
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Bill Badger: 1;

Bill is an irresistible hunk; he’s also a fine goods (caviar, wine...) delivery driver who finds sex staring him in the face at every other address. Follow his adventures and share Bill Badger’s innumerable exploits as he indubitably makes his indelible mark on the sex deranged ladies of Central London... and in return how they use their Cougar sharp claws on him.
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Foreword;
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Bill Badger is a shy but well endowed, stunning chap who works for Harold’s Emporium of Chelsea; Purveyors of Fine Foods, Fine Goods and Fine Wines to the London Elite.

Bill’s working day takes him to addresses in Chelsea, Kensington, Mayfair, Islington and Knightsbridge, the powerhouses of Great Britain and the mighty City of London. He’s also no stranger to the special ‘requests’ his customers impose upon him. You see, as his father, Harold Badger, has instructed him, Bill is 100% customer orientated, their wish is his command. Bill’s worst problem is however his big cock which keeps getting in the way. Perhaps that’s why Bill is so successful at his duties. Another problem is his workload, how can he possibly deliver Silvia Asquith’s Merlot when Penelope Myers demands her caviar delivery just 45 minutes later. What does Deiter Dimitrov want delivering this time and how on earth can he fulfil Deiter’s true wishes? But Bill is resourceful, his father understands his dedication and ensures that Bill’s success is reflected in unit sales. Find out what Bill does during his grocery delivery schedules and how the Emporium goes from small scale personal client recommendation to international fame on Bill Badger’s sexual encounters.
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​Chapter 1:

The Appointment;
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“Bill Badger.”

The tinny voice emanated throughout the waiting room. Bill awoke from his daydream, looked at the receptionist, nodded his head and headed for Dr. Studd’s consulting room. It was his first appointment with the doctor and it hadn’t started well. Of course it wasn’t his fault that he’d been ten minutes late, the traffic in central London was particularly bad that afternoon and there was no way he could have planned for it. Especially after the favour Mrs Saskin, the Canadian Ambassador’s wife, had asked of him. Feeling rueful Bill knocked on the door.

‘Enter!’

Dr. Studd beckoned Bill to sit down.

‘Let’s forget the formalities Mr Badger and make up for lost time, I’ve got a tight schedule this afternoon. Now let’s see;

Bill Badger, 27 years old, male... ahh, profession?’

‘Delivery van driver,’ Bill replied and added, ‘at my father’s business.’

‘Which is?’

‘Harold’s Emporium, Purveyors of Fine Foods, Goods and Wines, based in Chelsea.’

‘Interesting... any recent diseases I should know about?’

‘Ermm, that’s slightly embarrassing, a bit of a rash in the nether regions if you know what I mean... our own doctor told me it was from eating too much cultured yoghurt and he gave me a quick course of antibiotics.’

‘A likely tale, but all OK now?’

‘Yes, very.’ replied Bill wondering why his father had sent him to this particular consulting doctor. He didn’t feel ill, but then again it didn’t do to upset Father too much.

‘Bill, may I call you Bill? said Dr. Studd.

‘Why, yes, of course, I mean everyone else does, so why not you too.’

‘Good, do you know why you’re here?’

Bill smiled into Dr Studd’s steely blue eyes and said,

‘Honestly, I haven’t got a clue?’

‘Well Bill, here’s a big one, I practice as a consulting sex therapist, and your father has sent you here for help.’

Bill’s eyes widened in fear, so that’s what the old bugger was up to, sex lessons on the company BUPA account; he shook his head, he just couldn’t believe it. Why couldn’t his father just leave him alone, didn’t he have enough problems with delivering groceries to the high and mighty of London. Bill shook his head again.

Dr Studd took his negative attitude as submission. ‘Yes Bill, he really does believe you are that fucked up, and he’s totally determined I’m the doctor to cure you.’

