Entry181biologicalclockdream

  Memories and feeling still linger from my babysitting last weekend. When the little monster pee’d on me, I was ready for that, I knew children do that, and I knew how I would feel. I never knew there were all those other feelings, and then to come back in a dream, confusing all my nocturnal emotions, is just wrong.

   I got him to sleep about two in the morning, while washing my clothes in the washer. I laid on my left side, his head propped up on the same pillow I was using, hugging him to me. His bottle in my right hand, its nipple beside my own, he pressed his head against me, and being full, he didn’t reach up for the bottle, but teethed on my left nipple. After a few minutes, I hugged his warm body, pulling a blanket over us, and fell into the most wonderful sleep. His hands caressed and tugged, mindlessly reassuring himself with my presence and warmth. Oh my god it was just beyond amazing.

   OK that was a couple days ago. The bruise and puffiness lasted like two days, but it’s ok now. I had just read my emails, and written a little on an episode on the yahoogroup Dreams Behind The Mirror (Erotic stories you write a chapter in). It was after midnight, and even a hot bath didn’t sound good- I needed sleep. My parents were in another heated discussion downstairs as I flipped the wall switch and crawled under the comforter.

   A tingle, light and wispy, appeared on my left breast. I had rolled onto my left side, and in the dark, half-wake, I moved my arm to cuddle the infant I remembered from two days before. The tingle became a gentle tug on the nipple, and I remember sighing, and was back to “almost” sleep within seconds. I felt a light pinch, along the outside of my left breast, on the side that was against the bed. It woke me just enough to roll toward my right, my right hand crossing my body to protect the baby as I rolled.

   I felt for the baby, but he wasn’t there! I moved my left leg gently to see if he had slipped down off the pillow, and then it occurred that he shouldn’t be there, that was days ago! I rolled flat against the mattress, out of breath. I was huffing, and felt like my face was sunburned. I listened for sounds from the house but heard only part of the gate in the back yard, rhythmically clanging in the wind. All was dark, and still. There was no reason for me to be so rushed, so aroused.

   Then I felt it again. A light brushing of my left breast, from my left to right. My nipple, now erect, bent and boinged to the pressure of the invisible brushing hand. I clutched myself, exactly like you think I did- I was sure a mouse or something ran across me! My blood was pounding in my ears, and I could hear myself swallow. I took several deep breaths, and relaxed. I looked to the left at the wall, then right toward the door. No noises, nothing. Stillness.

   The unmistakable feeling was then, of two large gentle hands caressing slowly up from the bottom of my breasts, over them, engulfing them gently, fully, in the fingery net. I gasped. My comforter was down to my waist, and I saw nothing, but I absolutely felt these two loving hands, once they had engulfed my chest, begin moving. They pinched slowly, each full breast. They twisted lightly; they lifted and slowly moved my breasts in circles. I looked around for a person, a body, anything. Fingers and thumbs gathered around my aureoles, dialing in pleasure from an unseen source. I realized I was biting my lip, and had my knees curled up. My heel was pressing between my legs, and my whole body was already shivering as if I had been enduring several minutes of slow arousing foreplay with my lover.

   I don’t really have a lover.

   I could have freaked- ran down the hall, did something. I was at that moment and the answer was so easy I barely remember making it.

   I placed my open hands on the creases my thighs made where they were curled since my knees were skyward. I took a deep breath as I felt my nipples pinch and tug. I relaxed my shoulders down to the bed, and counted to three. On three, I relaxed my legs, my feet sliding on the now moist sheets, as my knees bounced lightly on the bed, then rolled outward. I sighed, and actually said, “Okay.” Under my breath.  My hands were cold against my skin. My feet were cold. I was scared, but so turned on I could scarcely breathe. Two invisible hands had enwrapped my bosoms and their thumbs were flicking my nipples, while the other fingers made undulating, “milking” squeezes. This went on for eternity.

   I covered my mouth with both hands when my body started shaking in orgasm. It was like holding in a sneeze- I was dizzy and light-headed, and delirious from several minutes of very pleasurable touching. My body started to buck, my hips jumping, and the more I held my breath, to stop from making a noise, the more my hips and tummy jumped! It was four or five hip jumps before I was settled, and able to suck air in my open mouth. My body trembled like it was ten degrees, yet I knew mom likes it very warm in the house. The sound of my own blood rushing blocked out everything else, until a while went by, and my night eyes, and ears had returned. One last little “aftershock” quaked me, like a body memory of sex that I didn’t even have. I remember giggling at the absurdity, and the wild, crazy rush. At breakfast nobody mentioned any noises, and the house alarm system had been on, so no actual intruders had been present. On instinct, after breakfast I zoomed off to the school, but found myself pulling into the Wal-Mart. Three new pairs of undies later, I drove off to class. I wore my sunglasses all day, even in class. I am sooooo not knowing why.

