Immortal Chronicles

Part II - Growing Up

By: Highlander

It's amazing how nowadays breasts are everywhere. You see them on TV, on magazines, newspapers, on the streets, and even on junior high girls! But, thinking back, it's not just today that girls develop breasts early (the so-called early-bloomers). I can recall a couple of girls from the middle ages in France who were like that.


Back then I was a blacksmith for a small French town called Houillon. Since it was small, I knew about everyone. The bad thing from being an Immortal is that you need to move constantly, especially if you look as young as I do. Since you can't grow old, you need to disappear before everyone around you gets old and you don't. This story is about how this young girl grew old while I didn't - she grew up and became a woman as I watched.


Back then I was known as Pierre Forgeron, a young and talented blacksmith, with a modest shop, where I did my craft. People came to me for tools, pots, knives, and even the occasional sword or armor. One morning a young little girl showed up with a broken wooden doll and asked me if I could fix it. She had the cutest smile and I could not say no. Lucky for her I had been a carpenter back in Rome, building ships for this rather "enhanced" lady and her lord. But that's a different story. She sat next to me as I got my instruments and started to fix it.


"What's your name, ma petite?" I asked her while she glazed at the doll.


"I'm Joan, monsieur."


"And how old are you?"


"I'm eight years old," she answered looking down, shyly. She looked up at my eyes and said, "And you, monsieur, how old are you?"


At this point my heart broke. I could tell her I was 2,300 years old or else she would run like crazy and call me a devil. That had happened before. So, I simply said I was 25 years old.


She smiled and said happily, "My mother is 25 years old as well. Her name is Beatrice. Do you know her?"


"Yes, cherie. I do."


Young Joan didn't know that I was an admirer of her mother. She worked at a nearby farm, milking cows and selling the milk in the mornings. Every day I bought some of her milk, just to see her. The reason for such an admiration? Her breasts. Sometimes I wondered if the milk came from the cows or from her own breasts. They always seemed to be bursting, ready to pour milk. But it wasn't only her breasts: her entire body looked as if it was forged by the gods themselves. I was actually amazed that a woman that beautiful could have a 10 year old daughter. Usually mothers like that were overweight or too skinny. I guess her pregnancy did wonders for her body.


In no time I was done with the doll. I gave her her playtoy with its fixed arm. The expression of joy on her face was enough payment. She looked at me and asked cheerfully, "Monsieur Forgeron, how much do I owe you for this?"


"Nothing, ma petite. Your smile was enough."


A year later and I had to move. I had been there for the past 6 years. I was beginning to look suspicious. I moved to a larger town where I enlisted in their army. I also changed my name to Paul Dufer. For two years I remained in training drills and general guard duty. For some twist of fate, those were all the missions I got.


During that time I got to visit many of the towns in the area, especially Houillon. Every other year I went back to that town as one of the guards of the round. I had a chance to stay there for a whole week before being sent to a different town.


The first time I returned, I saw Joan. She had grown and was 10 years old by now. Her mother was still working at the farm. Two years later I returned to see a little surprise: Joan had grown, not only in age, but also on her chest. She was starting to grow some breasts. It wasn't big, but it was something, especially for a 12-year-old.


When she was 14 I returned and saw her again. She was growing more and more beautiful. Not only her chest, but her entire body was gaining a fuller female form. If she were lucky in one year she would be married and would have her first baby, just like her mother.


Two years after that, I was sent to a battle and wasn't able to visit Huillon. I could only imagine what had happened to her. I could only manage to return to the city when the girl was now an 18-year-old woman. She was astounding.


Joan was working with her mother, milking cows and selling the milk in the morning in the village. As a local guard, I was able to pass by the farm when the ladies were working and I must confess that it was an amazing site.


On my last day in Huillon before I had to return home, I managed to follow Joan when she returned alone from the village after the day's work. Her mother had returned earlier and she decided to go to a nearby waterfall and have a swim.


