69 Bedford Place

69 Bedford Place was an address that Mea would remember for the rest of her life. Her reason was not that she had lived at that address or that it was an attractive old building set in an old English town. It was because it had played such a significant role in her growing up. Behind the building’s well-maintained Georgian facia it held a secret. A secret that only she and Tamara, the daughter of the household knew but no one else

Tamara and Mea had meet during their first week at high school back in 2003.  They had to find a partner to carry out a join geography project. It had taken some weeks to complete which meant spending a lot of time together. They had got on just fine and completed the project and obtained brilliant marks. Thus they became good friends and their academic partnership continued through school. 

Like so many relationships theirs had changed and evolved as they grew up. When they first meet that drank fruit juice together and ate biscuits whilst doing their homework together. They would occasionally stop their studies to talk about teachers they liked or disliked and other pupils who had annoyed or upset them. They laughed together and sometimes cried together. Their friendship was of great benefit to both of them. This friendship was nurtured and grew under the roof of 69 Bedford Place, but that alone was not the reason that Mea would remember it.

Just why the two friends were drawn to each other was something they had each pondered. They shared the same sense of humour and were both reasonably intelligent and hard wording. They were not the sort of young people who others perceived would get into trouble. As the months progressed they became more and more dependent on each other. If they spent more that a day without meeting or talking on the phone to each other they would start to feel as through a great gulf had opened up inside them. Each one would become quiet, irritable and often tearful if they spent a week apart. To prevent such occurrences the parents agreed that they could bring their friend on holiday with them.

But it was during the summer of 2004 that a new aspect of their friendship developed. It wasn’t often that the two friends fell out with each other, when it did occur it was usually because of silly things that had got all out of proportion. Mea had been a little unwell and had not obtained her usual high marks for a piece of homework. The English teacher concerned had seemed to delight in the fact that this model pupil had not obtained her usual grade. She felt herself welling up inside with a mixture of emotions. She felt hurt and stupid. Worse still other classmates laughed including her best friend Tamara. As they all left the class Mea said, ‘I thought you were my friend why did you laugh at me?’   She then stormed off her long dark Mediterranean  hair dramatically flying behind her. 

Tamara felt it was better to leave her alone. It was Friday and the end of the school day and experience had shown everything would sort itself out tomorrow. Mea was very emotional at times and Tamara had learnt how to handle these occasional outbursts. Apologising now would only make things worse.

The two friends were due to meet up on the Saturday morning. On Friday evening it was no surprise when Tamara’s mobile phone rang and she saw it was  Mea     calling. She answered at a tearful         was trying to talk, ‘I’m so… so so..rry for …shou…ting at you..plea…se for…give me..’  

Tamara assured Mea in her kind tone that she was forgiven. In fact the incident had been more embarrassing than anything else. 

Rebecca, the class bitch, had taken the opportunity to announce to all in earshot in the corridor, ‘You and your girlfriend had an argument…never mind you can kiss and make up later!’ 

Tamara ignored her and her giggling small entourage of thick slutty friends who hung on her every word.

Tamara new exactly what do with her crying friend. She would invite her round for a chat. To offer an olive branch she would walk up the road and meet her half way. Fortunately they only lived a five-minute walk from each other’s homes. They always seemed to hang out at Tamara’s place rather than Mea. They had never made a conscious decision that that should occur. But Tamara’s professional parents had a far more spacious house that that of Mea’s. Tamara’s large attic ensuit room was more adapt for sleepovers and  it even had a spare bed. Not that it was often used, as the friends always seemed to finish up sleeping in Tamara’s.

They ran into each other’s arms like two old friends who had not seen each other for a decade! Immediately Mea started to sob. They broke their embrace and Tamara offered Mea a tissue. She smiled and took it and dried her eyes, which were pink from some two hours of crying in her bedroom. They walked arm-in-arm and soon reached 69 Bedford Place. Tamara turned the key in the old lock and they went through into the airy kitchen. They then sat at the wooden table sipping juice and chatting. Tamara’s parents were out and would not be back for many hours.

