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 Cowabunga 
 
    Banjo, fiddle, and accordion put a swing in Marie’s hip. She flaunted before Yuna as though heralding the arrival of a queen. Over a visible bikini, Yuna wore a flowing orange lace sundress with golden stitched flowers that looked aglow in the sun. Marie wore a lavender top and a silk sarong. They were perfect compliments and got many compliments, but beauty abounded at Cowabunga. 
 
    Marie’s jaw dropped when she saw a woman with the classic patched black and white Holstein look, and she had udders. “Gonna trip over those things!” she said under her breath and Yuna snerked and hushed her. 
 
    “Well I’ve got something to trip over too,” she said and Marie let out a fitful laugh. She turned around and held Yuna’s hands, leading her onto the beach. The crowd was dense, the variety extreme, and Marie was shorter than most. She was almost caught between two tall cow women with pale brown furry bodies and big cute bovid snouts. 
 
    Their heads collided with a noisy thunk. “Shove off, won’t ya!” One barked at the other, and then quickly enclosed her in a headlock. “Look you almost stampeded this gal.” 
 
    Marie grinned up at them. “Hey!” she exclaimed cheerfully. They did not look like sisters but must have shared a lineage. 
 
    “Woah. Looks like some more competition, Elise!” said the one in the grab, looking at Yuna. She was a head shorter and bigger chested. Elise loosened her hold and held her around the middle. 
 
    “What are you going at it for?” Marie asked. 
 
    “Oh, Emma is just getting pumped for the Cow Wow,” Elise said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “The beauty pageant, ya! Well, it’s more of a contest,” Emma said. “I think we both should enter,” she said, looking back to Elise. 
 
    “You should!” Marie spun and looked up at Yuna, drinking in the sight of her as though for the first time. “Yuna!” she exclaimed. 
 
    Yuna blushed and bit her lip. “Woah! Huh. A contest?” 
 
    “You gonna get in on that?” Elise asked. “You can go get a Bovine Bingo card.” 
 
    “Wow! Fun! Wait, so there’s games and stuff?” Yuna asked. Marie was enthusiastically bouncing at her side. 
 
    “Yes. The card is like the first one. Swimwear and clothes for running about are recommended later,” Elise politely explained to her. 
 
    “My, my! Well, my sweet Yuna is going to have some competition then!” Marie declared, already adopting a fierce spirit, and Yuna giggled bashfully. 
 
    “We’ll see! You two are beautiful. Are you Swiss?” Yuna asked, and Emma nodded at her and curtseyed. “Very nice! I could give it a try. Do we still have time to relax and enjoy the beach?” 
 
    “Oh ya,” Emma said. “Enjoy the hullabaloo! You’re a pretty pair, huh?” 
 
    “She’s my plucky cowgirl! Marie makes me feel pretty. Very orange!” Yuna said with a bright grin. 
 
    Marie blushed as the three taller women considered her simultaneously. The four chatted a bit more and then Yuna and Marie broke off to get a bingo card. 
 
    After doing that, they got refreshments and set out a towel on the beach. Yuna giggled as she considered the card. “Extra ears,” she exclaimed, marking the spot and blushing. She hid her lower set in her fluffy orange hair. There was also a spot for furry ears and she got to mark that too. 
 
    “All the better to hear me with!” Marie whispered to her playfully. 
 
    “Tail! Yep. No hooves.” Yuna eyed the board which seemed to access just how much of a cow she was. “I’d better get one.” 
 
    Marie slurped her lemonade and pointed out ‘highlander’ and ‘country gal’. Then Yuna almost had a bingo. She couldn’t mark the spots for udders, patched color, furriness, or being a cud chewer. She hummed to herself as she might not get a bingo after all. 
 
    “Spotted!” Marie said, pointing to where she could complete a row. 
 
    “If my freckles count, I guess,” Yuna said. 
 