I followed her quietly, hidden amidst the tall grass. I managed to be in a spot where I could see her perfectly and she wouldn't even notice me. She went to the edge of the lake and started to untie her dress. She removed the pin that was holding her hair. The long blond locks fell gently over her soft white skin as the dress itself fell to the ground. From the position I was sitting, I could only see her back. But when she turned around to see if anyone was around, I managed to see her breasts. I never imagined they were that big! They hung beautifully on her chest, two full round globes of breast meat. I could only imagine that holding each would require at least two hands. I had never seen such big breasts on someone so young and so pure (I had learned that she wasn't married, since she had to take care of her mother who was getting very ill). And to think that 10 years before that she was an innocent child, looking more like an angel then like the voluptuous woman she was know. 


She dove into the lake and stated to swim. After some time, she just decided to lie on the surface of the water and float for a while. This was amazing. I could only see heard head, her feet, her elbows and her breasts showing up like icebergs and everything else was under the water. The site of her breasts poking out like that made me desire her even more. Unfortunately, I got distracted and made a sound while hidden. Joan got scared and got out of the water, dressing herself. That was the last I saw of her that year.


After returning to my barracks, I signed up for two more years, which I would spend training new recruits. And I spent the next two years thinking on when I would return to Huillon and see Joan again.


Two years later and the time had come for me to move on. Of course, I chose Joan's village, in order for me to see more of that beauty and to see if her breasts had grown even more. Would I have a surprise...


When I got to Huillon, I decided that I would try to talk to Joan, see if I could "be friends" to her. One morning I walked to her as she sold her milk:


"Bon jour, mademoiselle," I said. "Can I have a glass of your milk, s'il vouz plait? I'm too thirsty."


"Of course, Officialle," she replied with the sweetest and most alluring voice. She served a glass of her milk and gave it to me.


"Merci," I said as I got the glass from her hands. "Didn't you use to work with your mother?"


"I did." At this point she looked down. "She died last year, victim of the plague."


"Oh, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to...."


"Don't worry. It's okay," she replied with a smile.


"Is there anything I can do for you?"


Joan looked down and around. She looked up and said, "Oui, monsieur. You can escort me back to my farm. It's quite a walk and it may be dangerous for a single woman like me." I could notice that she bit her lower lip as she said that and I could sense some lust in her eyes.


I smiled back and nodded, "When would you like to leave?"


"Oh... about anytime now. I have to refill my milk, you know..."


Either I wasn't understanding what was going on or I knew perfectly well what she wanted. So I said yes and invited her to join me on my horse back to her farm.


I was wearing a light leather jerkin, almost like a 20th century leather jacket, and no helmet. She sat in front of me on the horse, holding herself on my neck. During the ride, she fell asleep and for several occasions I had a good glance down her cleavage. It was one of the most amazing scenes I had ever seen in France. It was also great to see her ample breasts bounce with the pace of my horse. Sometimes I would purposefully make my horse walk faster just to see her breasts bounce more.


During her sleep on the ride, she continuously caressed the back of my neck and sometimes it even felt like she was kissing my neck, where her head was resting. I didn't know exactly if she was asleep and doing it unconsciously or if she was awake, pretending to be asleep and doing it on purpose.


After about an hour's ride, we arrived at her farm. She was taking care of everything by herself, with the help of a couple of servants. I woke her up gently and placed her on the floor. She invited me to go to the barn, where they kept the cows. When we got there, we saw that it was empty except for the cows. The servants must have been elsewhere.


She got a pail and went to one of the cows and started milking her.


"Is there anything I could do to help?" I asked.


She stopped milking, looked at me and replied, "You can help me out by milking one of the cows."


At this point I thought I'd rather milk her, but instead I said, "But I don't know how to do this. I never milked a cow before." I was lying. I had milked cows before, and even milked women with huge milky breasts before as well. I said it just to see if she would "teach" me how to do it.


"All right, monsieur," she replied. "Come here and I'll teach you how to do it."


She stood up and made me seat on the stool she was using.


"First thing," she said, "is to hold the cow's udder with your hands, almost as if you were holding the hand of a woman: firm, but gentle.


"Like this?" I asked as I followed her instructions.


"Yes. Then, you must pull it down, almost as if you wanted to bring her down to you."


I tried doing what she said and purposefully I missed it and only managed to milk a couple of drops. "It doesn’t seem to be working," I said.


