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LARRY LICKMAN GAZED lustfully at the pretty blonde sitting facing him anxiously in his consulting room. His penis strained within his tight cords as he imagined her masturbating with a vibrator - legs splayed, juicy cunt lips gaping, cerise clitoris throbbing in orgasm. Eyeing her pert breasts, her erectile nipples torpedoing her white silk blouse, he smiled. She was in her early twenties, married, unable to achieve orgasm - and delectably fuckable!

The distraught woman had resorted to Larry's infamous private sex therapy and marriage guidance practice in despair. Her husband threatening to leave her for a real woman, she was desperate to respond to his intimate attention, his vaginal massaging, his clitoral tonguing, and achieve the massive multiple orgasms she naively believed all other women were enjoying.

"Some women find it difficult to climax during sexual intercourse," Larry began, his elbows resting on his desk, his dark eyes smiling. "You're far from unique, believe me!"

"But I've read about women screaming and writhing, their nostrils flaring, their eyes rolling and... why can't I do it?" the nymphette asked despairingly, her sea-blue eyes tearful, her lavish red lips quivering. "Why can't I have multiple orgasms?"

They're probably the women I've fucked, Larry reflected, manoeuvring his painfully solid penis into a more comfortable position. "Worry not. You'll soon be screaming and writhing in the grips of multiple orgasms, Tina," he reassured her. Especially when I get my tongue between your luscious folds. "What I want you to do is lie on your bed, naked, and masturbate four times every day with a powerful vibrator."

"But I don't have a vibrator!" the young woman gasped, shocked by the doctor's suggestion.

"No problem. I do a nice line in vibrators. I take Access, Visa... and cash, of course."

"Doctor Lickman! I really don't think..."

"Vibrators are ideal for women in your situation, Tina." And pretty good for men, too. "You'll have no choice other than to surrender to your wonder... wondrous body. The vibrations coursing through your clitoris will force out one mind-blowing orgasm after another." Pausing, he frowned at his flushing client. "You do want to scream and writhe and have massive multiple orgasms, don't you?"

"Well, yes, but..."

"There we are, then. You might well be suffering from clitoral non-responsus. Using a vibrator will cure the dreadful condition. OK, as this is only your second visit I'll need to know a little more about your sex life, your sexual history, so to speak. Firstly, are you a Roman Catholic?"

"What's religion got to do with sex?"

"Everything. Take Catholic priests, for example - they're all perverted hedonists. You're not a Catholic priest, are you?"

"No, of course I'm not."

"A priestess?"

"No!"

"Have you ever attended the Devil's Mass?"

"The Devil's... no!"

"That's a relief! Tell me, do you enjoy oral sex?" Larry asked unashamedly. Do you relish a tongue licking inside your wet cunt?

"I..."

"Come on, Tina - if I'm to help you, then you must open up." Open up your cunt!

"Well..." she began softly, her face flushing deeper with embarrassment as she twisted her long blonde hair nervously round her fingers. "I'm not used to talking about such intimate things, doctor."

I am. "I know you're not. Just relax, Tina. Imagine that I'm not here."

"Why?"

"It will be easier for you to talk."

"Where shall I imagine you to be?"

"What?"

"If I'm to imagine that you're not here, then I'll have to imagine you to be elsewhere."

"Why?"

"Because you have to be somewhere. You think, therefore you are."

"I am, therefore I think."

"You can't suddenly disappear, become extinct - nonexistent!"

"Well, I'll be here in reality, so..."

"But you said..."

"No, no! Imagine I'm not here! You don't have to imagine me to be elsewhere, just pretend that I'm not here - imagine that you're talking to yourself."

"Only lunatics talk to themselves!"

"What do you know about the ranting and raving of lunatics?"

"Nothing, I suppose."

"Then you're not in a position to discuss them. Let's not deviate - we're not here to talk about lunacy. Try it, Tina - pretend that I'm not here and chat about your sex life, the things you get up to in bed with your husband."

"Well, we..."

"I'll break you in gently. What does he do for a living?"

"He's in espionage."

"Admirable! My father was a spy."

"Really?"

"Yes, he wanted me to follow in his footsteps but I had a calling to help women with sexual problems."

"What happened?"

"A girl at school pulled her knickers down and showed me her vagina. After that I knew where my destiny lay." In girls' knickers.

"That's miraculous!"

"Indeed it was. I believe her to have been sent by God to show me the light - and her vagina."

"Are you a religious man, doctor?"

"I'm a pagan at heart."

"I admire that in a man."

"It's often been said that I'm an admirable man. So, let's get back to your sexual problems. Sixty-nine?" Larry probed, his fathomless eyes locked to hers.

"Sixty-nine what?"

"Soixante-neuf?"

"Who?"

"Sixty-nine is... we'll come to that later. How do you feel about your body?"

"How do I feel about it? What do you mean?"

"Let's talk about your body, Tina. I want you to feel comfortable with your body."

"I do feel comfortable."

"Cunt!"

"Oh, Doctor Lickman!"

"There, you're not at all comfortable!"

"That's a terrible word!"

"It's the proper anatomical term for that particular part of your body, for your sex crack, your vaginal slit, your girl-crack... er..."

"Is it? I'd always considered it obscene!"

"That's a myth created by the upper classes to have vulgar tradesmen remain vulgar tradesmen."

"I don't understand."

Neither do I. "Tradesmen like using the word cunt because they believe it to be obscene, they like to shock. If they knew the truth, they'd rise above the rank of tradesmen and threaten the upper classes."

"Oh, I see."

"The word cunt originates from the word cot, meaning a small sheath. Your cunt is akin to a small sheath, is it not?"

"Well, yes. But I thought it was a modern word."

"Good grief, the word's as old as the hills! Older, more than likely. I wonder why people say that?"

"Say what?"

"As old as the hills. They could say, as old as the dales. Anyway, we mustn't bog ourselves down with phraseology. May I have a look at your knickers?"

"My... Doctor Lickman!"

"It was just a passing fantasy. I'm sorry, I couldn't help myself. Let's get down to basics, Tina - let's not be shy, prudish, bashful and... piss flaps!"

"What are they?"

"Inner lips - wet, pink, inner cunt lips." God, I'm stiff!

"Please, Doctor Lickman!"

"This is a necessary ingredient of the therapy session, Tina. It will help you to relax and open up. Obviously, you're not at all at ease with your body, with your naughty bits. Had I said arm or foot you'd not have flinched an eyelid, would you?"