    “No,” Marie reached out and booped her nose on the dark button that crowned it. “There’s your spot!” 
 
    “Oh! I think you’re right!” Yuna said. “Well, let’s see! Bingo!” she declared to herself as she marked the board. 
 
    They returned the card to the Cow Wow attendants who were set up beside a wooden stage on the beach. One of the judges, a buxom, golden-haired woman with hooves like high heels, took the card and compared it to Yuna personally. “Yep! That’ll do it. What’s your name, sugar?” 
 
    Yuna and Marie both made introductions. The judge was a former Cowabunga Queen and called herself Chedda Belle. 
 
    Yuna received a gold-plated necklace with a single shimmering star. “All it takes is four more and you’re our Queen. Y’all be ready now, first game’s in an hour and one of you will gotta swim,” Chedda said. 
 
    “We’re nailing it so far!” Marie said, leading Yuna back to their spot on the beach. She admired the golden star that bounced against her cleavage. 
 
    “What do you think we’ll have to do?” Yuna asked, collapsing onto the towel as though reluctant to spend such a nice day competing. But Marie was already sure they could win the whole thing. 
 
    “Probably a bunch of running around games and then some fun stuff for the audience. What do you think? We might have to dance on stage,” Marie said, feeling a little rush. 
 
    “If we get that far.” Yuna reclined with her hands behind her head. “I’m ready to give it my best!” 
 
    “We’ll see if looks count for something!” Marie said, always admiring her. 
 
    “Time to bust out the beach bod,” Yuna said, grinning. She wiggled out of her sundress and basked with closed eyes, letting Marie help herself to the first showing. 
 
    “You look… bombastic,” Marie said, reclining beside her delicately. “You are so hot, it’s unreal,” she pretended to wipe a tear from her eye. Yuna laughed and pulled her against herself. She warmly pressed her lips to Marie’s, caressing her back and kissing her laxly and lovingly. The sun was going down but still beat on them, and soon they were a little sweaty. 
 
    “I’ll do the swimming,” Yuna said after a bit. “Though, while we can, let’s get some sunscreen on me,” she said. 
 
    “Oh! Yeah, nearly forgot,” Marie said. She perched on her knees eager to do Yuna the service. Marie moved so that her shadow fell across her face. “You’re getting some tan lines!” she exclaimed. Even working under the sun, Yuna had always stayed creamy. Now a fiery warmth extended to most, but not all inches. 
 
    “All that adventuring we’ve been doing!” Yuna said. Marie slathered sunscreen all over her belly. She gave her a smooch above the naval and then let her hands swoop in there, caressing and kneading the silky gel in. Yuna purred and draped her arm over Marie, keeping her close and using her to obscure herself. She carefully loosened her top. Her breasts started to spill out and what was revealed there was paler, kissed by Marie’s lips and not the sun, and blemished only by freckles that stood out all the clearer. She let Marie get an eyeful since she could never have her fill but then rolled over onto her belly. 
 
    “This is some adventure, babe. The whole thing. If we win, I might scream!” 
 
    Yuna laughed at her warmly. “It’s not a big deal! Just Cowabunga.” 
 
    “Even if we don’t, I’m just reminded of how lucky I am. Like, all these beautiful cow girls! This is some beach paradise, and you’re the best of the best.” Marie said, massaging her back and rubbing the sunscreen generously around Yuna’s shoulders. “Every beautiful and unique flavor and you're my favorite by far. Best in the world.” 
 
    Yuna giggled warmly. Marie’s florid praise often made her blush but it seemed like just what she needed now. “You bring out the best in me! It’s all for you. Whatever makes my Marie smile,” Yuna said. “We need nothing but each other,” she added sweetly. 
 
    “It’s nice just hitting the beach. I’m not sure we’ll have much privacy, though,” Marie said, biting her lip as she slid her hands around Yuna’s sides and gently groped her breasts. Yuna chuckled and her tail swished, gently flicking Marie’s back. 
 