After about an hour they decided to go upstairs and watch TV. They grabbed some snacks and ascended the stairs. Soon they were sitting on the sofa in Tamara’s room flicking channels. The time soon passed by and it was now about nine o’clock. Mea rang her mum and asked for permission to stay over. As usual her mother was happy to agree. The sat together arms interlocked watching a movie. It was billed as a romantic love story also known as a ‘chick-flick.’ It wasn’t long before tears started to leak from Mea’s eyes. She tried to hide them not wanting to appear a wimp. Tamara knew her too well and put her arm around her. Mea’s head rested snugly on her friend’s neck whilst her face was cushioned on her left breast. Gently she dabbed her tears with a tissue.

Tamara realised that her friend was even more emotional than usual. She instinctively stroked her head with her right hand. Tamara looked down and observed her friend’s pretty but sad face framed with a tangle of their long hair. Tamara’s hair was as blonde as Mea’s was dark. Their skin tones also dramatically contrasted. Mea had dark tanned skin all year round, inherited from her Italian roots, whilst her friend was milky white. Tamara was slightly taller than average at 5’7” whilst Mea was only 5’. Mea did however, have one feature that made up for her lack of stature. Her breasts were a well-formed 34c compared to her friend’s a mere 30a. 

Mea felt comforted by the closeness and warmth of her friend. Her crying gradually subsided and her nostrils were filled not with her mucus but the sweet smell of Tamara. He friend had an aroma like no one else. It was hard to describe. She remembered how she had occasionally smelt the sheets after her friend had slept over. When missing her friend she would put a one of her teeshirts or a jumper to her face, Fortunately Tamara often left items around her house. 

Mea found herself taking yet another deep breathe. How good it felt. Tamara could feel her friend’s warm breath penetrating her sweatshirt and warming the top of her breast. At first it seemed weird but she had now got used to the sensation. She was pleased her friend had cheered up and stopped crying. Instinctively she put her head down and placed a gently kiss on her head. 

Tamara caught Mea’s aroma. She smelt good. She then felt a flush cover her pale skin as she too recalled how she had often smelt items of clothing that Mea had left in her bedroom. He mind wondered back to the first time she had done this. Her friend had left her games kit around her house. It was a Sunday morning when she had discovered it in its bag under a pile of her own dirty clothing. As a kindness she would get her mother to wash it and return it nice a fresh to her friend on Monday morning. 

Tamara opened to cloth bag and started to take out the items. An aertex white top was the first item. As it was pulled free Tamara caught the smell of her friend. Instantly she was reminded of her. A picture of her smiling face had come into her mind. Without thinking she took the garment to her chest and bent her head forward to smell it. She then gently placed it on her dirty linen pile. Next she pulled out her navy blue pleated skirt. Again she had the desire to sniff it. Lastly she had shaken the bag and out feel a pair of navy blue sports knickers onto the bed. Had they belonged to anyone else she would have recoiled in disgust! Instead she gently picked them up feeling only a longing feeling to be with her friend. She crunched the underwear up in her hands and held them tightly together her fingers interlocking. It was the memory of act that followed that caused her to glow all over. She then recalled how she had brought her cupped hands to her face and sniffed the knickers!

This thought along with the warm breath falling on her breast had caused her nipples to have a mind of their own! They had stiffened and were almost bruising themselves against the fabric of her bra. She closed her eyes and tried to think of something else to take away her arousal. The only picture that came into her mind was the sight of herself naked in the mirror complete with her engorged nipples. She blinked to remove the image only for it to become more erotic. She was now naked along with Mea and all their classmates were looking at them!

Just why at that moment Mea has squeezed her leg she did not know. Neither was she sure why she had now put her hand on Mea’s head and pulled it even closer to her. These two simultaneous acts then started a series of moves and actions from which there relationship would change forever.