"Well, no."

"Shoulder."

"What?"

"That proves my point. I want you to feel relaxed with your body - at ease with your sexy bits. Repeat after me - wet fleshy cunt lips."

"Wet fleshy... are you sure that...?"

"Wet fleshy cunt lips, Tina!"

"Wet fleshy cunt lips."

"Good girl! There, now you're far more comfortable! It stands to reason, if you can't even bring yourself to talk about your cunt, then how do you expect to achieve orgasm? Right, try this one - solid clitoris pulsating in orgasm."

"Solid clitoris pulsating in orgasm."

"Excellent! I'll bet you're feeling good about your cunt now, relaxed, at ease. OK, try another one - stiff throbbing knob sperming in my spunk-thirsty mouth."

"Stiff throbbing knob sperming... Doctor, is this really helping me?"

"Yes, of course it is! We're re-educating your subconscious. Right, carry on."

"Stiff throbbing knob sperming in my spunk-thirsty mouth."

"Perfect! You're feeling much better now, aren't you? You're feeling loose, promiscuous, immoral, really horny... er... I mean, free of inhibitions."

"Well, I suppose so."

"Good. Talking about your cunt will strip you of inhibitions and allow your suppressed, deep-seated, rampant sexual cravings to surface. We'll try one more. I love having a stiff cock spunking deep inside my juiced-up, tight, cunt hole."

"I love having a stiff cock spunking deep inside my juiced-up, tight, cunt hole."

"Superb! When you masturbate, I want you to keep repeating - I love fingering my hot, tight, wet cunt and licking my girl-juice from my sticky fingers. Try it now."

"I love fingering my hot, tight, wet cunt and... Doctor Lickman, is this really necessary?"

"Psychology, Tina. I won't bewilder you with the technical details, suffice to say that it's a well tried and tested method of freeing the mind of inhibitions and allowing orgasms to come. Actually, I've written a paper about it for the BMJ. OK, try it again."

"I love fingering my hot, tight, wet cunt and licking my girl-juice from my sticky fingers."

"Well done! My star pupil! Female masturbation is extremely important. It's a little known fact, but it's even mentioned in the scriptures."

"Is it? Are you sure?"

"Oh, yes! For some reason, Moses kept it to himself when he came down from Mount Sinai with the stone tablets, but there was an eleventh commandment - women shalt masturbate habitually to juice their loins."

"Goodness me!"

"Going back to Catholic priests, do you know why they have mass?"

"No, come to think of it, I don't."

"Mass is a code word, short for masturbation. It all began centuries ago when they had midnight masturbation sessions. High masturbation was, and still is, where the lower members of the church masturbate the higher members, such as bishops and the like."

"I didn't know that!"

"The church hierarchy like to keep it a secret. Why do you think choirboys are dressed in frocks? Er... we won't go into that. How do you feel about your cunt now, Tina? Would you consider squatting over a mirror and pulling your vaginal lips apart and having a look inside your cunt?"

"Well..."

"It's the finest way to familiarise yourself with your inner cuntal flesh. Would you do that?"

"No, no I wouldn't!"

"Oh, dear! I can see that we're going to have to work a little harder on your sexual problems. Repeat after me - if I were able, I'd love to lick inside my cunt and lap up my girl-come."

"I'd love to lick inside my... my cunt and lap up my... my girl-come."

"Wonderful, Tina! When you get home, squat over a mirror and examine your fleshy folds, it'll help you to bond with your cunt. Cuntal bonding is most important - I do it whenever the opportunity arises."

"Think of the mess."

"Use a towel. OK, you mentioned earlier that your husband makes unreasonable sexual demands - what are they, exactly?"

"He wants to hang my naked body upside down from chains fixed to my ankles, with my legs wide open, and use two cucumbers..." Her words tailing off as shouting and banging resounded throughout the building, Tina looked at the doctor in bewilderment.

"What on earth's going on!" Larry gasped, leaping to his feet as the shouting grew louder and something crashed to the floor.

"Get your fuckin' 'ands off of me, you fuckin' bitch!"

The obscene words emanating from reception, Larry forced a smile. "There... there seems to be a slight problem!" he began hesitantly, his forehead lined as he shook his head in despair.

"Excuse me, Doctor Lickman," an exquisite auburn-haired girl smiled as she put her head round the door.

"What is it, Brigit? You know I'm not to be disturbed when I'm trying to get my hands up... when I'm with a client. What on earth's going on out there?"

"There's a bit of bother in reception, doctor."

"A bit of bother?"

"Yes, if you could come and..."

"Excuse me, Tina," Larry smiled at his puzzled client, moving swiftly to the door as screamed expletives reverberated around the building. "I'm sorry about this, I won't be a minute. I must exert my authority - it's a burden that comes with the position of proprietorship."

Hurrying down the hall to reception, Larry turned to his pretty secretary. "Brigit, what the hell's happening? I was just prising some juicy details out of that little slut about her sex life when..."

"I don't think you should call the clients sluts!"

"They're my clients, so I'll call them what I like! Now, what the hell's going on?" he cried, entering the foyer to find his receptionist, Monica Moodie, brawling with a young blonde client. "Monica! What on earth's happening?" he bellowed, separating the fighting women. "Miss Peabody, did you smash the pot plant?" he demanded, turning to the distraught blonde. "I will not tolerate the mindless smashing of innocent pot plants! It's bad form!"

"Doctor Lickman!" the young tart cried, adjusting her tatty microskirt. "That fuckin' bitch attacked me!"

"Do you have lesbian tenancies?" Larry frowned, turning to Monica. "Do you normally attack members of your own sex?"

"I didn't attack her!" Monica returned indignantly.

"You fuckin' did!"

"Please, ladies!" Larry interceded, brushing back his dishevelled dark hair as he gazed at Sally Peabody's firm, braless breasts ballooning her ridiculously tight T-shirt. Lowering his eyes to her laddered fishnet stockings and scuffed, six-inch, red stilettos, he frowned. My God, you're a dirty little slut. "What is this all about, Sally? What are you doing here? Your appointment is for Thursday."

"Yeah, I know, but... I 'ave to see you now, Larry! Oh, shit! I mean, Doctor Lickman."

"She was going to burst into your consulting room, doctor!" Monica boomed, her tousled brown bob framing her anger-flushed face. "I had to dive over the counter and stop her!"