"Here, let me help you." She sat behind me and held my hands and together we started milking the cow. I gently moved my head towards her as she did all the work and rubbed my nose on her face, slowly. Then I gently kissed her on the cheek. She then stopped milking and looked at me. "You don't really want to milk the cow, do you?"


"No, I don't, mademoiselle," I replied, looking lustfully at her.


"Then we must give you something to do while you're here." Apparently she got my message, since I noticed that she was answering with the same look as mine. She started to untie her dress as she continued, "Perhaps you'd rather have a try at these tits."


"I most certainly would," I replied as I helped her out of her dress. I was amazed how a young girl like her would be sexually active or at least sexually willing in such a controlled society like the one we were living in.


She came closer and whispered in my ears, "I've been wanting to do this with you, the first time I saw you two years ago. This farm life is rather boring and I would like to have a little bit of adventure, at least once in my life."


"Then you found the right man," I replied as I kissed her on the lips. Apparently this was all too new for her, but I tried to make her relax. As I was kissing her, I started to massage her on her shoulders, then I went down to her chest and started to massage her huge breasts. As far as I could tell, she was enjoying it a lot, since with every touch from my hand she moved as if bursts of pleasure were coming from her breasts down to her entire body. As I imagined I needed both my hands for each breast, in order for me to hold it. 


I moved my head down to her nipples and started to suck on them. I could feel Joan moaning. But that wasn't the only thing I could feel. The more I massaged her breasts, the more I felt that something was going on with them. I stopped to suckle on them just to stare as I massaged them. Amazingly enough I started to notice some sort of breast growth, almost as if my massaging was making them grow. I guess Joan wasn't paying much attention to the growth, since she was about to have an orgasm just from the way I was touching her breasts.


After some time of tit massage and breast growth, I noticed that this white liquid was on the tip of Joan's nipples. I imagined that it could be some of the cow's milk that dripped while I wasn't looking. I moved my lips to lick it off when I noticed that it wasn't cow's milk; it was Joan's own milk that was coming from her breasts. I started to suckle on her tits as I massaged them. I bet Joan could feel something happening, since she started to moan louder. I could feel spurts of hot, sweet, breast milk coming into my mouth as I suckled on her. I didn't want to think on how that was happening; I just wanted to enjoy.


The more I suckled on Joan's breasts, the more they grew and the more milk it came. It was like this for about 15 minutes. I was almost spitting the milk out instead of drinking it because I had drunk too much. From time to time I looked at how big her breasts were and each time they were bigger! It was amazing. 


I guess Joan was enjoying it as much as I did because she suddenly looked as if she was having an orgasm. I was soon to find out that she was actually having an orgasm! She started to moan like crazy, and her breasts were starting to feel harder, as if they were filling up to their capacity. All of a sudden, a huge flow of milk just burst from her breasts! It was so hard it threw me on my back. I was soaked!


With that burst, Joan also fell on her back. I crawled to her, all soaked in milk and held her up. She looked at me and said softly, with a huge smile on her face:


"This was fantastique! I had never felt anything like it before..."


"It only gets better, Joan," I said, as I took off my milk-soaked clothes.


"Really?" said asked, while touching her breasts. She looked at them for a second when, I guess, she realized they had grown. "And will these get bigger too?"


"We can find out, ma petite."


Her expression changed, almost as if she had recognized me from her past. But that didn't matter. We were both lying down on the barn, nude, as I approached her and kissed her. She kissed me back.


I must confess that we had great sex. And for those of you who are disappointed that I didn't describe the sex scenes, well, tough luck. I won't expose much of my intimacy to you. I will, though, expose my memories on breast growth. Joan didn't grow much more while we were having sex. But afterwards she had a chest almost twice as big as it was before we went together to the barn.


After that, I left Joan home. She didn't return to town to sell more milk because she couldn't find any dresses that fit her now bigger breasts. So she stayed sowing up a couple of new dresses for her while I returned to my barracks. I didn't see Joan after that. But I learned that she did get married to the new town blacksmith and her breasts eventually got even larger when she had her twins (two baby boys).


This is my second story. More will come.

