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DISCLOSURE

If you do not enjoy dirt track racing, if you do not like to read 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 also 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 occurrences. 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, followed by Monique, and now a curve. A Dirty Thanksgiving is the start of the spin-off series, Pit Lizards on Tour. Then, I plan on finishing Cheryl, possibly followed by Genevieve. While each book works as a standalone, if you’re curious about the other Lizards and haven’t done so already, check out the my previous books. You won’t be sorry. Besides Cheryl and Genevieve, there are many more books rattling around in my head for these series. As long as you all read and enjoy them, I will keep trying to write them. Thank you again. I love you all!

SPECIAL THANKS

I’d like to thank Shauna Spangler and Larry Rust for all your support and encouragement. Between the two of you, you have cheered me up and gave me the friendly push I’ve needed, when I needed it. Without you, the Pit Lizard Racing Series would have never come to be. 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 your information, 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!! 

Pit Lizards on Tour

A Dirty Thanksgiving
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With the regular season over, everyone who was anyone headed south. Some drove down for vacation, while others went to escape the biting cold of winter for a few months. For them all, though, it would always be the racing that called them first. Central Arizona Raceway (CAR) in Casa Grande was the place to be.

The atmosphere crackled with excitement. Haulers and trailers of all kinds rolled into the pits. Their engines hummed and brakes squeaked in the warm afternoon sun.

The weather was picture-perfect with a brilliant blue sky. It set the stage for an exhilarating holiday of racing, both for money and for glory. As the sun dipped lower, the heat of late November distorted the view. The dry ground shimmered like a mirage.

The anticipation buzzed like static electricity in the pits and the stands alike.

The Pit Lizards were out in full force. Their skin-tight shorts and skimpy tanks left little to the imagination. They strutted through the pits with a practiced confidence, drawing the attention of every single driver, and a few married ones, too.

Laughter and flirtation mixed with the roar of engines, igniting the atmosphere with the sizzle of competition and temptation.

As the rest of the convoy from the north approached the pit area, Libby and Al were already tucking eight-week-old baby Speed into his portable crib inside the trailer, making sure their little one was comfortable before the action began. “Let’s get him settled first, then we'll go help them,” Al said, adjusting the blanket around Speed.

Libby smiled at her little family. She’d come a long way since last year. Her friends, other reformed Pit Lizards, would be parked nearby in the spaces they'd saved for them, making it easy to visit.

Once parked, the drivers & their Lizards gathered around, stretching their legs before unloading their cars. “Last one to set up buys the beer!” Al called out, having already made camp.

Drivers from all classes had shown up, representing the home track, and even some of the unattached Pit Lizards had followed. Tiffany and Zara climbed out of the car they’d parked next to Gina and Cooper's rig. Ginger’s man, Rhett, was already unloading his car. Some of the other girls lounged around, sitting on front tires and folding chairs.

As twilight descended, the energy intensified. Cheers erupted from the few people watching for free in the stands tonight, and the first cars hit the track. A thundering symphony echoed across the pits. Practice for the first race of the Gobbler’s Gauntlet had begun.

Dinner would follow practice, and everyone could feel something extraordinary was about to unfold this weekend.

Rhett rolled out first in his Sport Mod, while Ginger waited in the pits. Instead of walking up to the track, she turned to her stepson, son-in-law, Trent.

“Want to go up and watch?” He asked.

“No, it’s all good, Trent. Unless you and Trinity want to walk up there for a bit? It’s just practice tonight, but I'll definitely want to be up there when they’re racing tomorrow,” Ginger replied, mentioning her daughter.

In Aubrey’s pit, Monique coated her fiancé's heavy-bodied car in baby oil—often a favorite trick among the women. “Hey, we could have an oil wrestling contest! It's warm enough outside!” she teased with a grin.

Aubrey’s ears perked up, along with several others in the area. “Only if you sell tickets,” he joked, but glared at the interested drivers.

Meanwhile, Gina worked silently on Cooper’s car. Although they were cordial, the former stripper still hadn’t quite managed to break into the tight-knit group of former Lizards. The sound of engines hitting their rev limiters echoed off the trailers, making Cooper smile. “Sounds like a fast track, Gina. I might be out of my element tomorrow.”

Gina glanced up from where she sprayed the underside of the car. “Just race your race, baby. Don’t worry about the rest of them. You’ve got this. Drive it like your patrol car.” She laughed, squeezing his arm as he knelt beside her to check tire pressures.

He looked up, a playful glint in his eye. “You’d be amazed how badly we drive those patrol cars.”

“Well then, drive it like you stole it. You wouldn’t want Aubrey to catch you,” she added with a laugh, knowing that was a primary reason he and Aubrey didn’t race in the same class. They were partners at work but fierce competitors on the track.