"I weren't gonna burst in nowhere, you stupid fuckin' bitch!" Sally spat, poking her tongue out obscenely.

"How dare you speak to me like that?"

"I'll speak to you 'ow I like, you cuntless old hag!"

"Well, I have never..."

"Ladies, please!" Larry intervened despairingly.

"Huh! She's no lady!" Monica sneered.

"You ain't no fuckin' lady neeva!"

"Sally, please try and curb your disgusting language! Now, what's the urgency to see me?"

"I'm fuckin' well pregnant!"

Jesus bloody Christ! "Er... uterinus foetus inhabitus?"

"What?"

"You're pregnant?"

"Yeah, and you're the fuckin' fath..."

"Good grief! Er... go to the waiting room, I'll be with you shortly," Larry interrupted the girl, his face reddening as he propelled the shameless slut through the door. "OK!" he grinned sheepishly, banging the door shut and turning to Monica. "Back to work, the fun's over!" Chuckling nervously, he tried to make light of the real mess. "Er... Monica, would you be good enough to clear away the smashed pot, please? Brigit, would you be so kind as to find Lily and have her deal with my client while I speak to Miss Peabody?"

"What, now?" the girl asked morosely.

"Preferably."

"But..."

"Is there a problem, Brigit?"

"Well, I was going to have my tea break and..."

"Clients are far more important than cups of tea, Brigit!"

"Yes, I suppose so," the reluctant redhead sighed, wandering down the hall, her miniskirt revealing the contour of her fleshy rounded buttocks, her firm youthful thighs.

"Doctor Lickman!" Monica began, her generous bust heaving, inflating her navy-blue cardigan. "Do you have to have that despicable female as a client? Miss Peabody is no better than a common slut who's crawled out of the filth in the gutter! Never in my life have I..."

"Don't concern yourself, Monica!" Larry interrupted the middle-aged prude. "In my position of proprietor of this practice, I'll decide who to have as clients. I realize that Miss Peabody is somewhat lacking on the decency front, a little deficient when it comes to etiquette and eloquence, but she's my client and..."

"She's a common strumpet!"

"What's that smell?"

"Smell?"

"Don't you have some filing to do, Monica?"

"No, I don't!"

"Well, some other office duties, then? We must keep busy. Look at the mess on the floor. Idle hands make light work."

"No, they don't!"

"Don't they? Oh, no of course they don't! Many hands... we must keep ourselves busy."

"I'm always busy!"

"Ah, but busy doing what, Monica - fighting with the clients?"

"Working!"

"Good! Members of staff such as you keep this place running efficiently."

"I'm the only member of staff who keeps this place running efficiently!"

"There we are, then! What's that saying about the Devil and idle hands?"

"I have no idea. Doctor Lickman, I'm not one to tell tales, but I feel it my duty to inform you that I caught Brigit bending over earlier."

"Forward or backwards?"

"Forward."

"Heavenly! Er... what's wrong with that? She was probably picking something up. I wonder what it was?"

"She wasn't wearing any knickers! And her buttocks had pink lines across them! I think someone must have whipped..."

"Christ, I must take a look! I mean, take a word... have a word. Er... yes, I'll have a word with her about it, Monica. She probably had cause to slip her panties off and rinse them under the tap."

"Disgusting!"

"Were they? Perhaps she'd soiled them?" Creamed them with cunny juice.

"Don't you find it disgusting?"

"I didn't see them, so it's impossible for me to comment. And I'm not prepared to hazard a guess as to the state of Brigit's panties."

"No! I mean, it's disgusting going around without knickers!"

"It's wonderful! Well, not wonderful, exactly. Er... what's the word I'm looking for?"

"Disgusting!"

"Oi, Larry!" Her head peering round the waiting room door, Miss Peabody appeared agitated. "Are you going to come and talk about our fuckin' kid or what?"

"Please, Miss Peabody! I'll be right with you."

"Our kid?" Monica echoed, her piercing eyes glaring at Larry accusingly. "What have you done?"

"Done? I've done nothing! You shouldn't have impure thoughts, Monica - it doesn't become you."

"She said our kid."

"She means their kid, her and her boyfriend. One would say our kid when referring to one's child. As in one's and one's partner's child, one would say our child, would one not?"

"No, one would not."

"Yes one would. If one had two children, when referring to them one would say one's and one's partner's two children, would two not... one would not... I mean, would one not?"

"What?"

"One's sorry - one seems to have confused one's brain!"

"You're behaving like a child!"

"I'm thirty-five."

"That's as maybe... I know what you get up to, Doctor Lickman! And I'm not going to stand by and watch you..."

"The phone's ringing!" Saved by the bell! "As you're an extremely efficient receptionist, an indispensable asset to the practice, I think you'd better answer it, don't you?"

"I'm going to expose you, Doctor Lickman!"

"Expose me?" I'd like to expose your cunt... on second thoughts.

"I know far more than you realize! I've been offered a job at Gina Cology's clinic. Unless things change here, I might be tempted to take it."

"Why don't you take the job, Monica? You might be happier working for that inorgasmic slag of a bitch."

"She's a very nice woman. She runs her practice in a professional manner, unlike you."

"Yes, and she's losing money because I'm taking all her clients! Telephone, Monica!" Bloody woman!

Slipping into the waiting room, Larry closed the door to confront his wayward client. His dark eyes frowned as he scrutinised Sally Peabody's dishevelled peroxide tresses, her smudged lipstick. Standing with her long legs apart, her stockinged thighs revealed by her almost nonexistent skirt, Larry imagined her panties, bulging with her labia. The ultimate tart, he surmised, watching her take a packet of cigarettes from her red plastic handbag.

"Now, Sally, what's all this nonsense about you being..."

"It ain't fuckin' nonsense! I'm fuckin' pregnant!" she hissed, lighting a cigarette and blowing smoke high into the air.

"Well, don't look at me!" Larry returned, nervously straightening his tie and clearing his throat. "Is it still raining? We're not having a very good summer, are we? I blame the Chinese, they shouldn't be allowed to pollute the air with steam from their laundries."

"You fuckin' well stuffed me up the duff!"

"Shush, don't shout! And I wish you'd stop swearing, it's unladylike."

"Are you sayin' I ain't no lady?"

"Yes, no! Let's be sensible about this, Sally. I mean, it could have been one of a hundred men - a thousand men, even! A million!"

