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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.

They had christened it The Bat, suggesting that it was used in some way in the sacrifice of small animals on the altar. But, holding it now, Ceri wasn't so sure of that. It didn't seem like a tool of violence. Despite its weight, it was too fragile to hit things with. Shifting it in the light of the setting sun that illuminated her desk, she saw shadows she hadn't noticed before. With those, and the bulbous head, it looked like yet another clay phallus. A large one, made for sliding in and out sensually, rather than swinging down violently.

A wave of warmth washed through Ceri's body, as she had thoughts that were not at all appropriate for the office. She tried to dismiss what she had just seen as a trick of the light, quickly putting The Bat into its spot in the box.

With the lid on the box, she headed from her office. To get to the store room, she had to go down the stairs, and walk through the Prehistory section. After hours, the lights over the exhibits had been turned off, and shadows were starting to creep out of the corners and cabinets as the sun went down. When it was fully dark, once familiar displays could form disconcerting dark shapes that would surprise and scare even someone as familiar with the layout of the museum as Ceri was.

She jumped at a sound from around a corner, shaking the box and clinking the statues together in a jostle she was sure they would have enjoyed. Then she heard a voice, and was embarrassed at her own fright.

The two young security guards came around the corner, chatting and joking. They stopped and looked at her, surprised by her presence. They relaxed when they recognised her. “Oh, hey there Doctor Smith. Working late again?” Marty asked as they approached.

“I'm still not a doctor you know.” Marty and Steve were working the night shift over their Summer vacations, making some money before heading back to University. They insisted on calling her Doctor, even though she was several months away from handing in her thesis and finding out if she had earned the title. “I'm going to mock up the display whilst there's no-one around to interrupt me.”

The three of them stopped when they met, next to a cabinet full of flint arrow and spear heads. Ceri looked up at the two young men, and felt silly classing them that way when she was only six or seven years older than them. Marty was a whole head taller than her, and Steve half a head taller than him. They were both lean and attractive, toned and tanned from the hours they spent on their bikes, racing each other up hills. For some reason, Ceri's body recalled the flush that it had felt when she held The Bat. She hoped her cheeks weren't reddening, and that they didn't notice in the diminishing light.

“How dirty are you going to make the display, then?” Steve asked, grinning. Ceri had joked about the fertility statues one time when they had found her working late before, and they had found the idea of a hardcore museum display amusing.

“Somehow, I have to make the display not at all dirty.” Ceri told him. Was that a note of disappointment that had crept into her voice. “We can’t have the prudes demonstrating outside the museum.”

“Shame. Though it would get you into the news, and lots more visitors because of it. Well, come and find us when you're done, so we can let you out.”

“And so you can show us the display.” Marty added. The route they patrolled through the building didn't take in the store rooms, so they weren't going to be passing by at intervals to see how her project developed.

“Will do. I think you'll be disappointed, though. It's not going to be anywhere near as dirty as you'd like.”

“We'll do our best to hide our disappointment.”

There was a pause, when none of them were sure if there was more to be said before they carried on their way. With little smiles and nods, they set off in their opposite directions again.

The storage area was lit by skylights, so the shadows had crept further out from their hiding places. Tall shelves loaded with mannequins and display cases towered either side of Ceri as the door closed behind her. Framed at the end of it, in an open space directly below the windows in the ceiling, was her display. It would have to be dismantled again to move it to the museum proper, but the directors wanted to vet it before that happened. So Ceri had spent the last week putting it all together, ready for the final flourish of the statues.

She couldn’t free a hand to press the light switches, but it wasn’t so dark that she would trip up on the way. She could come back when she had put the box down.

It was as she approached the display that she started to see details that hadn’t been obvious in full light. There were shadows inside the little cave that could only form as it grew darker.

The alcove had been modelled upon the original, created from photos and scans, then meticulously painted. But it was going to be displayed under the museum lights, rather than in the shade of the overhang where the original had been found. Under there, it would have been in low light much like this for most of the day, and its secrets would have been easier to see.

The cave was taller than it was wide, a fat teardrop shape, the walls a series of undulations that led to a narrow slit. It was the curves and bumps in the wall that were casting shadows that reminded Ceri of a particularly intimate sight.

More than once, she had sat on the bed, legs drawn up and spread apart, with a mirror between her feet so that she could study the reflection of her vulva. The shadows at the back of the shrine reminded her of the crinkled lips of her labia. She remembered reaching down, and running finger tips over them.

Ceri could feel her legs shaking and shivering. Her body was remembering what she had watched herself do to her reflection. She needed to put the
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