

  

    

  




  

    Copyright




    This book is a work of fiction. All people, places are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.




    All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older




    Written work © 2023 Joachim Heijndermans




    Cover art by Man Carot – www.mancarot.com




    ISBN Epub: 9789083199368




    All rights reserved.




    No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form by any means without the prior permission of the copyright holder. Inquiries should be made to the author.




    No AI was used in making this work.




    Beautiful Beasts logo is © and was designed by




    Joachim Heijndermans.




    Special thanks to Natasha Heijndermans, Maura Yzmore,




    Rita Bovina, Sandy Butchers, Steven Dennis and L. B. Shimaira for their support and assistance in making this book possible.




    Dedicated to Nagisa Ōshima 


  




  

    Cove of the Fisherman’s Wife




    Joachim Heijndermans


  




  

    

      

        




        




        




        




        


      




      

        [image: ]

      


    


  




  

    2023


  




  

    

      




      




      




      


    


  




  

    “Quella piovra è il Piacere. Quella piovra è la Morte”




    ‘These tentacles bring pleasure. These tentacles bring death’




    -‘Iris’ - Luigi Illica, 1898


  




  

    

      


    


  




  

    


  




  

    Chapter 1


  




  

    Kazemi placed another stack of dried nori seaweed into the box. She was desperate not to let any of it break as she filled her husband’s pack to capacity, stuffing every nook with sheets of black and green. Every sheet sold was another ryō to hold them over during the off-season. 




    “Wife,” her husband Tojiro asked. “Where is my knife?”




    “I will find it,” she said. Yet, instead of going to the cutting block, she went for the simple satchel tied to her husband’s waistband. As she suspected, he had forgotten he had packed it already.




    “Ah. I would forget my own head were it not for you,” he laughed. “Thank you so much.”




    “Of course, my dear,” Kazemi said with a smile.




    Her fisherman husband finished his preparations for his long journey to sell their wares in the cities. It had been a prosperous season, and they had collected far more seaweed than they had ever anticipated. Her husband had often said that the god Daikokuten, the god of fortune and wealth, must have favored their little town’s shores to bless them so.




    “I am off. The rest will meet with me by the shrine to pray for a safe journey,” Tojiro said.




    “Don’t depend on the gods and spirits too much,” Kazemi said, lightly scolding him as she wagged her finger. “You be careful, too. No gambling or drinking, you hear me?”




    “Aaah,” Tojiro grinned, bobbing his head excitedly. “Do not fret. I have plenty of reasons to stay out of trouble. I need to return in one piece for the next harvest.”




    “Just the harvest?”




    He laughed. “The harvest…and the most beautiful and dutiful wife a man could ask for.”




    She laughed, embarrassed…and a bit ashamed when he used the word dutiful.




    “Safe travels, husband,” Kazemi said, taking his hand as she bowed to him. He cupped her cheek. They smiled, already missing each other. Hers was a sadder smile.




    And with that, with a box of harvested nori tied to his back, he was off. She watched him hurry off to get ahead of the oncoming storm. Other men joined him with their wares, walking toward the forest temple to the north.




    Kazemi watched until she could see him no more. She truly loved him, and the life they had together. It was a modest one, with only as much strife as they could bear. It was also prosperous, but it hadn’t always been. It was only after Kazemi had made her discovery that the tides turned and the harvests became plentiful.




    And to maintain that prosperity, she would have to return to the cove, the hidden home of the Tako Nyūdō.




    ***




    The seaside winds were cold and merciless, their ferocity partially undoing the white cloth Kazemi used to keep her sagegami hair weave in place. She held onto her obi, the band keeping her yukata tightly around her waist. She glanced at the horizon. The storm would come soon, the dark clouds acting as its heralds. She hurried, taking off her sandals and carrying them as she descended onto the beach, climbing the stones. Crashing waves sprayed her with droplets of salty water. It was an arduous journey, going from the village down to the beaches, the threat of heavy rain looming above. The brothers Raijin and Fujin, the gods of thunder and wind, must have been particularly enraged that day. But the bad weather was to Kazemi’s benefit, as the other villagers would remain inside, unlikely to see her venturing away from the village and toward the rocky territory where no seaweed grew. She felt the first drops of rain on her neck as she hurried across the rocky path, the calluses on her feet giving her more grip as she scaled the sides of the cliffs. Several times, a wave nearly threw her off the rocks, but she held on.