    “We’ll see how much time there is between stuff. I think I saw some showers,” Yuna remarked casually, but Marie huffed excitedly. She continued to massage the sunscreen around Yuna’s bosom.  
 
    “Showers, hmm? Maybe a spot for a quick and refreshing one?” Marie teased and backed up to get her hips and lower back. 
 
    “We’ll see if we can pull that off! Ours is a little cramped, huh?” 
 
    “Just the way I like it,” Marie said, snickering. 
 
    “My breasts…” 
 
    Marie perked up like a dog hearing ‘walkies’. “Ooh?” 
 
    “I wonder if we have time. They may need more of your attention,” Yuna said with a hum of consideration. She looked around in search of some fast privacy. 
 
    “I got this,” Marie said. She pulled off her purple sarong and spread it out, draping it across Yuna’s back. Marie lay beside her and obscured herself under the piece of fabric. “Heheh. No one will be any the wiser,” she said. When Yuna rolled to face her she planted a smooch against her teat. Yuna huffed and held her close, ruffling the fabric over Marie’s form. 
 
    “Should be good enough… in a pinch,” Yuna seemed satisfied with Marie’s hasty solution. Taking a taste of milk here and there was their risque habit but they hadn’t gained in discretion from practice. Marie thought simply to be quick about it, and aware of a sudden thirst, did not give it more thought than that. 
 
    The warmth of Yuna’s hand sept into her scalp and down her spine. Her familiar sweet smell filled Marie’s lungs. As she began to gently suck a teat, the warm milk gushed readily onto her tongue. As always, it was refreshing and satisfying, and the pleasant feeling of Yuna’s squishy and giving teat between her lips made Marie swoon into contentment. 
 
    Yuna sighed as a terrible tension was taken from her. Caressing her, Marie nuzzled in as close as she could and let the cloth overhead create a little space and the semblance of privacy for her and Yuna’s body. She drank deeply, nudging with her tongue to encourage the milk to flow, and closing in with her lips over Yuna’s wide and swollen areola. Marie made sure every kiss and suckle soothed. She told, with her mouth and tongue, of unquenchable desire and love. She lay on Yuna like a bed and enjoyed her softness, her lips traversing her bust, and drank from her other teat too. 
 
    She had enough time to get Yuna feeling very comfortable, though she was teased, too. Eventually, they heard an announcement made with a megaphone. “Five minutes until the Cow Wow beach relay. Cow Gals bring a swift friend down to the water for your chance to be a Cowabunga Star. Be ready to run or swim in five minutes!” The urgency made Marie’s heart start to race and she was ready to bring it. Yuna grumbled reluctantly as Marie packed her back into her bikini. She hoisted Yuna up to her feet. 
 
    Yuna took a few hops and then straightened out her top. “Thanks much! That’s better.” 
 
    Marie giggled playfully. “My pleasure!” They strode out together. There were more than a dozen other beautiful bovine-featured women, each so exciting at a glance that Marie and Yuna were made shy and huddled close. 
 
    “Umph! There we go,” a familiar voice said, and they saw Elise stretching. Emma was with her, and she also had a necklace with a solitary golden star. There was a large buoy out in the water and glass bottles on a table beside a marked-off stretch of beach. 
 
    “Good luck, y’all!” Marie said as the contestants and their partners gathered up at a starting line with streamers dangling overhead. Soon an audience gathered and took in the sight of the contestants, each with a necklace glinting in the sun. 
 
    “Alright beauties! Perk up those big ears!” Chedda said as she stepped out before them. The two other judges were with her. “It’s going to be one thing and then another,” she said, snapping her fingers. “Until one of you is our Cowabunga Queen. First up is the Milk Relay!” 
 
    A dozen matching women dressed as milkmaids came out onto the beach, each hauling an enormous bucket. They were filled to the brim and milk spilled out onto the sand as they were placed on the beach. 
 