"I ain't no fuckin' tart!"

You're the epitome of tarts. "I'm not saying that you're a tart, Sally. All I'm saying is... hang on a minute, we've never copulated."

"Eh? We ain't never done what?"

"You have a wonderful way with words, Sally - did you attend the Sorbonne? Have you considered elocution classes?"

"What? What ain't we never done?"

"We ain't never done... God, you've got me at it now! We've never done it, we've never had intercourse."

"We fuckin' 'ave!"

"Sally, I've only ever come in your mouth, so how on earth could I be to blame?"

"I know you spunked in me mouth, but you done it up me bum-hole a couple of weeks back!"

"Shush! Don't you know anything? To make you pregnant, I'd have to spunk up me pussy... I mean, up your pussy. And you know I would never do that because I don't know where your pussy's been." I dread to think.

"Me cunt ain't been nowhere! It's always been between me fuckin' legs!"

"No, what I mean is... oh, never mind. You really should stop swearing, Sally."

"Why the fuck should I?"

"Well, because... look, why don't you go and tell your boyfriend the unhappy... the happy news?"

"Oh, yeah, I 'adn't thought about that drunken fuckin' bastard! I wonder if 'e's the fuckin' father?"

"Christ only knows who the fucking... of course he's the father, Sally."

"Yeah, it could be 'im - 'e's been givin' me a lot of shags lately."

"There you are, then. Right, off you go!"

"I don't suppose you've got time to give me one up me arse?" the girl asked, provocatively licking her smiling lips. "I like your cock spunking up me bum!"

"Shush! Monica will hear you, for goodness sake! As it is, she knows far too much of my escapades. I have a lot of work to do so... Thursday, I'll see you on Thursday, as usual."

"Oh, right. I'll go and tell me boyfriend about the fuckin' brat. Shall I bring the fuckin' milk bottle and the fuckin' Vaseline with me?"

"Yes, bring the fucking... I mean... good grief! I'll see you on Thursday, Sally."

Breathing a sigh of relief as the tart left the building, Larry walked across the foyer to reception. "Everything in order, Monica?" he humoured the grumpy woman.

"As well as can be expected for a place like this!"

"Good, good! It's makes me so happy to see you enjoying your work."

"I'm not enjoying my work! I'm not a skivvy! I wasn't employed to clear up smashed pot plants!"

"No, you weren't, but it just goes to show what an adept all-rounder you are."

"Dog's body, more like!"

"Have you always been of such a happy and joyous disposition, Monica, or was it an attribute you picked up during your long and tedious journey through life?"

"What?"

"Have you always been so cheerful?"

"I'm not cheerful!"

"Oh! And there was me thinking how happy you were! Hormones, I would imagine. Terrible weather for the time of year, don't you agree? Right, I'd better see how Lily's getting on. You know what these trainee sex therapists are like."

"What are they like?"

"Er... ah, telephone, Monica."

"What about it?"

"It's ringing."

"No, it's not!"

"Oh, my mistake. Any luck with the schoolgirls?"

"Schoolgirls?"

"Yes, the sixth-formers. Has the headmistress phoned about...?"

"Oh, yes, she did phone. She didn't seem to think your idea acceptable."

"Really? You do surprise me."

"She said that eighteen-year-old schoolgirls shouldn't need to see a sex therapist."

"That's as maybe, but I need to see eighteen-year-old schoolgirls! Er... I explained in my letter that..."

"She's giving it some thought; she said she'd phone back."

"Excellent! I can't wait to get my hands on... to talk to the little... I mean, young ladies."

"You don't plan to touch them, do you?"

Of course I do. Hot, tight, wet, juicy... "Monica! What are you suggesting?"

"You know very well what I'm suggesting."

"My ghast is flabbered! How can you have such immoral thoughts? I always thought you to be virtuous, wholesome, upright."

"I am! It's you who's..."

"Do you honestly think that I'd soil and defile..."

"I don't think, I know! What's in that room at the end of the hall?"

"Which room?"

"The one you keep locked."

"Oh, this and that - nothing of interest to you, or the police. Well, I'd better go and check up on Lily. I'll leave you to carry on with the good work, Monica."

Entering his consulting room, Larry closed the door and smiled at Lily. "Everything all right?" he asked the appetising young blonde.

"No, not really," she whimpered, her expression mirroring her anxiety, her blue eyes tearful.

"What's the problem, Tina?" he asked, turning to his bemused client. "What's happened?"

"I was telling her about hanging upside down from chains with my legs open, and she burst out crying!" the young woman gasped, perplexed by Lily's incessant wailing.

"There's no need to cry, Lily!" Larry consoled the girl, patting her shoulder. "We're here to help our clients with their problems, not cry over them."

"I'm sorry, Doctor Lickman. It wasn't the chains, it was her breasts."

"Tina's breasts? What about them?"

"Her husband sucks them!" Lily sobbed uncontrollably.

"That's what they're for. There's nothing wrong with that, Lily. Mouthing breasts and sucking nipples is all part and parcel of a disgusting... of a healthy sex life. You must get rid of this phobia concerning female breasts, you really must!"

"I live in perpetual dread of my breasts!"

"Er... Tina, I think that had better be enough for today," Larry smiled. "Ask Monica to make you an appointment for next week. And remember to repeat the words during... and don't forget to place a mirror on the floor."

"What about a vibrator?"

"Oh, yes. See Brigit on your way out, she'll fix you up. Ask her for a King Dick - they're expensive, but most effective. Until next week, Tina."

"Yes, doctor," Tina smiled, rising to her feet. "I hope Lily will be all right."

"She'll be fine!"

"And I thought I had problems!" Tina sighed as she breezed from the room.

Perching himself on the edge of the desk, Larry passed Lily a handkerchief. "What is it about breasts that distresses you so?" he asked the tormented girl as she wiped her eyes.

"They're evil!" she wailed, her bottom lip quivering. "They're like evil one-eyed monsters! They lurk beneath my quilt in the dark of the night, peering out at me! When I'm in the bath they surface like monsters from the deep and stare at me! They're waiting to get me, I know it!"

"Lily, Lily! They're not waiting to get you!"

"Yes, they are! The other evening I was sitting on the sofa in my dressing gown watching television and the left one popped out. Its horrendous brown eye leered at me! They despise me! They're in league! They're working together, planning to get me!"