The camaraderie was electric as everyone huddled together to discuss setups for the first set of hot laps. Al, Doug, and Marcus, who all raced Stock Cars, exchanged strategies, nerves tingling with anticipation for what lay ahead.

Cooper prepped his Modified while Aubrey fine-tuned his Hobby Stock. Rusty and Gauge dove into the details of their Late Models while Cheryl, with her hand on Jazz, her huge Cane Corso’s head, and Holley, her sister-in-law, whispered to each other, shooting dirty looks at Randy and Chevelle, who’d decided at the last minute to follow the group down.

The men headed to staging, staggered out by class, while Rhett returned to his pit after completing his first set of hot laps. The ladies stood gathered in an empty pit stall as Ginger hurried to help her man.

Monique stood alone by Aubrey’s trailer, contemplating her place among the group. She still felt a bit uncomfortable around Ginger and especially Gina, even though Libby had forged friendships with both of them. As Ginger walked back over to Rhett, and Chevelle, Zara, and Tiffany stayed where they hung out, farther down pit road, Monique stepped out from her hiding spot and made her way to Libby.

It felt to her like there were two teams—the Happy Lizards and the Angry Iguanas. And she wasn’t sure that even Thanksgiving could bring them all together. One thing was for sure: they had all been Pit Lizards at one time or another. Even if some were skinks. She chuckled to herself at the inside joke, knowing that while skanks like those women weren’t real lizards, skinks were.

Libby motioned her over, but as the men started coming back in from their hot laps, everyone grew busy working on cars. She returned to the trailer where Aubrey handed her his helmet as he climbed out of his Hobby Stock. “Whew, that track is fast!” he announced with a grin.

“Wasn’t it a blast?” Rhett called out, pulling another tire off his car. “Between dodging spinning cars and trying to get more speed, it was a hell of a challenge.”

Libby took Al’s helmet into the trailer to clean it and replace the tear-offs. He slipped up behind her, rubbing his body against hers as he reached around and cupped her full breasts. “What do you say about making Speed a little brother or sister?” he murmured, kissing her neck and giving her a wink.

“Maybe later, Al. Right now, you’ve got a race to win tomorrow. You need to concentrate.” Libby grinned and winked back. “But there’s always four or five in the morning when normal people are asleep—if Speed would ever stay asleep.”

“Get that helmet ready, woman,” he teased. “I’ve got to head back out after I tweak a couple of things.”

Libby finished working on his helmet while, in the next pits, Dana, Sasha, and Holley prepped for their drivers. Doug, Marcus, and Gauge still hadn’t returned, and Rhett was already heading back out for his second run. It was a lot to keep track of, but the Lizards were at the top of their game, ready for anything.

Stepping out of the trailer to set the helmet on the car roof, Libby spotted Cheryl standing near the edge of Rusty’s pit. “Hey—how are you doing? Are things going any better?” she asked, knowing Cheryl and Rusty had just reconciled a week ago after an ugly breakup filled with Chevelle’s lies and a looming pregnancy scare.

“Well, I haven’t walked off again since we got here,” Cheryl chuckled. “It’s okay, I guess. Just feels like we’re still walking on eggshells around each other after everything that went on.”

“It’ll get better. But if you ever need to talk, I’m here.” Libby glanced around at the other reformed Lizards. “Most of us have been through some sticky shit to get where we are now. Dana and Sasha have the whole ‘together with their men’ thing down pat after a few years. Monique is still working on it, and even Ginger and Gina have been putting in the effort. It just takes a little time.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” Cheryl nodded. “I’m just glad that Chevelle isn’t parked right next to us, or we might have to head to the front stretch and earn some fuel money to get home.”

Libby hid a grin. “I know how you feel. I used to despise Ginger and Gina, but things have gotten better. And thankfully, Gina and Monique haven’t had any knockdown, drag-out brawls lately.”

“Maybe there’s hope for me yet.” Cheryl grabbed a mud scraper and cleaned it off with her thumb before wiping the mud on the leg of her shorts.

“Just remember to talk to me if you need to. I’d hate to see you and Rusty get kicked out of here after everything you two have been through.” Libby warned with a knowing grin.

Ginger waited for her friend Libby to leave before approaching Cheryl. “What was all that about?”

“Oh, you know, the usual.” Cheryl shrugged, trying to play it off. “Don’t get in a fight, or if you do, make sure it’s on the front stretch.”

“Libby’s a big fan of that, isn’t she?” “I’ve had my own rounds back home, including a little spat with the promoter over my cash for participating.” She laughed.

“You fought with Ian?” Cheryl asked, amazed.