    Marie was reminded of gym class games as the instructions were given, and put into an even more competitive spirit. Before they knew it was time to start, but she was as ready as she could be. 
 
    Chedda waved a spotted flag and she was off! 
 
    She sprinted down the beach, falling behind some of the taller women, but heaved up the bucket and ran with it as though practiced. At the table, she had to carefully empty it into bottles, and it was an udder mess. Still, she filled many swiftly by making a line. 
 
    Yuna and half of the others were all by the water, wading as the waves lapped their feet, and Marie ran out to give Yuna an armful of the filled bottles. She had to swim them just a couple at a time out to the buoy. Yuna also strategized, realizing she could swim with two bottles between her breasts. She made a fast pace swimming laps. 
 
    In the end, all was tallied, and Yuna and Marie had twenty-five bottles, taking second place. Up to third received a star, and so a second one was affixed to Yuna’s necklace. Marie cheered for her and their Swiss friends applauded, and Marie saw that Emma also had two stars, as did the team that had taken first place, who seemed quite athletic; one was lean and red-furred with a nose ring. 
 
    The judges assured them the more physically intense side of the competition was done, and that they had another break before the final rounds. “Save your appetite!” Chedda told them. 
 
    “Time to hit the showers!” Marie announced, and Yuna nodded at her, panting and wiping sweat and seawater from her brow. “Damn, you look amazing,” Marie casually told her, offering her hand as they departed the crowds. 
 
    “Thanks, Marie. We did it! Whew! Only three teams with two stars, then,” she said. 
 
    “You’re gonna win this whole thing, babe. Although it might be between you and that one Emma! Her accent is so cute,” Marie remarked. 
 
    “They’ll be popular! Cow people love Swiss culture. Not bad breeding, either,” Yuna said. Marie laughed at her choice of words. 
 
    “Maybe but you’re best in show to me,” Marie said. 
 
    Yuna leaned down at her with an intent grin. “Best in shower.” 
 
    Marie giggled at her excitedly. “Oh, without a doubt.” 
 
    They weren’t the only ones to have noticed the large public shower building near the beach. Leaving the Cowabunga space, it was humorous to see several other contestant pairs trailing after them toward it, and then the Swiss pair went running past them as though in a race. Yuna eyed Marie with a knowing smirk, sensing her elation. “Might be cramped here, too,” she said. 
 
    The coastline was beautiful. The event was out on Garland Beach, a stretch of sand around the metropolis Cedaria. The shower building was made with big wooden planks to resemble the hull of a ship. Inside, there were stalls and open faucets mounted on the supporting beams. 
 
    Yuna gravitated toward one in the back while Marie eyed the stalls. “Oh, should we save those for someone who actually needs the privacy?” Marie asked playfully and Yuna eyed her intently. 
 
    “Maybe. It’s a power move. Let them see how you dote on me,” Yuna said and Marie laughed. “Help me get clean and fresh in a hurry, we can’t miss any rounds.” 
 
    “Hah! We never miss a chance to go a round,” Marie said. She had body wash in her bag and put it out onto a shelf under the faucet. 
 
    “Good thing you brought that!” Yuna said. They cuddled in close while helping each other to undress. The shower building did gradually begin to fill up around them as stalls were claimed and some couples prepared in the exposed area. Emma and Elise were near, chatting and giggling. 
 
    In the nude, they stood under the faucet, and let the water flow hot. Marie shielded Yuna with her body somewhat, keeping the sight of her to herself. They held each other around the hips, and Yuna’s breasts pressed snugly under Marie’s chin. She filled her hands with bath wash and worked up a handful of foam, slathering it across Yuna’s sides and up under her arms. With more bubbles, she scrubbed her breasts and then her butt. She left Yuna sudsy all over and reached down to give her balls a soapy grope. 
 