    Then she came to a crack in the sides of the cliffs. Small enough to be overlooked, but wide enough for a woman as slight as Kazemi to slip through. From within a satchel tied around her neck, Kazemi produced a lantern and lit it with a flint rock, then ventured into the cavern. The first part was a small tunnel, too low to walk through straight, forcing Kazemi to hunch over. The strong smell of salt water and algae funneled into her lungs. Eventually, the walls spread apart, allowing her to walk upright. Then the cooler air embraced her. With her lantern, she could see a great opening, a sea of stones ending in a patch of sand that kissed still waters. This hidden cove was home to a dark lake, where a sea spirit, a powerful host of the waters, dwelled in utter darkness, awaiting her offerings.




    Kazemi had discovered this cove years ago, during the village’s most dire season, when even the fish seemed to refuse to enter their waters. She had ventured down here as an Ama diver, in desperate search of undiscovered shellfish bounty. Instead, she had found an answer to her prayers, a way to ensure successful harvests year after year, but for a price, one that Kazemi often feared might be too steep.




    The air within the cove was more humid than the air outside. Kazemi made her way towards the small patch of beach sand that bordered the dark waters of a petite concealed pool. She stepped off the rough stones and onto the sand, the softness a welcome relief from the pain caused by sharp rocks on her way down. She laid her geta sandals on the sand beside her, not needing them. With mild hesitation, she approached the waters, halting herself just before her toes touched them. She could hear the waves crash against the stone walls of the cove outside, contrasting with the somber serenity that was found within.




    Kazemi closed her eyes as she took in deep breaths of the salty air. When she first discovered this cove those few years, so desperate to find something on the shoals for their village to gather and sell, she initially thought it a holy place. No doubt the people who worshiped the foreign God, those now hunted by the shogunate, could make great use of a place such as this. But Kazemi prayed to something else entirely. Something tangible, that provided her and her husband with real boons. And, in turn, Kazemi offered something real of her own.




    Guilt struck her hard and fast, like an arrow right in the heart. The guilt of having to betray her husband in such secrecy. She was tempted to turn around and head back to her village and await Tojiro’s return. But something else compelled her to stay, no matter how much she denied it. Something of herself, unbound by duty to her village or husband.




    She opened her eyes, then gracefully lowered herself to her knees and buried her hands in the sand, her head low enough to touch the minuscule pebbles with her small nose. “Dearest yōkai of the cove,” she whispered. “Thank you again for providing us with the nori that we harvest. Thank you for the prosperous weather and for keeping the brigands at bay. Thank you for your watchful ways. Let me thank you in return.”




    Silence at first. The sound of waves in the distance and the cawing of the gulls, but no reply to her prayers yet. Then, the lightest sound of a single droplet hitting the water. A small ripple across the surface until it touched the sands of the beach. Movement in the waters.




    From out there, in the dark unlit parts of the cove, a voice spoke to Kazemi, coming in as clearly as if its speaker stood right beside her. “Has…the…harvest…been…satisfactory?”




    “Yes, dear spirit of the cove. We are most grateful for what you have delivered us,” Kazemi said, bowing even deeper until the sand touched her forehead.




    “Renew…bargain?” the voice asked.




    Kazemi hesitated. The renewal was the reason she had come here. Going back now meant the end of their village. But the hesitation over the cost of the renewal, what she would have to do to solidify their contract, gave her pause. For a moment, she looked up. Seeing only the inky darkness, she couldn’t bear the thought of the yōkai of the pool not revealing himself.




    Again, she buried her face in the sand. “Please renew our contract. I beg of you. Please ensure a great harvest of seaweed and prosperity and safety for my people.”




    “Come”, the voice spoke in Kazemi’s mind. Obediently, but with intense hesitation, she rose, then entered the lake as she dipped her bare feet into the cool water. She tried to keep the rim of her yukata dry, raising it slightly. It was precious to her, a gift from her husband, reminding her of his gentle touch and warm smile. She’d worn it because the design seemed to have an arousing effect on the yōkai as well, stirring his appetite. As usual, she stopped once her ankles were submerged, then waited patiently for the transaction to commence.




    Then they came, from within the shadows.




