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Blurb:

Jessica Thomas lost her virginity in the back seat of a nineteen sixty-seven Camaro. She was eighteen, and Todd Atkins was twenty and the hottest guy in town. He also owned the fastest and coolest car.

Jessie's obsession with speed began with Todd. She loved street racing and felt like Natalie Wood in Rebel Without a Cause every time they let her lower the flag. 

As she got older, she moved on to NASCAR, National Association for Stock Car Auto Racing, and hooked up with one driver after another. Year after year she lived in the fast lane fucking the best and most notorious daredevil drivers.

However, the years did pass her by, and before Jessie realized it, she was thirty-five and had little to show for it.

On her thirty-fifth birthday, her world collapsed. That night Jessie swallowed thirty prescription painkillers. When she awoke, wishing she’d died, she met a young intern, the one who’d saved her life.  He found her in the parking lot, by her car, unconscious. 

In his free time, he raced cars. He’d seen her around.

Dr. Peter Martinez had his issues. Latino, educated, handsome, and he had a love for all things fast, including women. For him, Jessie Martin fit the bill. He liked his women, seasoned and down for anything sexual, and his appetite was ferocious. And he’d vowed never to fall in love. Jessie had sworn the same. Sometimes vows are broken.
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How she managed to find her way into the parking lot of Club 85 was beyond her. Christ, she was lying on the ground and a mess. 

She crawled over to her car door, her knees badly scraped and her stockings in shreds. “That bastard.” She mumbled. “Too old, fuck him. Not too old to suck his cock.” 

She managed to stand and opened her Gucci bag. “Now look at what we have here.” She opened the child-safe vial of pills. She searched her bag for her car keys and hit the button. “I know there’s a bottle of Vodka under the seat.”

She fell across the front seat, her face hitting the leather of the two thousand and eight Mercedes. “Fuck, I know it’s here.” Her hand searched the car floor until it found the cool glass bottle.

She sat up and then threw her purse into the back seat. “That mother fucker, who the hell does he think he is? I’ve been fucking race car drivers before that little shit even knew how to drive. How dare he tell me I’m too old?”

She managed to find the bottle of Vodka and opened it. She was already drunk and sitting in the driver’s seat of her car was only asking for trouble. If a cop stopped by now, even though she’d no key in the ignition, she was sitting behind the wheel and in no condition to drive. He’d have no choice but to arrest her. 

She took a slug. “Damn, this is smooth. Now let me see here,” she said as she popped one pill into her mouth. “Goes down real good. Okay, time for another.”

She popped another pill into her mouth, using the Vodka to wash it down. “These will give me a little more nerve to go back in and tell that little shit off,” she mumbled.

She only meant to take a few pills, enough to give her what she thought was nerve. But she’d already been more than drunk, and her thinking was too clouded. After swallowing the third pill, Mac Evers’ words sunk in. 

He said she was too old.

He’d humiliated her in front of his cronies.

That bastard, she’d slept with the best NASCAR drivers, including Pete Macgregor, Charlie Fields, and the all-time great Miguel Vasquez. That little cock sucker would rue the day he called her old.

The bastard had used her. They plied her full of alcohol and took turns fucking her. And his big burly friend Daryl, one day she’d get even with that bastard; he was nothing but a sex addict.

Jessie held back tears because she’d allowed them to use her. She’d become nothing but a damn racetrack slut.

But in her drunken state, she let his words get to her. Foolishly she took the rest of the Vicodin, enough to kill her. She didn’t care. She was going to be thirty-six, and she couldn’t compete with the younger whores that sniffed around the drivers. Jessie felt the peacefulness of the Vicodin taking hold. She just didn’t care anymore.

The car door was still open, and trying to close it, she fell out of the car onto the gravel of the parking lot. She tried to get back in her car, but her legs wouldn’t work. Fuck it, she thought as she rolled around on the ground, trying to find a way to stand. A strong breeze swept over her, and she shivered. “I’m going to fucking die in the parking lot of Club 85,” she mumbled.

“Not if I can help it,” a deep masculine voice echoed through her mind. 

Was she dead? Was that the voice of God? Finally, peace, she thought and closed her eyes.
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Her head hurt. Her throat was parched, and she ached all over. She tried to move but found she was attached to a long tube. It was an I-V. 

Jessie closed her eyes again. Shit, was she in a hospital bed?

What happened? Why was she in a hospital? She hurt all over. She tightly closed her eyes and tried to remember what had happened that put her in the hospital. 

She remembered her name, Jessie Martin. And then her memory returned. Flashbacks of who she was, sizzled in her mind. She wasn’t dead. She was very much alive.

Jessie Martin had a reputation, and she had the looks. She was tall and slender, with great tits and long dark hair that framed her still attractive face.  She kept her thirty-five years in spectacular shape, aware of what race car drivers liked, much like the cars they drove; they liked their women fast and sleek. 

She spent years fucking and vowed to stop when she got bored, or her money ran out. Until recently, age had never been an issue, no one asked, and she didn’t tell.

She took a deep breath. What a wonderfully pathetic life, she thought, sighing. 

Her mind was still cloudy, but the vagueness began to clear, and the events of the night before became vivid, tearing her in half. 

Mac Evers told her she was too old to be fucking race car drivers. It became a bad scene, one she now had trouble remembering.

Mac Evers had a reputation as a hard ass. At thirty years old, he’d risen through the ranks of NASCAR, which stood for National Association for Stock Car Auto Racing, and now threatened to be the best driver the greats had ever seen. All the big names wanted him to drive for them and were willing to pay whatever he asked. Jessie considered herself part of the trophies because she’d slept with all the big names, and Mac Evers voiced no displeasure the first time she sucked his cock. 

However, his recent outburst and openly mean demeanor had crushed her. And now she wondered if this way of life was ending. She was sick of Mac’s abuse.

“Get out of here!” he bellowed.

Jessie’s head turned as she stood. “Are you talking to me?” 

“Yes, now get the fuck out of here. You’re like a leech.”

“Excuse me, Mac; I don’t think you should be talking to me like that.”

“Really, why Jessie, you think you’re better than all this?”

He struck her speechless. They’d been fighting all day. He pushed a few of her buttons earlier, telling her to pack her shit and get out. But she had nowhere to go and if he wanted her out, let him pay for a hotel room. Only six months ago, he’d asked her to move in with him. Now the son of a bitch wanted her gone.

He lit a cigarette
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