    “Feeling frisky, huh?” Yuna asked quietly. Marie’s fingers caressed her dick; it was already large though still soft and made slippery by her touch. She soon found herself stroking there and looked up at Yuna with a warm smile. 
 
    “Heh. Yeah, you too, huh? Bet we can get away with it.” 
 
    Yuna smiled and closed her eyes, sweeping up her great mane of fiery orange hair behind her head and letting the water flow down through it. “We always get away with it! Well, those bubbles might hide things a bit.” 
 
    Marie snorted and giggled. “I’ll work up a big foam.” 
 
    Steam and bubbles were fine. Elise and Emma shielded them, but for their eyes, it must have been obvious. Marie’s vigorous work sent chunks of bubbly foam into the air, and there was the sound of wet slapping from where she washed Yuna’s most intimate bits. She heard a giggle and let out a little playful gasp. 
 
    “Ouh, getting squeaky clean, ya?” Emma asked. Marie took a break to rub Yuna’s belly, looking over her shoulder. 
 
    “Give them some space why don’t ya!” Elise called after her, and Emma was a little closer but politely averting her eyes. 
 
    “Hi,” Marie squeaked, but very amiably. 
 
    “Sorry to bother! Just seeing if we could borrow a squirt of that cream,” Emma said, and Marie wrestled back the urge to laugh. 
 
    “Oh! Shoot, sure!” Marie handed her the bottle of body wash. They had used plenty. 
 
    Elise went back to her shower with Emma, but Marie could often feel one or both of them looking her way. Yuna was blushing but Marie grinned and tried to make use of their time and please her. She did not very much hide things. Yuna hugged her face into her soapy breasts and moaned, and Marie happily jerked with both hands, feeling her growing harder until she could buck and throb in her grasp. 
 
    “We gotta hurry,” Yuna said with a little whine. Marie could have kept at the slippery handjob all day, but Yuna seemed to need an extra little push. 
 
    “What if I do this?” Marie asked, swooping behind Yuna. She knelt and wrapped her arms around her, spreading her fingers across Yuna’s soapy thighs and then grasping her sudsy shaft again. 
 
    “Please, Marie,” Yuna begged sweetly. Her length throbbed taut and readily when Marie pressed up between her cheeks and began to lick and kiss her. Marie knew just what to do and reached deep with her tongue. Her face was sandwiched by Yuna’s broad and freckled ass. It only took a few moments, and Yuna let out a quiet but lengthy moan, spilling a series of seed spurts onto the tiled floor. Any sign of their activity was soon flowing away with the soapy foam. 
 
    Yuna stooped down to give Marie an affectionate and appreciative kiss. They both washed clean in the water, turning it down to cool so that they could leave fresh. It wasn’t clear how much Emma and Elise had seen but they were soon bathing similarly. They heard a distant voice over megaphone and knew it was time to go, but Marie dried Yuna’s hair with a towel. Yuna tucked everything away snugly in her bikini, and they returned to Cowabunga. 
 
    Some tables with an apparent banquet of pies were set out to meet them and the other contestants. The judges waved Yuna and Marie in and Yuna flourished with an excited skip. Marie ran out ahead of her and did an enthusiastic star-jump. Lots of people were looking their way. She stopped in her tracks as the aroma of fresh, warm peach pies struck her like a summer breeze. 
 
    Rows upon rows of humble but delicious-looking peach pies had been prepared. Marie could smell the peaches, and each had a little peach cut from the center of the crust. They were about seven inches wide and Marie could have destroyed one, but then she looked at Yuna who was nearly drooling. 
 
    “Now this is our kind of game!” Marie said. “Wonder if I can get a pie too.” 
 
    “Let’s hear it for our Cowabunga Stars!” Chedda incited the crowd. 
 
    Yuna sat down and Marie stood behind her, rubbing her shoulders. The contestants were each offered a cold glass of milk. Marie eyed all the other cow women at the table and felt her heart pounding. They looked hungry! Emma’s big tongue licked her muzzle. 
 
