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Ceri wished she didn't need glasses for reading, or to study the statuettes on the desk before her. But she had to admit, spectacles were an appropriate prop for a soon to be doctor of archaeology. With them on, and her hair tied back, ready to cascade over her shoulders when it was released, she could act out someone's sexy professor fantasies. If she could just find the right someone. 

Her mind was drifting. She had found it going off on strange journeys every time she sat down with the collection of artefacts arrayed in front of her. They had been made by a local artisan, working in clay, to reproduce objects found on a dig less than fifty miles away from the museum. There was a representation of the shrine they had been found in sitting in the storage room, waiting for her to finalise its layout.

It was going to be a controversial exhibit when it was finished, and they moved it out into the museum. The little nook, with its collection of statues, was clearly a shrine to a fertility goddess. Half the clay figures represented women, and half men. The female icons had large breasts and wide, child bearing hips, whilst the male ones sported phallic protuberances poking out at all sorts of angles, all of a relative size that was well worth bragging about. Indeed, the simplistic expressions on the little men's faces all seemed to imply smug pride. It was surprising how much they could emote with just two dots and a line. The ladies all seemed impressed, and very interested in getting closer to the sculpted penises.

Self righteous moral groups were going to be outraged by the exhibit, even though it was simply reproducing how the shrine had looked before being abandoned and buried. It was Ceri's job to arrange the statues so they were somehow realistic but less explicit. And then to write the description of it in a way that youngsters could understand and pearl clutchers wouldn't get flustered by. Surely that was something that should be easy for a future holder of a doctorate.

So far, she had failed utterly to come up with any way to display, or explain, clay boobs and hard ons that wouldn't raise giggles or ire. She had stayed behind after hours tonight, in an attempt to finalise the arrangement without others staring over her shoulder and making tutting noises.

One by one, she lifted the ladies, and then the gentlemen, into the plastic crate to carry them through to the storage room. It felt like she was starting a clay orgy. They all snuggled up against each other, lewdly intimate, so that there was space left for a pair of basic oil lamps, and the last part of the puzzle.

It had been found on the stone altar in the middle of the shrine, which the statues were arranged to look down on. The years had been less kind to it than the ladies and gentlemen watching over it, as it had been smashed by a falling rock. The version that the artisan had created for them had been recreated from scans of the shards, pieced back together to form the basis of a three dimensional model.

There was a head at the end they had taken to calling the top. Despite being very basic, it was still more like the male statues than the females. Stylised shoulders and crossed arms were under the head, then the shaft narrowed. This section was long enough to form a handle, providing your hands weren't too large, before the body flared out again. The bottom section, about twice as long as the handle, was rounded, with ridges and whorls worked into it, and a fatter head at the very end. It was all finished smoothly, with a glaze that gave it a shine, and almost sparkled. The artisan had had a little smile when she handed it over to Ceri, as if she had particularly enjoyed sculpting this piece.
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