    Eight tentacles, like those of the octopuses that swam in the seas by her village, but much larger in size, slithered across the surface of the lake. In the darkness, they seemed almost black, but once struck by the light of her small lantern, gaining an orange hue. For a brief moment, they circled around her, recoiling when they veered just within reach of touching her, awaiting her consent.




    Kazemi placed her hands together and took a small bow. “Thank you for accepting me,” she said. Consent was given. With that, the tentacles wrapped themselves around her, with one slowly pulling away the white band to undo the weave of her hair while another began to tug at her obi, releasing her body from the confines of her yukata. Kazemi gasped as the humid air caressed her exposed naked skin. The tentacle wrapped itself around her body and raised her into the air, whilst another took her by the wrist, leaving gravity to undo her of her clothes. Kazemi made an attempt to grab them. Just this once she didn’t want to go home in soaked garbs. But the creature’s grip on her arms was too powerful and she couldn’t reach them in time. With a light splash, her garb hit the surface, turning dark and wet, floating like a dead leaf. Kazemi bemoaned her yukata with a light sob, her voice breaking.




    The suction cups pressed themselves against Kazemi’s tanned skin, the tentacle coiling its way around her buttocks and waist, supporting her back as it lifted her up, then wrapping itself across her chest, its tip resting between her breasts. Then came the second tentacle, caressing Kazemi’s face as if to memorize its shape through touch. Two others slithered their way to her, coiling themselves around her legs. They were so smooth to the touch yet immensely powerful. Like the muscles of ten men, making her body their plaything, whilst able to crush her should that be their owner’s will. She liked to believe that to be freed from their grip she needed to give but the slightest resistance and the tentacles would comply. But she would not resist at all, for there was too much at stake – her responsibility toward the village…and her own desires.




    Another tentacle slithered its way through the water, accompanied by the sound of legs moving through it. A greater ripple went through the pool, as the source of the tentacles surfaced completely. Four gleaming lights of icy blue shone in the utter darkness of the cove, growing larger as they neared the woman held in their grasp. Then, they stopped. The arms of the octopus creature moved Kazemi closer, holding her aloft in a delicate cradle of fleshy appendages. Her breathing intensified as her heart raced, this encounter no less frightening or arousing than the first. The being, the strange and terrifying yōkai of the cove, stepped into the light of the lantern. He was terrifying to behold. Shaped like a man, in that he had a head on a neck with shoulders, two arms with five-fingered hands, and two legs. But similarities ended there. Befitting his connection with the sea, the creature was completely smooth, the light cascading from his skin with an oily sheen. On its face there were two sets of eyes, one placed where a man would have them and a second above the first, replacing eyebrows. He had no nose, as the gills on his torso had taken its place. His fingers were connected by a thin layer of skin that appeared frill-like. She had called him a Tako Nyūdō, as it was the closest being in the collective of yōkai she saw a resemblance to.




    The creature brought Kazemi closer to him. She could feel a strange aura emanating from his smooth skin. She winced in fear, trembling at the sight of the yōkai’s face as he inspected her with his bright golden eyes, the dark of his irises faded to a gray that made them appear as if they belonged to a blind man. The Tako Nyūdō paid no mind to her fear of him, as he was far more occupied with viewing his prize, taking pleasure in her fear of his monstrous appearance, whilst still being more than willing to be stripped and molested by him, no matter how much she feigned reluctance. He leered hungrily, inspecting her now nude body with a terrifying glare. One of his octopus-like arms began to slide across her face, caressing her lips, encouraging her to open her mouth for him. Reluctantly, she did, allowing the tip of the appendage to graze her teeth and slide across her tongue. She could taste the harsh salt from the water of the pool mixing with her saliva. She winced, which seemed to bring an amount of pleasure to the yōkai, or as much as he could show any signs of emotion towards anything.




    Kazemi trembled, her initial revulsion at being handled so forcefully, at being forced into the role of his slut without any way to resist, all now melting away.




    She could feel herself getting wet. And the yōkai could smell it on her.