    “Let the Peachy Beach Feast begin!” 
 
    Everyone dove in; there were no slackers. Marie just listened to the slurping, heavy breathing, and crunching all around her. In what felt like mere moments, Emma was licking the first pie dish clean. Marie looked to the other side and saw the red, toned woman smash a pie with her fist and then cram most of it into her mouth, chewing over a cascade of crumbs. 
 
    But Yuna knew how to eat pie too. Her pace was quick and steady and she was enjoying the food and sipping milk with haste. Marie focused on her and started to let out a little cheer of encouragement for each bite, praising Yuna and watching the pies disappear. One, two, three! 
 
    Yuna let out a hearty burp and relaxed with a couple of minutes to spare. “Good enough?” 
 
    “Yes, baby!” Marie rubbed her stomach and grinned as she looked around. They were sure to get third place, but that would mean a third star. “Amazing. You too!” she said, turning to Elise, who was happily starting her sixth pie. 
 
    After pies were tallied and stars awarded, music and dancing were kicked off on stage. “Contestants, make a quick drop down to the beach and our photographers! One star and a cash prize are on the line.” 
 
    “Money money money!” Marie said with hype. 
 
    All they had to do was take one hot picture, and the best would be used for the Cow Wow calendar, sold by the event. Marie and Yuna teased each other wondering what to try. Eventually, Yuna simply cuddled Marie against herself while resting her heavy breasts on her head. They just thought of what they’d like to have for themselves but the picture turned out great. Yuna’s tail had flicked into view, and Marie looked so happy in the sheltering embrace of her lover. Yuna looked the part of a Cowabunga Queen to be sure. 
 
    One of the judges, Callie Cloverfield, held up the newly printed photograph. “We have a winner!” 
 
    Marie screamed excitedly and rushed over with Yuna. As a fourth star was affixed to her necklace, and she was handed a big, cow-patterned check for three hundred dollars, the other contestants warmly applauded her. Marie was elated, already tasting victory, but remained focused and determined to seal the deal. 
 
    She brought that energy to the dance-off, but neither of them was really that great at dancing. Emma and Elise, on the other hand, made a rhythm through yodeling and then busted out the most whimsical and charming series of short dances, from polka to some folk dancing, linking arms and kicking high with great coordination, and Elise spun Emma around before hoisting her high. 
 
    “I shoulda done that to you!” Yuna said like the move had slipped her mind. 
 
    Marie giggled and rooted their competition on. They didn’t get a star that round but were then called up onto the stage with the two other teams that each had four stars. 
 
    “Get ready for tonight’s final game that will crown one of these astounding women our Cowabunga Queen,” Callie said on the microphone. “There’s a lot of spirit and flair on stage right now. I see our cow gals each have loyal support and the heart to win. With no further amoo, it’s time to Churn it to Earn It!” 
 
    They brought out three milk churns, each sloshing from full contents, and Marie felt as though she had been preparing for this moment ever since she came to Yewturn. She flexed her fingers and modest biceps. 
 
    Yuna and Marie both wrapped their hands around the churn handle. A whistle was blown, and they pumped. They worked the churn rapidly and with all their might, pushing and pulling together with brows furrowed in concentration. Marie was thinking of nothing but turning the milk within into the best butter, so that Yuna would win because she was the best and Marie wanted her to have it all. She sweated and her arms began to burn by the time the whistle was blown again. 
 
    They poured out Elise and Emma’s churn onto a table beside some fresh sliced bread, and the butter flowed out smoothly like frosting, slowly spreading across the wax paper. Then they emptied the churn of the more athletic and lean team, and their butter had been whipped up fluffy like a cloud and fell out as a big lump, but Marie let out a gasp of delight when their butter was scooped out and could be seen at once to look best of all. A big sticky sphere of it was rolled out onto the table. It was delicate, creamy, and decorated with little peaks that made it look like the sun. When spread it coated the toast uniformly like paint, and then vanished all at once into the bread, leaving it moist and golden. 
 