Bill sighed, it wasn’t that he was poor at sex, he just didn’t want to do it with every woman who flaunted their tits at him. Sure he could react and make a fair enough job of it, but he wanted his own bird, and he knew his father would never accept Beatrice in despatch, even though he adored the very concrete she walked on.

Dr Studd leant back, ‘Undress please, everything....’

Bill baulked, he wasn’t used to having to get completely undressed at the doctors, but with a heavy sigh he went through the familiar routine of undressing. He stood naked before the good doctor. 

Veronica Studd was used to seeing naked men, but she swooned when she saw the naked Bill, he was stunning, she’d never seen such a perfect specimen of the male body since her visit to Italy twenty something years ago when the statue David blew her mind...

‘Ahem... thank you... Bill; now when is the last time you had sex?’

Bill blushed and replied,

‘About ninety minutes ago... sorry.’

‘Oh no,’ replied a slightly disappointed Dr Studd, ‘that’s all for the good, for this first appointment at least. However I do expect you to have had no intercourse for at least 24 hours before any of our future meetings.’

Bill nodded and thought, ‘How the blazes am I supposed to do my job then.’ 

He smiled and wondered when he’d be allowed to get dressed. Studd was actually quite an attractive female, if a bit on the younger side for him, certainly fitter than his normal diet he thought. He liked the fact she wore nice high heels and attractive black sheer tights. Dernier 25 he thought, a bit like Mrs Blumes at number 73 Shaftesbury Avenue. Many the cellophane wrapped packets of that specification had he delivered to that address, never mind the delicate job of ensuring they fitted perfectly; which she made him do each visit. He switched his mind back to Dr Studd, and watched her making detailed notes on her clipboard. His unadorned cock started to respond, he knew it was over sensitive, it was a nuisance, but nothing to warrant a visit to a sex therapist, especially when he had his heavy cord trousers on.

Veronica Studd noted Bill’s erection with a small hint of pleasure. Her classic face with its high cheekbones reddened slightly and she turned away so as not to give the wrong body signals. This man was stunning, a find, she’d have to thoroughly investigate his sexual problems, perhaps write a thesis, certainly explore the inner workings of his mind.... and body. Veronica calmed her excited mind and sat down in the chair she used for therapy sessions. It was comfortable and swivelled, perfect for observing her subjects from all angles.... and Bill had many....

‘Bill, would you mind just slowly turning around; any direction, it doesn’t matter which.’

Bill sighed inwardly and again did what he was told. His bloody erection was now hard and he hoped his sex therapist, as she now was, was professional enough to take no account of it. Veronica Studd licked her lips just once when Bill’s back was facing her, she just needed, no wanted desperately, a small touch today. Yes, she wouldn’t scare the horse out of the stable on its first visit, besides half the fun was the expectation of great things to come.

‘I don’t normally make this much excellent progress on any patient’s first visit, but seeing as your penis is erect, I’ll take some measurements.... and a blood sample...’

Bill blushed and made to apologise, he hated needles of any sort.

‘No, no, no, don’t apologise Bill, as your chosen sex therapist we shall be committing many close encounters before I’ll be signing you off fit and healthy.’

Dr Studd then took Bills now very erect cock in her hand and caressed it gently. She moved it up and down ascertaining where the shaft started and the ball sack ended. It took all her inner strength to stop herself from popping it into her open mouth.  Once she’d made her mind up she took a small ruler from her tingling breast’s pocket and noted the length. She took up her clipboard and wrote down the figure acutely aware of the single droplet of liquid emanating from her clitoris. 

Bill’s girth was her next objective and after placing her thumb and forefinger in various places around his now throbbing shaft Veronica took a small tape measure of the soft material type normally used in dressmaking and noted the various results. The droplet had meanwhile turned into a runnel slowly making its way down the inside of her leg, past her scarlet thong and below her laboratory coat hem.