    The creature rose from the water and stood on his appendages like a pair of serpentine legs. Kazemi could see his erect cock, as smooth and alien as his tentacles were when compared to human arms, glistening in the dim light of the lantern. He titled his head, after which the tentacles began to slide down her legs and take her by the ankles. Kazemi winced, frightened of what was to come. She had been down this path before, and yet the fear did not diminish even a little with each encounter…nor did her excitement. Was it the fact she was being manhandled and ravaged by a Tako Nyūdō? Or was it the complete loss of control, paying servitude with her body to this bizarre being’s lustful desires in exchange for a prosperous harvest?




    Regardless of the reason, Kazemi was still forced to succumb to his advances. She struggled as the tentacles spread her legs apart to reveal her mound to the being. “No…please be gentle this time,” she pleaded, as she could feel a tentacle slide down her chest, the suction cups leaving reddened marks on her skin. One stuck itself to her left nipple, whereupon she squealed loudly as it tugged at it. The creature brought her closer and closer, his fingers rhythmically moving as if to reel her in. The tentacle began to slither down, circling her clit, stimulating her by briefly placing the suction cups onto it and releasing it in rapid succession. Another tentacle grasped onto her, taking her by the neck and enwrapping her head. It forced her to face the creature. Unable to look away and tears dwelling in her eyes, she tried to plead. “Please be gentle. You are so strong, dearest yōkai. Please—”




    Then, to her shock, the tentacles moved her. In an astonishing display of speed and strength, the creature flipped Kazemi upside down, supporting her head and shoulders on a set of appendages whilst dangling her by her ankles. Her arms were held in place as a tentacle wrapped itself around her waist and pressed her wrists behind her back in one single fold. The blood rushed to her head, dizzying her. The yōkai had never done this before, so Kazemi did not know what to expect. She was unaware the Tako Nyūdō had moved in closer, holding her to line her exposed pussy to his face. Without warning, he placed his moistened lips onto her folds, greedily pushing his tongue in her. Startled, Kazemi gasped.




    This is what the yōkai had hoped she would do. With the same force as before he pushed her closer, expertly and smoothly sliding his cock, lubricated by some kind of secreted fluid from his skin, into her opened mouth, like a blade entering its sheathe.




    Kazemi gagged, startled by the sudden intrusion. He had taken her without warning before, but never in such a dizzying way. The taste of sea salt was strong, making her gag as it overwhelmed her tastebuds with such intense force, making it feel as if she just swallowed a mouthful of the ocean’s water. He gave her no reprieve to adjust to the sudden intrusion and the sensory shock of the brine. With a fixed rhythm, he began to thrust into her throat, seemingly elongating his cock as she felt it go deeper and deeper within her. She would have struggled more, perhaps even panicked, had he stopped pleasuring her pussy with his mouth. But not taking a moment’s pause, the octopus yōkai slithered his tongue within her, pulling out to suckle on her clit every so often, then go back inside her. He even slid his tongue, wriggling more vigorously than any of his tentacles or cock ever did, over her asshole, causing Kazemi to moan softly in shameful delight.




    This went on for what felt like an eternity, gently cradling Kazemi’s body in an embrace of slithering limbs while her mouth was penetrated with an eager pace. The mystique of the yōkai’s body language had shifted to that of a lustful creature, straddling her head as he thrust deep into her throat. A few times she gagged when his elongated cock placed too much pressure on her esophagus. With its other tentacles, it began to caress Kazemi’s private parts, sliding one over her moistened pussy and one on her ass, the tip prodding her to prepare her for its inevitable entrance. With her pussy he was much less careful, sliding across her clit and lips without much of any grace, before boldly entering her body.




    Kazemi’s eyes darted open in shock. Never would she be accustomed to this feeling. The creature’s cock was still that; a hardened phallus not unlike that of a human man, if not more nimble and able to grow in size and girth. But the tentacles defied what her body expected to enter it. Suction cups explored her inner passage, suckling at the wands of her inner canal as if they were kissing her a hundredfold. Wriggling deeper to find her cervix and circling it. This most intimate of violations left Kazemi in tears, muffled sobs just barely escaping her stuffed mouth. The shame of allowing a being so bizarre to sate his lust on her and the utter humiliation of feeling such pleasure for being used in this manner overwhelmed her. The way his tongue caressed her bud while he entered her pussy with his thick appendage was exhilarating. She thought of her husband, imagining it was his cock in her mouth and his tongue on her clit. But the Tako Nyūdō took her body with such ferocity, touching her far deeper and more intensely than Tojiro ever could. She betrayed him, telling herself it was for the harvest. But she desired this ravagement, to be used like a slut, fucked in utter darkness by an inhuman being. This emotional breakdown caused all her inhibitions to crumble away, letting her body react accordingly.