    Marie was in a daze as they put a fifth star on Yuna’s necklace, and then a golden tiara on her head. She accepted it so gracefully, a shy and happy smile on her face, but there was a bright rose hue to her cheeks. Chedda handed the sash to Marie and she ran to Yuna, throwing it onto her and then wrapping her in a hug. 
 
    “Let’s hear it for Yuna, our Cowabunga Queen!” 
 
    Emma and Elise patted their shoulders and applause thundered around them, and hooting and mooing added to the fanfare. They were pushed front and center of the stage and then everyone backed up to give them their moment in the spotlight. 
 
    Yuna scooped Marie up into her arms. She spun around, and Marie laughed and swooned back in her grasp. Yuna kissed her to almost deafening cheers. 
 
    More prizes, pictures, and assorted treats followed. They were exhausted alike but in a happy stupor. 
 
    Finally, Marie playfully asked, “Any of the pavilions not being used? We could use a quiet sit-down.” 
 
    Chedda was happy to direct them to where they might not be disturbed. Still more music followed them but the beach was now dark and quiet, and they went to one of the staff pavilions, a large striped tent, and entered. 
 
    Inside there was all sorts of festival-related stuff packed away. Marie and Yuna set down their prizes which included a lot of dairy treats and a ceramic cow plant pot full of flowers. Yuna took off her sash and sundress but kept the tiara on.“We pulled it off!” she said, collapsing victoriously into a wicker chair. The effort had taken some toll on them both, but Marie was so proud of her. She crawled up before Yuna and rested her arms across her legs, staring up at her like she was admiring an angel. 
 
    “You are the most amazing woman I can find.” 
 
    Yuna huffed at her but didn’t stop her speech. 
 
    “In any corner of the world, no one makes me look for more than a moment… or two.” 
 
    “Oh, but Cowabunga has some lookers,” Yuna said. 
 
    “All beautiful. But do you know what I love most?” 
 
    Yuna raised a brow. 
 
    Marie paused. “What I love about you is that you play with fire.” Marie grinned. “And never shy away from a courage-testing thing. You have your hands in the real nitty-gritty of what life and love’s about, and are wholesome and whole-hearted about everything.” 
 
    “My whole heart used to be for Yewturn. There wasn’t much else left for me to call home.” Yuna said. She beckoned and Marie climbed up onto her lap and straddled her. “Now my heart is all for you.” 
 
    Marie was too aflutter to speak for a moment but gently kissed Yuna’s collar, and she sank into her warmth and embrace, swept up in a serene stew of thoughts. “That is the most wonderful thing I’ve heard in my life.” 
 
    A bit of peace affected them. Processing all that had happened, Marie was awash with joy and affection and still full of energy. They made out, and Marie gently ground in Yuna’s lap, showing that despite everything she was as eager as ever for their next chance to get away. Yuna didn’t make her wait. 
 
    “I bet you wouldn’t mind giving me one more prize,” she said, grumbling happily as Marie worked her hips and pressed between her thighs. 
 
    “Yuna, I want to give you the moon and stars!” 
 
    Yuna bit her lip and eyed Marie excitedly. “Go on, make me feel like a queen.” 
 
    In an instant, Marie was on the floor again, and she pushed Yuna’s legs apart to crawl up between her thighs. Yuna already had a bulge from where her package was straining, having almost escaped entirely. “You’re queen of the beach. Queen of my whole world,” Marie told her amorously. “You glow on high like a supernova surfing the Milky Way.” 
 