"Good grief, Lily! When did this peculiar phobia first arise?"

"When they arose from the depths of my chest. I was twelve when they sneaked up in the night and clung like leeches to me. They grew and grew, feeding on my fear until they were big and strong! Now I'm eighteen, they're big enough and strong enough to get me!"

"I'll have to give you regular therapy sessions, Lily. I think we'll start the sessions this afternoon. How's your phobia of penises, still bad?"

"Terrible! Like long slippery snakes, ugly pink slugs, they lie in wait! They have purple heads with one eye! They retract their pink helmets and stare at me!"

"From where did this incredible phobia originate?"

"I don't know."

"Lily, I'm going to show you my penis. It's a fine specimen and..."

"No!"

"Yes. You must get over this ridiculous phobia. How can you have a normal sex life if you're afraid of your breasts and men's penises? I want you to hold my penis, get to know it intimately, fondle it, kiss it and..."

"No, I don't want to see it!" the distressed girl cried, fleeing the room. "Argh! A disgusting, horrible, slug-like one-eyed monster!" she wailed, dashing down the hall.

"Lily! Lily, come back!"

Shaking his head in despair as the phone rang, Larry grabbed the receiver. "Ah, Monica, everything all right on the western front?" he enquired jovially.

"Lily Dyke has just run out of the building screaming about one-eyed monsters!"

"Yes, I know. It's nothing to concern yourself with, she has a natural tendency to run out of buildings screaming about one-eyed monsters. Her peculiar psychological disturbance stems from an atrocious childhood experience."

"You shouldn't employ her; you know she's a lesbian - and mentally unstable."

"She's bisexual. Are you bisexual, Monica?"

"Certainly not!"

"That accounts for it, then."

"Accounts for what?"

"Nothing."

"Anyway, I'm not calling to discuss Lily Dyke. There's a man at reception to see you."

"Oh, right. What does he want, do you know?"

"He wouldn't say."

"Would you say he looks like a civil servant?"

"Why would I say that?"

"In your considered opinion, would you say he looks like a civil servant?"

"How would I know?"

"By considering your opinion, Monica."

"Stop trying to confuse me!"

"You don't need my help to confuse yourself! Is he carrying a briefcase?"

"No, he's not."

"Thank God for small mercies. OK, send him along."

Bidding his visitor enter as a loud knock sounded on the door, Larry smiled benevolently. "Good morning, I'm Doctor Larry Lickman. What can I do for you?"

"You told my wife to masturbate with two vibrators!" the bristling, balding man yelled.

"Er... Mr..."

"Schmidtbag."

"Ah, yes, Mr Schmidtbag. What an unfortunate name. Are you of German descent?"

"Certainly not! I'm British through and through."

"Have you ever considered deed poll? I have it from a reliable source that it's inexpensive."

"I have not come here to discuss my name! You sexually assaulted my wife!"

"That's quite an accusation, Mr Schmidtbag! I find your effrontery most displeasing!"

"Well, I'm waiting!"

"You're not asking me to sexually assault you, are you?"

"Don't be ridiculous! I'm waiting for an explanation."

"Aren't we all, Mr Schmidtbag - aren't we all? An explanation as to why we're here. We're just grains of sand in a vast desert..."

"My wife told me that you..."

"Er... your beautiful wife, Gale, has deep-seated sexual problems. She's suffering from a rare condition known as inactivus clitoris. Using vibrators will..."

"You interfered with her anal canal!"

"Interfered with her anal canal?"

"You took her into a room, locked the door, and forced her to remove her clothes!"

"I might well have had reason to examine her, yes. I probably checked her for rectus crampus, as I do with most clients. Haven't I seen you on television?"

"Of course you haven't!"

"I could have sworn I've seen a photograph of you on Crimewatch."

"What are you talking about?"

"Or was it a building society video?"

"A building society..."

"Are you in possession of a balaclava and a sawn-off shotgun?"

"What? I want an explanation! You rubbed my wife's clitoris and put your fingers into her private orifices!"

"Only in the line of duty, Mr Schmidtbag - only in the line of duty. After all, I am a qualified doctor. Doctor Larry Lickman D.M. D.sc. F.P.S. F.R.C.P. S.H.I.T."

"S.H.I.T?"

"Society of Hormone Implant Techniques. I am also a highly qualified C.U.N.T."

"You're a cunt?"

"Yes, a Cervical and Uterine Neuroma Technician."

"I don't care what you are, it's disgusting! You tied my wife down to an examination couch with lengths of rope!"

"Did I? Good grief, I don't remember doing that. Are you sure your wife's not having delusions?"

"Of course she's not having delusions!"

"Hallucinations?"

"You're mad! What's the idea?"

"Which idea?"

"You should be struck off!"

I was never struck on! "Er... Gale is unable to achieve orgasm, so..."

"Women shouldn't have orgasms, it's not their place to enjoy sex!"

"Why ever not? Are you a misogynist?"

"Devout! Once they begin to enjoy sex, they'll be running off getting it anywhere and everywhere!"

"Well, I wouldn't say that."

"I'll have her fanny sewn up, that's what I'll do!"

"You can't do that, Mr Schmidtbag - you'll affect her toilet."

"She's never coming back here! You're a sad pervert!"

That's true.

"A vile, disgusting, filthy sexual deviant!"

"Excuse me, but I am not a Catholic priest."

"A Catholic priest? You're mentally insane! You'll be hearing from my solicitor!" the enraged spouse stormed, charging from the room. "I'll see to it that you're struck off!"

"Good, I enjoy mingling with fellow professionals! Good day, Mr Shitbag!"

"Problems, problems!" Larry sighed, ambling to the window to see Monica in conversation with a man in the car park. "What's she up to now? I don't like men with briefcases, they unnerve me." Going to investigate he found Brigit hovering in the foyer, her miniskirt revealing the gentle curves of her naked buttocks as she bent over to scratch her knee.

"Ah, Brigit, what's Monica doing talking to that man in the car park?"

"She's talking to him."

"Yes, I know that! Who is he?"

"Who?"

"Good grief! The man in the car park - who is he?"

"Mr Venereal."

"Mr Venereal? Is he infectious?"

"Infectious?"

"Where's he from, Brigit?"

"He's from the health authority. I overheard Monica talking to him on the phone."

"Yes, and?"

"She was talking to Mr Venereal."