    The build-up of her first climax was brief. Just a pulsating sensation inside her body, a shiver as a shock went from her legs to her head, dizzying her even more so from being held upside down for so long. Then, as the stirring of the tentacle within her sparked all sorts of twitches, like lightning striking the ground, she felt the swift arrival of her orgasm. She clenched, gulping at the same time, as she exploded, writhing along with the tentacles thrusting inside her. Her convulsions had an effect on the yōkai, who buried his cock deeper into her throat, pulsating as his orgasm left him shooting his cum into her, filling her mouth. Kazemi coughed as she struggled to swallow his seed down, a stream of it escaping past her lips. He held her head in place, ensuring she swallowed every drop he had to give her. Loudly gulping through the heavy taste of salt, tears dripped from her eyes to run down her forehead. Then, the yōkai retreated from her mouth as quickly and suddenly as he had entered it. Kazemi gasped for air, her coughs echoing through the cove. She was so occupied with her struggle to catch her breath, she hadn’t registered his loosening grip on her until it was too late and she hit the water like a heavy stone.




    Kazemi surfaced, temporarily blinded by the salt water, her wet hair sticking to her shoulders as she waded back to the little patch of sand. When her sight returned, she grabbed her clothes and carried them in her arms. She nearly reached the shoreline when she felt a force tug at her ankle. She fell face first onto the sand, the coarse pebbles scraping her nose, nipples, and knees. She rose, feeling the presence of the yōkai hovering over her. Like a spider, he carried himself out of the waters and supported himself on his tentacles. Kazemi rolled onto her back, frozen in fear as the Tako Nyūdō inched closer to her.




    “Please,” she muttered. “Let me rest…just for a moment.”




    Her request was bluntly ignored, as the creature grabbed her by her wrists and pulled them upward, while with his other appendages took her by the ankles and spread her legs wide, hoisting them up from the sand and into the air, effectively resting Kazemi’s body on her shoulders and neck. She quietly pleaded for a moment’s reprieve, but to no avail, as the creature of the cove picked her up by her buttocks and slid his cock into her moistened pussy, penetrating her with determined force and thrusting with heated vigor.




    Kazemi moaned, yelping loudly with every thrust the yōkai made within her. She bit her lip to not reveal too much of the pleasure she received from the violation. She shivered when one of his unoccupied limbs began to latch onto her breasts, tugging at them as they bounced from the heavy motions. She clenched her toes as if to latch onto anything but catching nothing but air. For a moment she closed her eyes, trying to picture her humble fisherman husband Tojiro, but seeing the pale eyes of her violator instead, having taken hold of her fantasies as well as her body. So enraptured was she by the ravaging, she was completely unaware of the tentacle that poised itself in a convoluted position to line up with the entrance to her rear. Her eyes darted open when the moist appendage slithered its way up her ass, shrieking in abject horror. This loud exclamation of shock was taken as another opportunity by the Tako Nyūdō to slither another tentacle inside her, this time entering her mouth.




    Trapped under his massive weight, Kazemi was completely at the mercy of the Tako Nyūdō. He ruthlessly thrust himself into her body from every conceivable entry. The fisherman’s wife took it all, weeping all the while. Kazemi kept telling herself it was for the harvest. For her husband. She took this defilement as her task to bear for the good of others.




    But she could only lie to herself for so long, for deep down she knew for whom she really allowed this being to abuse her so. She was loath to admit that, despite her protests, she yearned for this, for being the plaything of a beast of the sea, reveling in the dark lust that came with being his concubine.




    His pace increased, fucking her every orifice with wild abandon. Unsure if she could last any longer, Kazemi had wondered if her body would be broken by the Tako Nyūdō’s rough despoiling of her. If not her body, perhaps her mind would go. To go so far one day to lose all her humanity, servicing his cock and desires at his beck and call?