    Yuna laughed at her warmly, but then she gasped as Marie quickly freed her cock and swept in to engulf it past her lips. She slurped and pushed almost desperately so that Yuna was feeling the love of her throat in an instant, and Marie buried her face in the softness of her groin. She moaned musically, triumphantly, and squeezed with her lips as she drew back. Her dark eyes shone with vigor as she looked up at Yuna and made her pleasure her sole determined effort, as the games before had been. She gave her all. 
 
    Gripping the wood so that it creaked, Yuna remained fixed in place, and she sighed and breathed out soft notes of rising pleasure, sinking into the blissful but fervent massage Marie’s mouth and throat provided. Marie was moving her head up and down with smooth and swift repetition, rubbing Yuna’s broadly flared tip somewhere near the base of her neck. Her drool had Yuna drenched already and her eager, hungry moans made it impossible to hold back for long. 
 
    When Marie sensed she was close, she arched her back and held Yuna’s tip snugly in her mouth. Her tongue had little room to maneuver but encircled the wide, flat rim and caressed the soft swell of flesh encircling the hole. She stroked with one hand and fondled Yuna’s heavy balls, knowing she still had so much to give. She wanted that warm and uniquely Yuna flavor to meet with her tongue. She would taste the pleasure as Yuna felt it. 
 
    Yuna moaned to announce the inward acceleration, and Marie could feel her throbbing. When she got this stiff she was nearly locked in place, but Marie wouldn’t have it any other way. She didn’t want to lose a morsel of Yuna’s rich and creamy release. Yuna jerked upright in her chair and let her lungs empty with a happy whine. Marie’s mouth was filled in an instant, stuffed with cum such that as soon as she could taste it, she had to swallow, lest it burst out her nose. Her eyes rolled back and she felt her own ecstasy as Yuna squirmed and sent all she had into Marie, one big mouthful at a time. 
 
    Marie was feeling full to the brim by the time they finished. Yuna’s softening cock popped free of her lips to spit one more rope of cum across her nose. She was panting for air, and Yuna looked amazed with her. She took Marie up into her lap and put the tiara on her head. 
 
    When the milkmaids started to come around, they left in a hurry. On the beach under the stars, there was quiet and nothing to disturb them. Walking hand in hand, Marie led Yuna along but halted every few steps to turn, admire her, and rise onto her tippy-toes for a quick kiss. Yuna received each one as a welcome surprise. 
 
    “I have never fallen out of love with you,” Marie said as a cool breeze touched them, seeming to tickle the words out of her. “But I keep falling in love again.” The waves were gently crashing. “I keep remembering who I’m with and there’s fireworks.” Marie touched her chest. “It’s like a rollercoaster.” 
 
    Yuna came to a stop and held Marie’s hand in both of her own. They met eyes. “Do you want to stay on for the long ride? I think that for us there’s be twists around every corner.” 
 
    “Highs in the sky and lows that soar by!” Marie said, feeling as though she could sing. “I want to always be beside you.” 
 
    “I could never go without you,” Yuna said, and they took each other into their arms. Yuna and Marie shared the kind of hug that binds souls together. Yuna kissed Marie’s brow. 
 
    The stars reached low over the sea: a sight Marie would always remember. Feeling like a voyager, she was ready to return home. “I love our life.” 
 
    Yuna’s eyes widened a little as she held Marie around the hips. “Let’s share the whole thing,” she said. 
 
    Marie let out a sharp gasp as a feeling like a love volcano erupted in her belly. “Yahoo!” She hooted so loud that it resounded down the beach. “Woo hah! Hullaboolah! I love Yuna!” She screamed, spinning in place, and collapsed onto the sand. “I love Yuna,” she repeated, swinging all her limbs back and forth. Yuna had buckled over with fitful giggles. 
 
    “Marie, Marie! Looks like you want to marry me,” Yuna said, and Marie laid still and stared up from the ground. 
 
    “I do,” she said. “I do. I do. I do. I do.” 
 
    Yuna couldn’t stop her short of getting down to lay beside her and busying her mouth with kisses. They kissed all the way home. 
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