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RUN No. 2536 53 Newlands St Trevallyn Hare: Scary

Rachel in his arms again, her lush curves and her soft skin, her beautiful hair, her beautiful scar. That was the problem with the reporter.
That was the problem with all of them. None of them were Rachel.
He felt her slip down the bed. She unfastened his pants, eased his briefs over his hips, and brushed the length of his cock with her palm before taking him in her mouth. He sighed, eyes shut, thinking about how unbelievably good it felt, when Rachel gave a throaty moan, then
rolled her mouth from base to tip and whispered, "Look at me."
He looked and saw that she had her eyes open, locked on his, as she opened her mouth, hollowed her cheeks, and slid all the way down. He
wondered if some other guy had asked for that — I want you to look at me when you do it — or if she'd seen it in a movie, or read it in some
magazine. Ten Secrets to Turn Your Guy On. Rachel's expression went from ardor to confusion as she felt him start to soften. "What?" she
asked. "Shh," he said, pulling her up so they were face-to-face again. He slid his hands between her legs, positioning fingers and thumb the
way she'd taught him. Except that wasn't right. She hadn't taught him. They'd figured it out together, how to make her come. He nuzzled
against her, his lips on her neck, nibbling and kissing his way up to her earlobe, where she'd always been ticklish. "Ooh," she whispered.
"Ooh! Oh, oh, oh," she sighed, as he worked his fingers against the slick seam . . . and then she forgot to pose, forgot about trying to look
good, and lost herself inside her own pleasure. Andy watched her squeeze her eyes shut as she clamped her thighs against his wrist and
snapped her hips up, once, twice, three times before she froze, all the muscles in her thighs and belly and bottom tense and quivering, and
he felt her contract against his fingers.
Before she could recover, he'd rolled her onto her back and slipped inside her. After the first thrust he had to hold still, knowing that if he
kept moving, if he gave himself up to the exquisite tightness, the heat, he would explode. He wanted her to come at least once more, with
him, and he didn't want her to tease him, the way she sometimes used to if they hadn't seen each other in a while and he finished before
she'd had a chance to get started.
"It's not a race," she would say. "You're not trying to beat your personal record here." He'd always taken care of her . . . or, sometimes,
when he was sleepy, he would just curl around her, holding her close, with his fingers inside her and her fingers working at her clitoris, and
they'd taken care of her together.
But he wanted it to be good that night. He wanted everything to be perfect.
He reached down and stroked her cheek, then her hair. "Oh, God," she whispered, swiveling her hips in a way he knew would send him right
over the edge. "Oh, wait. Do you have a condom?" she whispered.
Andy opened his nightstand drawer and ripped open a Trojan. Rachel watched, frowning. "Tell me they sell those as singles," she said.
He kissed her, pleased that she was jealous, thinking that he'd tell her anything she wanted to hear, and, finally, he slipped inside her again.
She gasped and shut her eyes, and then neither of them spoke. She had one hand on his shoulder, the other slowly stroking his back, from
the nape of his neck to the base of his spine.
Oops wrong text !!!!

ON ON:
Tight

Spot has kept the fire pot ablaze while we have been out trecking up hill and down
dale following the well marked run she has even sent the run report off to Bugsy and set
up a table of nibblies
Another cold night I Trevallyn. Only a couple of On Downs tonight Scary the make believe
Hare and Bugsy an Fingers been recent top Tipsters picking up a six pack each.
We will be a few Hashers short for the next few weeks Boong and Inlet are heading north
to the mainland caravanning Rickshaw is heading on a road trip with his son destination
sunny Queensland Loggy the Master of disasters is already touring in Queensland with his
cousin. Scary and Tight spot are heading off to Airley Beach.
Next weeks run is at 171 West Tamar H’Way Trevallyn Hare Sheila
The week afters is our last Run at Thumbs Car Yard Invermay Rd

The 2022 Committee The Frugal committee that is tighter than a ducks arse
GM: ScaryJM: Fingers, Hash Cash: Rickshaw, Monk: Two BobTrail Master: Loggy , Horn: Thumbs , Lip: Rainbow, Scribe: Run
report is now done each week by the Hare, Web Wanker: Bugsy,

Receding Hare Line
Tuesday 19th July 171 West Tamar H,way Trevallyn Hare Sheila

LH4 Receding Hare Line
Thursday 21st July Warragul StNorwood Hare Robin Hood
Joke of the Week

"LoonR Hash, 12th August
The plan is to gather from 4pm at 4 Brewer St, Lulworth.
The dinner is pay for your own at the Golf Club at Tam O
Shanter , alacarte , full moon howling around the camp fire
at night.

Beds available indoors by booking with Tight Spot, vans
welcome at Scary's or Sheila's, most staying Saturday night
as well. A walk, of varying lengths on Saturday afternoon.

Lunch/dinner Saturday provided
Please bring a plate of nibbles to share over the weekend

THE ASS END OF THE TRASH
I am off in the
van for 6 weeks
to Australia

Don’t park
your van
under trees
Boong