    It was almost a relief when the yōkai began to make sounds, grunting as he increased the pace of his thrusts. His cock hardened, engorged by blood and eager to climax. This was different from earlier, as he pressed her lower onto his member. He tugged harder at her wrists, lifting her ankles even higher, pressing her body deeper into the sand, her back covered in scratches from it. He leaned backward, grunting louder with every thrust. It was this pleasure that he received from using her that caused Kazemi’s nethers to stir. Like a small spark, she felt her orgasm growing, reaching up within her as she synchronized her movement with her yōkai lover. In an act of mercy, the tentacle retracted from her mouth, allowing Kazemi to breathe and gasp, moaning loudly as his cock plunged itself as deep as it possibly could within her.




    “Please,” she muttered. “Give me all you want to give.”




    As if agreeing to her command, the yōkai increased his tempo towards the final push. He groaned loudly, thrusting within her as his cock prodded her deepest parts. Kazemi squealed, trying to bite her lip to keep quiet, but found herself moaning loudly, her eyes going blank as she seemed to forget how to breathe. She felt him cum, filling her pussy with his warm liquid. The combination of his intense climax, enraptured by their shared lust, and her debasement was so overwhelming, Kazemi lost control of her body. She trembled, pleasure growing within her like a massive wave, higher and higher and much more intensely than earlier. She looked him in the eye, mesmerized as he continued to shoot more and more inside her until she gave in and let it all crash down. An all-consuming orgasm overtook her, her body convulsing despite being pinned down by her lover. Tilting her head back and scraping her scalp into the sand, she moaned and gasped for air, her toes clenched harder than any fist while she dug her fingers into the tentacles that held her down. The Tako Nyūdō held them in place, letting all of his cum seep into Kazemi’s body.




    They lay on the sand for several minutes, him grunting heavily atop her as she panted weakly, muttering “dear yōkai…dear yōkai,” under her breath. When he retracted, a spurt of his and Kazemi’s fluids shot out from her pussy, hitting the ground with a quiet splat, while a thick stream leaked out between her buttocks.




    Now satisfied, the Tako Nyūdō let go, callously dropping Kazemi’s rear onto the sand. He retreated into the waters of the lake, standing in it up to his knees.




    “The…weed…shall…grow…plentiful…again,” a voice echoed through the cove. Disoriented and still reeling from her intense orgasm, Kazemi looked around, curious if the yōkai actually moved his mouth or if some different force said those things. She crawled on the sand, her rectum, pussy and mouth throbbing and sore from the creature’s rough fucking. She grabbed her wet yukata and tried to drag it along with her as she crawled over the sand. Then, the last of her strength gave way. She collapsed, covered in traces of salt water and her violator’s fluids, her energy spent. She rested on the sand, breathing erratically. The light grew dim before her eyes, falling into an exhausted slumber as she felt a hand on her back, while tentacles took hold of the rest of her body.




    ***




    Kazemi placed her yukata against a rock, hoping it would dry enough once spread out, even in the moist climate within the cove. She sat on her knees in the soft sand, brushing some of it from her hair, while she listened to the sounds outside. The unmistakable signs of rain, followed by a few bursts of thunder. She held herself, shivering as the air had grown cold. She could not leave the cove now, as the danger of slipping and falling into the sea would be too great. Also, being cold and dressed in wet clothes would be a surefire way to become ill. She had no choice but to stay.




    And the yōkai of the cove knew this. His tentacles inched towards her, taking hold of her waist and arms and cupping her breasts.




    For the most fleeting of moments, Kazemi knew she could brush them away. She could ask the Tako Nyūdō to leave her be and not fear repercussions, as she had already done more than enough to please him. There was no further obligation to play into his desires.




    Still, there were her own desires to placate.




    “Please, dear yōkai. Thank you for choosing me…and please be gentle.”




    With that subtle submission, the creature forcefully took hold of her wrists once more and pressed them down onto the ground, her face inching closer toward the sand. With another appendage, he raised her buttocks upward to reveal her moistened pussy to him. One tentacle made its way toward her ass, gently penetrating her. Any sounds she would have made were blocked by another tentacle entering her mouth, caressing her tongue in a bizarre form of a deep kiss. On her knees and elbows and penetrated from two ends, she was completely at the mercy of the yōkai’s whims, unable to see his cock advance towards her and thus moaning in shock as he thrust into her once again. He was anything but gentle.




    And for her part, Kazemi did not mind it. This ensured a plentiful harvest…as well as satisfied the fisherman’s wife.




    ~
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