"Yes, but what was she saying?"

"She was saying that this place should be closed down."

"Closed down? Is she mad? Why does she think the place should be closed down?"

"I don't know, I can't remember."

"What else did she... oh, never mind. When Monica returns, send her to my consulting room, will you?"

"Send her to your consulting room. Yes, I think I can remember that."

"Do you want me to write it down for you?"

"No, I think I can remember."

"I hope you can!" Larry scowled, wondering why he employed the stupid girl as he returned to his room. Because she's got a beautiful cunt, I suppose.

The phone was ringing as he entered the office. "Now what?" he sighed wearily as he grabbed the receiver and perched himself on the edge of his desk. "Dr Lickman here."

"Ah, good morning, Doctor Lickman - Reverend Mother Barren-Womb speaking, headmistress of The Sacred Bloodied Heart of Our Lady of the Damned Convent."

"That's no way to speak of your convent, Mother Barren-Womb!"

"What do you mean?"

"Calling your fine educational establishment a damned convent."

"No, Our Lady of the Damned - Convent."

"Why is it a damned convent? Has Satan visited you?"

"It's not a damned convent, you silly man! It's Our Lady of the Damned, pause, Convent."

"Oh, yes, I see."

"Now I've forgotten why I'm phoning you! Oh, yes, with regard to your letter. I have given your proposal a great deal of thought and..."

"Good, good! And which wise decision have you come to?"

"The answer is no!"

"Oh! One would have thought it a good idea to have the girls discuss intimate sexual matters with an eminent Doctor of Sexual Fulfilment, would two not?"

"Two?"

"Yes, if I'm one and you're the other one, then you must be two. You're the second person, you see - one, two."

"What? Two does not... one does not think it a good idea."

"But, Reverend Mother, have some regard for the girls' welfare. Think back to when you were eighteen and... on second thoughts, you'd better not!"

"I see no reason for the girls to discuss..."

"There's every reason. There are certain things about teenage girls that you don't understand, Mother Barren-Womb. Certain mysterious..."

"Such as what?"

"I'm not sure, I can't remember off hand. Besides, I'm not at liberty to say - I'm sworn to secrecy by the BMA. Anyway, the girls would benefit greatly from a one-to- one talk with me. Look at the world today, there are sexual perverts on the loose worldwide. Now, surely you don't want your girls to leave school and fall prey to such people, do you?"

"Well, I... a one-to-one talk, you say?"

A one-to-one fuck. "Yes, a one-to-two talk in comfortable surroundings and in complete and utter confidence."

"All right, I agree. I'll ring back later and make the appointments with your receptionist."

"Excellent! A most wise decision, Brother Barren-Womb. You've obviously been guided by the Lord."

"Yes, obviously."

"Your interest in the girls' welfare has demonstrated your belief in the Lord admirably!"

"Thank you. Goodbye, doctor."

Meditating at his desk, Larry wondered whether the time had come to dismiss the moody Miss Moodie. There was no denying she was efficient, running reception and the appointments system commendably. But she was always prying, training her beady eye on him, her radar ear to closed doors. He'd suspected for some time that the woman was a spy sent by his rival, Gina Cology, who'd been trying to get his flourishing practice outlawed. But as yet, Monica had come up with no positive proof of her employer's debauched ways. "If she knew half the things I get up to in the examination room!" Larry chuckled smugly as a loud knock sounded on the door.

"Ah, Monica!" he smiled as the portly woman entered the room. "Brigit remembered, then?"

"Remembered what?"

"To tell you... never mind."

"You wanted to see me?"

"Yes, yes I did. Please, be seated."

"I'd rather stand."

"The prerogative's yours, Monica."

"There's your mail," the matron mumbled, dumping a pile of letters on the desk.

"Oh, right. Now, Monica, we've had our differences in the past."

"I know we have!"

"Yes, of course. Er... who was that man you were speaking to in the car park?"

"He... he was lost - I directed him."

"A wise decision. Where did you direct him to?"

"To where he wanted to go, of course."

"Yes, yes quite. He wasn't a private client, was he?"

"What do you mean?"

"You're not moonlighting, giving sex therapy on the side, in the car park?"

"No!"

"As you well know, moonlighting is rewarded with instant dismissal - especially in the car park. I made the rules, and I'll stick to them... you'll stick to them. Have you spoken to Gina Cology recently?"

"Er... no, not since she offered me a job last week."

"I see. One by one, we're taking all her clients, Monica. Although I say it myself, they come to me because of my professionalism."

"Hardly!"

"Tell me, Monica, how's life treating you?"

"Life never treats me."

"How sad. How's your leg, the one you broke some time ago at the old bags'... I mean, the old girls' reunion?"

"What's my leg got to do with anything?"

"I was only asking after your welfare. It's my duty to care for my staff. It's unfortunate... fortunate that you didn't break your neck when you fell over in your drunken stupor. How is your drink problem?"

"I wasn't drunk! I'd only had two glasses of wine!"

"Yes, yes, of course you had."

"Your next client rang to say she'll be late."

"Who was that?"

"Miss Kneetrembler, which I very much doubt is her real name."

"Some clients don't like to use their real names, Monica."

"No, obviously not!"

"Change the names to protect the guilty, that's what I say."

"You would!"

"Talking of which, how's your husband?"

"I had cause to throw him out."

"Had you made his life difficult?"

"Of course not! He made my life impossible!"

"Being thrown out of the house must have been an immense relief for him."

"It was an immense relief for me!"

"What had he done? Nothing illegal, I hope?"

"He had disgusting habits which... it's personal."

"I'd blame myself if I were you, Monica."

"I don't blame myself!"

"Was it sex?"

"Sex?"

"The reason for the irreparable marital breakdown - sex, was it?"

"We never had sex! I'm a Catholic."

"Ah, say no more, Monica - say no more."

"I must get back to reception."

"Yes, back to work. I'm sorry to hear of your broken marriage. Still, it happens to the worst of us."

Opening the mail as Monica flounced from the room, Larry sighed. "The Inland bloody Revenue, Customs and Sexcise, water sports bill, fart-gas bill, dog and bone bill, electricity... how is anyone supposed to make a bloody profit? In one bloody hand, and straight out of the other! Ah, Brigit," he smiled as his secretary minced into the room.

"Monica said that you wanted to see me, doctor."