“Well, only with words,” Ginger amended, smirking. “But first, I had to argue with security to get it sorted out, then we went to Ian. Gina and I fought on the front straight a few times. It’s kind of a common occurrence among us Lizards at home. I’m pretty sure even Libby got into it with a couple of different people at some point. I know we did.”

“I suppose I’ll make sure that’s where I head when I’m ready to kick Chevelle’s ass, then,” Cheryl said, determination creeping into her voice.

Their conversation was cut short when Rhett returned, followed by Randy. Ginger drifted back toward Rhett’s pit, feeling bad for Cheryl. She understood the weight of scandal and drama—between Gabriel, Clay, Decker, and even Neil and Nolan, she’d had her share of ups and downs.

Rusty and Gauge pulled into their respective pits, where Cheryl, with Jazz, her Cane Corso and her sister-in-law, Holley, were waiting. Gauge—Cheryl’s brother—still hadn’t completely forgiven Rusty for everything that had happened. Everyone knew Chevelle would do whatever it took to get her way, but the fact that Rusty had believed her still amazed him.
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Rusty and Gauge announced that they’d only be making a few quick adjustments before heading back out, so the girls wiped the mud from the helmets, pulled a tear-off, and set them on the roof.

To save time, the two drivers agreed that each of them would make a different change and see how the cars reacted. The surface here was nothing like back home, but their cars were built the same—so they should respond in much the same way.

Changes made, they were headed back to staging when they met Randy coming in on a wrecker. His car was dropped in the pit stall, and as the wrecker pulled away, he climbed out, furious. He flung his helmet at Chevelle.

“We drive all this way only to be taken out in practice? Why did you even want to come?”

Chevelle glared at him, tears welling. “You wanted to come and wanted me to come with you. And it’s not my fault your car’s wrecked—you were driving, not me.”

His eyes widened. “You saying this is my fault?” He took a step toward her, only to have Cheryl dart between them.

“Look, asshole, Chevelle had nothing to do with your shitty driving or crappy luck. You were the one behind the wheel, so back off!” She shoved him away from her nemesis and grabbed Chevelle’s hand. “No one deserves that—not even my enemy.” Her tone softened as she led Chevelle toward a group of Lizards.

Libby rushed forward, slipping an arm around Chevelle’s waist and steering her toward Al’s trailer. “Come on. Sit down in here.” She eased her into a chair, safely out of sight of Randy.

But Cheryl wasn’t finished and stood there, continuing to berate Randy. “What the fuck is wrong with you? She’s pregnant with your kid—my niece or nephew! She might not be my friend, but you don’t do that shit to any woman.” She snatched up the helmet and shoved it into his gut hard enough to make him double over. “See? Feels great, doesn’t it?” She spun away while the other Lizards watched from a safe distance.

“She... she just stood up... up for me.” Chevelle stammered, stunned. “Why... why would she do that?”

“Because you’ve had Cheryl all wrong,” Holley said, walking down the ramp of the trailer. “Even if she doesn’t like someone, she’ll still do what’s right. That’s who she is. Give her a chance, Chevy—you’ll see.”

Libby smiled softly. Helping people was her thing—even when the person wasn’t all that easy to help.

She noticed the greenish tint creeping into Chevelle’s face and immediately understood. Libby rummaged through the cabinet, then the cooler.

“Here, this should help.” She handed her a sleeve of crackers and a Sprite.

Chevelle blinked. “How did you know?”

“I was there,” Libby said with a gentle smile. “Sick almost the whole time I was pregnant with Speed.” She rubbed Chevelle’s back, slow and steady.

Chevelle nibbled on a cracker. “He hasn’t always been a violent, narcissistic ass. There was a time when he was nice... kind, even. I left Rusty because his brother gave me more attention. More compliments. Rusty worked all the time running the business”

“I hate to say it,” Ginger said, appearing in the doorway, “but he probably had ulterior motives.”

Chevelle frowned. “Meaning what?”

Ginger leaned against the frame. “In my vast experience with bad men, the ones who act too nice are usually chasing what someone else already has. It’s about jealousy, not love.”

Chevelle’s expression shifted. “So he wanted what Rusty had.”

“Exactly,” Ginger replied. “Not saying he didn’t like you—but it wasn’t about you. It was about what he hoped to gain. You were the pleasant means to an end.”

Chevelle sighed, tears threatening. “I was stupid. Rusty spoiled me rotten. I had a spending problem; he never complained. As long as I was happy, he was happy. I just... didn’t know how to be... happy.”

Libby handed her a tissue. “Hormones. They’ll mess with your head every time.”

“So where do I even go now?” Chevelle glanced around—and realized several Lizards had gathered nearby.

Gina spoke first. “Move out. Don’t stay with him another night. If Cooper or Aubrey saw what happened, he’d already be in a world of hurt.”
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