her tight pussy. She lifted her hips off the bed and met every plunge with a driving force of her own as he lapped at her free-flowing river. When the first climax approached, she squirmed in an attempt to avoid the loss of control even though the result was something she treasured.

“Ut uh, you aren’t going anywhere.” Leon raised his head and wrapped his arms around her legs, holding her firmly in place before continuing his sweet assault on her senses. “Come for me, Ginger.” His voice was gruff with passion.

“I’m so close, Leon!” She cried out. “Oh...don...don’t st...stop! Pl...please p...please don...don’t st...stop!” Her hips writhed on the bed, as she panted with pleasure.

“I have no intention of stopping. In fact,” he climbed up on the bed, grabbed a condom from the bedside table, tore it open, and rolled it on. “I’m powering on.”

Ginger watched his every move, then gasped when his thick cock was positioned at the entrance to her hot box. Her hips raised off the bed to meet him as he surged forward burying himself to the hilt. Hooking her ankles behind his back, Ginger wrapped her legs around Leon and he began to move in and out of her.

“I want it hard Leon, give it to me hard!” She urged.

Leon increased the speed of his thrusts, moving deeper into her recesses with each plunge. Ginger arched her back, lifting her hips to meet his every descent. Her inner muscles clenched and his breathing quickened. 

“I’m clo...close, come wi...with m...me! He gasped out. 

Ginger felt the world begin to spiral out of control. Grabbing his shoulders, she sought to hang on but scored his back with her nails as she was pulled over the precipice of pleasure and into the whirlwind of emotion. She had only started seeing Leon a week ago but felt a curious attraction to him. These feelings were something new for her. Normally, a few nights or maybe a month of hanging out and making out, and she was ready to move on again. Maybe this time was different.

The intense feeling of his ejaculation hitting her inner walls spurred her on and her climax came hard. Her pelvic muscles milked him while her orgasm covered his cock and ran down the crack of her ass. Leon used that to lubricate her tight, puckered hole and slip a finger inside it.

Ginger gasped and would have come up off the bed had he not been on top of her. “What are you doing?” 

“What would you think if I slid my dick inside you here?” He slowly moved his finger in and out of her, mimicking the action they just completed. 

“There better be another guy here keeping my mind off that.” She didn’t say no, but she hadn’t agreed either. “You need to go get showered and get over to the shop to get your car loaded if we’re still going tonight.”

Leon carefully withdrew and released a heavy sigh as he went to the restroom to dispose of the condom. He turned and stood in the doorway, his hands loosely gripping the top trim. “Somehow, someday, I’m going to make you care, Ginger. I’m going to make you love me and then you’ll stop all this hunting for a new lover every weekend.” He turned back, and pushed the door to, then she heard the water in the shower turn on.

She climbed from the bed and padded over to her closet to pull out her clothes for the night. Hopefully, Libby would be there and they could talk. She hated how they had left things. A glance at her watch told her Trinity would be home shortly so she needed to get moving, but, she had just enough time to join Leon for a quick shower.

The bathroom door was cracked so she didn’t feel bad going in. He must not have closed the door all the way. Carefully, she peeled back the shower curtain and climbed in, sealing it against the wall again. Leon was turned away from her so she used that advantage to pick up the soap and run it across his broad, muscular back.

He jumped visibly and let out a shout. “What the hell?” Before slipping and taking them both to the bottom of the tub.

Ginger sat up and shoved ineffectively at her hair hanging limply in her face. Water continued to stream down, blinding her from Leon’s glower. “I was just trying to save time.” She laughed innocently. “But it looks like I’ll be putting my bathroom back together instead.”

The shower curtain and rod had landed on them and water sprayed unchecked to the tile floor. The rug lay in a sodden heap, as did Leon’s clothes that were strewn carelessly on the floor. “I hope I have some clothes here,” Leon said as he reached up and shut off the water then tossed the rod and curtain out on the floor. He stood and gave her a hand up only to leave her staring at the mess alone. “I’ll see you at the track.”

Tears started down her face. This was not the way she saw the weekend starting out. The sex had been great, but his attitude left a lot to be desired. Granted, maybe she hadn’t thought the whole shower thing through, but it was an accident. It wasn’t like she knocked him down in there.

After climbing out of the tub, Ginger picked up Leon’s dripping clothes as well as the shower rug and wrung them out the best she could. Naked, she carried it all to the laundry room, stuffed it into the washing machine, started it, and then returned to her bathroom. She hung the curtain rod and curtain back in place and mopped up the water from the floor. Once that was done, she laid out a towel on the floor and restarted the shower. 

Her hair was already a wet mess so she just stuck her head under the showerhead to warm it up. Fragrant suds quickly appeared and ran down her neck and face as she scrubbed a dollop of shampoo into her scalp. After rinsing away the shampoo, she applied conditioner and shaved, then rinsed again and shut off the water. 