"Did I? Ah, yes, so I did. Sit down, Brigit. Now, word has it that you're not wearing any panties. Is there any truth in this allegation?"

"Yes, there is."

"May I ask why, Brigit? I mean, we've had complaints from clients in the past concerning your... how can I put it? Concerning your blatant exhibitionism."

"I don't like wearing panties, Doctor Lickman, they chafe my pussy lips."

"But your skirts are so short that everyone can see your..."

"If you remember, it was your idea that I shouldn't wear panties."

"Ah, yes, so it was. But what I didn't realize was that you were going to wear skirts so short that..."

"I did as you asked."

"What did you do, Brigit?"

"I've shaved my pussy, as you asked me to. Would you like to see it?"

Would I? "Er... yes, definitely!"

"You were right, it looks much better without hair covering it," the temptress smiled, lifting her skirt up. "Do you like it?"

"God, yes!"

Gazing at the girl's tightly closed pink crack, Larry gasped. Her hairless sex hillocks inviting a wet tongue, he focused on her moist inner lips, protruding beautifully from her vaginal slit. Lifting her skirt higher, she looked down between the swell of her firm breasts at her pink crack and smiled.

"Isn't she wonderful?" Brigit asked, lifting her head and gazing at the doctor.

"Yes, wonderful! She's the most wonderful pussy I've ever seen!"

"Would you like to finger her?"

"Where's Monica?"

"In reception, on the phone."

"OK, lock the door, Brigit. Miss Kneetrembler is going to be late for her appointment, so I have some time to spare."

"Can't we go into the bondage room?"

"Yes, yes all right," Larry grinned, taking a key from his desk drawer.

Slipping through the hall with his select cargo in tow, Larry unlocked the door to his bondage room, ushering the pretty girl inside and bolting the door behind him. Switching the light on, he smiled at her. Her brown eyes sparkling, reflecting her burning passion for sexual gratification, she licked her lavish red lips and returned his smile.

"What would you like me to do, doctor?" she asked impishly.

"Clothes off, Brigit!" Larry ordered her excitedly.

"Oh, Larry, you are naughty," the girl giggled, tugging her miniskirt down her long shapely legs, exposing her shaved girl-crack. "What awful things are you going to do to me?"

"You'll see!" he chuckled, gazing lasciviously at her pert breasts, her dilated nipples, as she slipped her blouse and bra off. "OK, climb onto the couch. I want you on your stomach with your legs wide open."

"Oh, Doctor Lickman, you're not going to do anything terrible to my bottom, are you?" laughed the sex-crazed Lolita, taking her position on the padded table, her taut, rounded buttocks covered in weals from the caning Larry had administered the previous day. "Pretend I'm a naughty schoolgirl and you're my biology teacher!"

"You are a naughty schoolgirl, Brigit - and I am your biology teacher! I'm going to tie you down, and then I'm afraid I'll have to give you an anal examination."

"Oh, doctor! You're not going to stick something up my bum, are you?"

"I have to, Brigit - it's my duty as a doctor. Now, lie still and I'll bind your wrists and ankles with rope. I don't want you escaping when I push a candle up your bum."

"Oh, I'm only eighteen! You will be rough with me, won't you?"

"Extremely rough!"

Securing the giggling girl's naked body, tying her ankles to the legs of the couch, binding her wrists, Larry ran his fingers up her inner thighs and massaged her hairless lips. Her warm vaginal groove drenched with her lubricious juices of arousal, he slipped his finger into her sex valley and located the hot entrance to her tight love sheath. Driving his finger into her spasming lust duct, massaging her inner flesh, he planted a kiss on her quivering buttock.

"Now then," he began pensively, slipping his finger out of her pussy sheath and taking a large candle from a shelf. "Yes, I think this is big enough!" he chuckled. "First, I'll lubricate your bum-hole with some of this." Unscrewing a jar of honey and parting her buttocks, opening her bottom crease, he poured a liberal amount of the golden syrup over her brown ring, watching gleefully as the thick liquid ran sluggishly down between her swollen vaginal lips. "Right, here it comes, my little beauty!" he cried, pressing the sharp end of the candle against the sensitive portal to her inner core.

Gasping as Larry drove the waxen shaft deep into her anal duct, stretching her delicate brown tissue, Brigit begged him to finger her hot cunt. "Ah, the candle feels heavenly!" she breathed as he parted her fleshy vaginal lips, eyeing her urethral opening nestling just inside her sex duct. "Finger me! I want to feel your fingers deep inside my cunt!"

"Who's in there?" Monica called agitatedly, hammering on the door as Larry drove three fingers into Brigit's hot sex cavern and massaged her drenched vaginal walls. "I know you're in there, Doctor Lickman!"

Silently finger-fucking the whimpering girl, Larry grabbed the candle with his free hand and thrust the phallus in and out of her tight anal tube, causing her to quiver as the sensations of debased sex permeated her pelvis. "Faster!" Brigit whispered excitedly, her cunt juices pouring over Larry's thrusting fingers. "Oh, God! God, that's heavenly!"

"Who's in there?" Monica called again, her fists thumping on the door. "Doctor Lickman! Doctor Lickman!"

"Thank God for that!" Larry breathed as the telephone resounded around the hall, sending the she-devil scurrying back to reception. "She'll be the bloody death of me!"

"Ah, ah! And me! Oh, God, my... my cunt! My bum!" Brigit wailed as her orgasm welled from her rhythmically contracting womb. "Ah, coming! Coming!"

Her leashed body shuddering violently as her climax peaked, Brigit raised her hips, projecting her tensed buttocks, offering the open sexual centre of her naked body to the doctor. Her anal ring taut around the thrusting phallus, her rectal duct repeatedly inflating and deflating, sending electrifying sensations through her quivering pelvis, she cried out in her sexual delirium. On and on Larry pistoned his fingers into the whimpering girl's cunt, ramming the huge candle deep into her arse, bringing her the sexual gratification, the debauched sexual perversity, she craved.

Finally slowing his rhythm, allowing her to drift gently down from her paradise, he slipped his fingers from her spasming vaginal canal and licked them clean. "Mmm, you taste nice!" he breathed, lapping up her sticky girl-come. Sliding the candle out of her hot bottom-hole, he unzipped his trousers and unleashed his erect penis. "OK, stand on the floor and bend over the couch and I'll give you a good fucking!" he chuckled as he released the trembling girl.