Tamara then stroked her friend’s back, she had done this many times before but somehow this was different. It was done with great attention to detail and slowly, She was feeling every rip and every curve. He hand started on the shoulder and travelled down sliding down her white shirt and feeling her smooth skin underneath only hindered by the bra strap beneath. She reached her waist and allowed her hand to rest on her thigh for a few moments. Mea gave a sigh of pleasure.

As she slowly started to move her hand back up from were it rested on Mea’s skirt she realised she had a choice of two routes. The innocent one would have been to go back the way she had come. The risqué one would be to slide her hand under the shirt and glide her hand over her bare back. It would be easy to do. The shirt was loose fitting and not tucked in. Tamara decided to take the risk and slid her hand under the shirt. It wasn’t until her hand touched Mea’s bare skin that she realised what her friend had done. The nice feeling made her giggle a little but she did nothing to resist her. The hand moved freely up and down her back. Mea slightly repositioned herself to give her friend easier access. Her face now resting on her friend’s other breast.

Mea could feel Tamara’s fingers occasionally tremble. She sought to reassure her,

‘Your shaking!’ she said gently.

‘Don’t worry I am enjoying this! She whispered.

Mea then began fumbling with her buttons and undoing the shirt.

‘It would be easier for you if I didn’t have this on..’ she explained. 

Tamara assisted her and it slipping it off. She then continued, gently rubbing her back. Without saying a word Mea then unfasten the clasp at the front of her bra and it fell free. Tamara said nothing but slipped the garment from her arms and it dropped to the floor.

Mea then reached around her own body and gently rested her hand on Tamara’s as it reached her waist. She took a gentle grasp of the back of the hand and guided it. Firstly around her waist, then onto her tummy and onto her lower ribs. Then it happened - she glided it onto her left breast!

Tamara could feel her friend’s pulse raising and her own heart pounding. She started to gently ply and play with Mea’s small but perfect breast before allowing her hand to move over and start to feel the other one. Mea moaned gently clearly enjoying the sensation. Tamara could feel her own nipples getting harder as she felt her friend’s engorged nipples. She also felt a dampness between her legs. Her eyes were now closed and all sorts of erotic images came flooding in. Mea’s mind was also taken over with lurid visions of nudity and sexual acts. 

Mea then moved and stood before her friend. Her breasts bare and her nipples erect. 

‘Come on them! She said.

‘It’s only fair if you get your top off!’

Tamara instantly agreed and in a giggle quickly pulled off her sweatshirt and stood up to undo her bra. Her friend was quick to help . Soon it was off and they both stood for a few seconds looking at each other’s bare chests, before embracing each other. Within moments they were kissing. Fist just little kisses and then passionate French ones. Within minutes Tamara was undoing her friend’s skirt and pulling off her shoes and socks. Mea wearing only her white panties took hold of Tamara’s jeans and pulled them down and helped her out of her trainers and socks.

Both girls feel back on the bed wearing just their knickers. It was Mea who took the lead and took a firm grip on her friend’s tiny back thong and pulled it down and off. She had a good look at her blonde mound. She had sneaked a look a number of times but now she could have a proper look!

‘Hey..you pervert! Exclaimed Tamara.

‘Let’s have a look at your pussy too!

She then grabbed at Mea’s sensible knickers and yanked them down revealing her dark and hairy pubic area.

The two friends lay together kissing and cuddling not too sure what to do. As the evening moved on they soon discovered new pleasures. Simple things such as kissing and licking each other’s breasts, paying particular detail to the nipples. After some two hours of sensual fun it was Tamara who took the lead and the experience further. She parted her friend’s legs and gently slipped a finger inside her now very wet virgina. Mea gasped as she was penetrated for the first time. Tamara felt her friend’s body grasp her finger. Soon she was writhing on the bed and panting like a dog. Then she came. Next she retuned the favour. Tamara had experimented and touched herself often. But it felt so much better with her naked friend fingering her. She climaxed noisily.

So the two high school friends started a new aspect of their friendship.
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