Blind from getting soap in her eyes, she reached around the wall to the towel hook and instead of the fluffy fabric she sought, encountered a large hand. “I’ll be right out.” She grabbed the towel with a smile, thinking Leon had returned.

Pushing the shower curtain to the side, she stepped out onto the towel to dry her legs and feet before noticing that it wasn’t Leon staring unabashedly at her naked body. “What are you doing in my house, Rhett?” She screeched, dragging the towel up to cover her breasts and nether regions. “How did you get in?”

“The door was wide open and after calling out, I followed a set of bare, wet footprints I saw in the hall. You really shouldn’t run around your house naked with the door open.” Rhett Hammer, her neighbor from across the street chided. “When I saw the door and wet prints, I thought you had fallen or something.” He reached out and caressed her cheek, his voice dropping to a husky timbre. “I was worried.” 

While touched by his concern, she thrust her chin up and glared the best she could with water once again streaming down her face. Neighbors couldn’t just walk into her home, what would people think? 

He picked up the folded towel she had left on the countertop for her hair and handed it to her. “Do you want to go to the track with me?”

She instantly felt her spirits rise. Maybe she wouldn’t have to go alone after all. “Yes, if you don’t mind me riding along”

“Well get dressed and grab your stuff for the weekend. I haven’t loaded the car yet so you have a little time. Just don’t forget to leave a note for Trin.” He turned and left her with a smile on her face.

Ginger quickly brushed out her flame-red locks and secured them on top of her head. A few swipes of eyeliner, mascara, and a little extra eye shadow and she felt ready to take on the world. She pulled on her clothes, packed an overnight bag, and was ready to go. She locked the front door and slid the key into her purse, she remembered the note and ran back to the desk to quickly pen one for Trinity. 

Her daughter graduated from high school a couple of years ago and choose to live there and help with rent. While they didn’t always agree, she was closer than a lot of parents were with their kids. She was not spoiled though Ginger as a single mom did try to provide Trinity with many of the things she wanted. When she was a child, Ginger went without a lot and was determined that wouldn’t happen to her kid. She picked up a pen and scribbled:

Went to the track with Rhett. If you want to come out, I can get us a room at the motel and we can spend tomorrow morning by the pool. Love you and catch you later.

Mom

Leaving the note on the kitchen table, Ginger picked up her bag and exited through the garage. She noticed she’d left the hood up on her mustang earlier when she had checked the oil, and stretched up to close it; then noticing her next-door neighbors gawking, she bent over and wiggled her ass at them. She closed the garage, exaggerated the swing in her hips, and waved boldly to let them know she knew they were watching as she made her way to Rhett’s.

Across the street, she tossed her bag in the backseat of Rhett’s truck and then went around to the shop door. “Neighbors giving you hell again?” Rhett looked up from checking tire pressures when she released a frustrated sigh. “I told you to just ignore them. It gives them more to talk about.”

“Oh I know Rhett, but it hurts my feelings that they are so judgemental without knowing anything. I mean, I don’t stare at her just because she plays around with the FedEx guy every time her husband leaves town.” Ginger flopped down on a chair and watched Rhett as he added air.

“I do.” He chuckled. “And I stare at him because he plays around every week when his wife goes to book club.”

“Wait, what?” Ginger stood up abruptly. “You knew about that and didn’t tell me?”

“Calm down, I just figured it out this week. I thought it was the babysitter...well, err. It is the babysitter but that’s not why she shows up there at that time.” He grinned sheepishly.

“It’s the babysitter! Oh my gosh, I should have known. I’m going to start staring back from now on. I mean, at least we’re single. They’re married and still messing around.”

“Everyone has to get their kicks somewhere. I guess that’s their way.” He put the cap back on the last tire and stood. “Well, let’s get this gal loaded up and head to the track.” Pushing the garage door button, he raised the door and began carrying the spare tires to the trailer.

Ginger grabbed one and followed behind, helping him put them in the rack before returning for another. Once the tires were loaded, she grabbed a fuel jug and started pumping race gas from a barrel while Rhett brought the heavy stuff to the trailer and put it away. Finally, the fuel jugs were full and she hefted them from the ground and staggered toward the trailer with them.

“What are you doing?” Rhett gently took the jugs from her and easily carried them the rest of the way. “You need to ask for help if something is too heavy, otherwise you’ll end up hurting yourself and I’ll miss the races taking you to the hospital.”

Ginger missed a step and stumbled. “Really? You’d take me to the hospital instead of going to the track?”

Well yeah, if you were hurt.” He took the winch hook, pulled it to the bumper of his car and looped it through then stopped and looked at her. “Look Ginger, I feel more for you than just friends. It scared me when your door was wide open and you didn’t answer me earlier, and of course, I’d take you to the hospital instead of racing.”
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