Slipping off the couch, Brigit leaned over it, her feet wide apart, her cunt lips distended between her smooth inner thighs. Resting her arms and head on the couch, she gasped as Larry ran his cock up and down her dripping vaginal fissure, lubricating his knob with her copious vaginal fluid and sticky honey in readiness to penetrate her tight love-mouth. Eyeing her inflamed anal portal, the golden honey smothering her bottom crease, the curvaceous flesh of her buttocks, he drove his glans deep into her vaginal duct.

"Jesus, your cunt's hot and tight!" he gasped, his knob resting against her cervix, her cunny lips stretched tautly around the base of his rigid cock.

"God, and you're so big!" Brigit moaned, her juices decanting, marinating his heavy balls. "Fuck me! Fuck me, I want your spunk up my cunt!" she demanded crudely, gripping the far side of the examination couch. "Really give it to me!"

Withdrawing his knob, Larry grabbed the trembling girl's hips and drove his glans deep into her cunt with a vengeance. His belly slapping her weal-lined buttocks, his balls smacking her fleshy mons, he took the girl to her second shuddering orgasm, her wails resounding throughout the building as his sperm gushed, filling her tight love tunnel. Again and again he drove his pulsating knob deep into her accommodating cuntal sheath, his spunk flowing, oozing from her bloated hole and running over his swinging balls, splattering her twitching inner thighs.

"Doctor Lickman! Doctor Lickman, I know you're in there!" Monica bellowed, thumping on the door as Brigit's orgasmic cries reverberated around the room. "I know what you're up to! Who's in there with you?"

"I'm... I'm only looking for something!" he gasped as his balls finally drained.

"Let me in!" Monica cried. "There's someone to see you!"

"Ah! Ah! Who... who is it?"

"Mr Ingram Ravenhugh."

"Ingram... God, you're hot!"

"I'm not? I'm not what?"

"Nothing. I'm just coming, Monica. I've come!"

"You've won? What have you won?"

"Ask him to come back later!"

Slipping his glistening member out of Brigit's drowning pussy, Larry leaned on the examination couch, steadying himself as the girl hauled her quivering body up. "God, that was good!" he gasped. "You're a bloody good fuck!"

"And it was close!" Brigit giggled, kneeling before him and licking her cunny juice from his wet shaft. "She knows what you're up to, Larry," she warned, lapping up the heady blend of spunk and girl-cream from his bulbous glans.

"I'll have to get rid of the old bat, there's no other way!" he gasped as Brigit engulfed his knob within her hot mouth and gently sucked. "The trouble is, she knows too much."

"He's coming back later!" Monica hissed through the door. "He was carrying a briefcase!"

"Jesus fucking Christ!" Larry whispered agitatedly. "Who the hell could it have been?"

"I don't know," Brigit murmured, slipping the meaty morsel from her mouth and climbing to her feet.

"Are you coming, Doctor Lickman?"

"I can't, not yet, anyway!"

"What?"

"Yes, yes right away, Monica."

Composing himself, Larry zipped his trousers. About to open the door, he heard Monica dash down the hall to answer the phone. "Saved by the bell - again!" he chuckled jubilantly.

"Quick, let's get out of here," Brigit whispered as she finished dressing. "This is our chance."

"I'll stay here for a while," Larry replied. "You go and calm the old bat down, and I'll join you shortly."

"Have you ever fucked Lily?"

"No, but I intend to at my earliest convenience. Why do you ask?"

"No reason. I'll see you later."

Bolting the door as Brigit slipped out of the room, Larry reclined on the examination couch wondering who the briefcase man could be. Either the vat man or the taxman, he reflected fearfully. Unless Gina Cology had contacted the BMA!
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Chapter Two
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"DOCTOR LICKMAN MUST have said where he was going, Brigit!" Monica snapped. "I've not seen him for over two hours!"

"He said that he had to go out, but he didn't say where to," the flustered girl replied, wondering what Larry was doing in the bondage room. "Perhaps it's a secret?"

"A secret? This is ridiculous, it really is. Miss Kneetrembler couldn't wait any longer, there have been several phone calls... he has no idea how to run his practice, no idea at all! It's shambolic! I don't know who was in that room with him, but I'll find out! And where's Lily Dyke? She ran off ages ago screaming about one-eyed monsters!"

"It's no good asking me, Monica, because I don't know."

"It's like working in a lunatic asylum! That girl's mentally insane - deranged! Well, I have a dental appointment - you'll have to hold the fort until I get back."

"OK, I'll see you later."

"I'll only be half-an-hour or so. Actually, between you and me, I'm not going to the dentist."

"Oh? Where are you going, then?"

"I have a meeting with Mr Venereal, the man from the health authority."

"What about?"

"I have to fill him in with a few details concerning... it doesn't matter. I'm also going to see Gina Cology. I'll see you later."

Sitting pretty at reception, a sticky cocktail of honeyed sperm and girl-come oozing from her inflamed vagina to stain the back of her red miniskirt, Brigit watched Monica don her plastic raincoat and leave the building. Idly slipping her hand up her skirt and toying with her wet inner lips, her insatiable erect clitoris, she smiled as Larry emerged from the examination room and ambled over to her.

"What have you been doing in there?" Brigit asked, licking her sticky fingers as her boss leaned on the counter, his tanned face smiling.

"I had a kip, I was feeling tired - it's the pressure of life. Where's the old bat?"

"I can't remember. Oh, yes I can - she's gone to the dentist."

"That's a blessing. Let's hope he takes her tongue out!"

"Actually, she hasn't gone to the dentist."

"Why did you say that she had, then? You weren't lying, were you?"

"She said she was going to the dentist, and then she said she wasn't."

"An inexplicable change of mind?"

"Presumably."

"I hope she didn't have the foresight to cancel her appointment. You know what dentists are like these days, they charge for missed appointments. So, where has Monica gone?"

"I can't remember. Yes, I can! She's gone to meet the man from the health authority, Mr Venereal."

"Why?"

"I don't know. Oh, she's also going to see Gina Cology."

"Gina Cology? Monica's up to something, Brigit, I know it. She is a bitch, she really is! I'll have to perform a clitectomy on her, and a nipectomy, and a... I believe her to be a Satanic high priestess."

"Do you?"

"A black witch! She should be burned at the stake - naked. Come to think of it, she said she's a Catholic - I reckon she's gone to Black Mass."

"What, with Mr Venereal?"
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