‘Show me your arm... thank you.’ Without any hesitation Dr Studd stuck a needle into Bills vein and completed his blood sample efficiently and professionally. Bill stood back in amazement, never before had he been punctured so abruptly and with so little pain, his respect for Dr Studd... Veronica indeed... grew just a little.

‘Good, splendid, that’ll do for today, please dress.’

Veronica went back to her desk, wiped the patch of wetness dry with the palm of her hand and finished her notes. She needed five minutes to herself before she would be in a fit state to see her next client... a very fat fifty something male who was complaining of a low libido. The things she did for money. 

Bill quickly presented himself in front of her fully dressed wondering how she had the cheek to measure men’s accoutrements all day long. But as he knew only too well, it was none of his business, he had to get back to work and finish off his round before home time and a drink in the pub with Beatrice.

‘Thank-you Bill,’ said Dr Studd, ‘same time next week, but we’ll need one full hour please and remember no sexual intercourse for a full 24 hours previously.’ Veronica added inwardly, ‘I need you in top form my boy, top form... at your peak.’

Bill nodded and mumbled his thanks, leaving the room relieved to be getting back to the relative safety of his job. Veronica threw her clipboard on the desk and immediately dived for her therapist chair, pulled down her thong and masturbated. 

‘God, this young man was going to be so good,’ she thought, she just knew it!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter Two;

The Depot;
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Bill reversed his large van into its overnight parking spot and jumped out hoping Beatrice hadn’t gone to the pub without him. Tonight was a good night, it was Steak night and he didn’t want to get to the Crooked Man too late to not eat with the gang. It had taken Bill just over two years to convince his fellow co-workers that whilst he was his Father’s only son he wasn’t there to spy on them. He was just there to do his job... nothing more, nothing less. His short academic career had proved to Bill that a 3rd class honours in Media Studies from Sheffield was about his best shot at life and he was happy with his current lot. After all, Father had only attended a Tech college, and now he was one of the biggest quality retailers in London. Bill sighed; why did he have to justify himself every time he wanted to be involved with the gang. 

The lights were still on in the central warehouse offices and Bill picked up his pace across the concrete yard. The day shift gang were still at work.

‘Hi Guys!’ he quipped as he made his way to his next day’s delivery sheet. 

‘Hey Bill, what’s kept you... its Steak night... have you forgotten?’ shouted Seamus his supervisor and friend of many years. The other workers all laughed knowing full well that Bill never forgot Steak night.

‘Bloody Doctors... is all I can say...’

‘Good God Bill,’ relied Kovak smiling... ‘is it Herpes or something worse this time?’

Bill picked up a spare toilet roll that happened to be sitting next to his station and lobbed it at Kovak narrowly missing him.

‘Fuck off beardy,’ Bill laughed as Kovak caught the missile and lobbed it at Beatrice.

‘Present from your boyfriend Beatrice!’

‘Fuck off Kovak,’ replied Beatrice... ‘Done... yippee I’m outta here!’

Seamus checked the computer readouts, confirmed them with Natasha and said,

‘OK, it’s done.... Crooked Man time.’

Jerry and Delilah, both delivery drivers like Bill, whooped for joy and grabbed Bill by the arms.

‘Your round Bill... last one back to base buys the pints... thank you Mr Doctor!

Bill grunted and said, ‘If you only knew the half of it... and yes, the drinks are on me!’

Everyone cheered as the night shift took over the offices ensuring deliveries would be available to their clients up until midnight when all the vans would be loaded for the morning. Harold’s Emporium was certainly efficient and many said it was because of young Bills burgeoning experience at the roots of the business.

The Crooked Man Public House was much more than a simple pub; built over two centuries earlier it had recently been purchased by the PJ Witherspoon chain and thoughtfully converted into the drinks and eatery outlet the chain was famous throughout Britain for. Indeed Harold’s Emporium was one of its many suppliers as Bill’s father was a long time acquaintance of its chairman. There were also four rooms upstairs in the attics which the Emporium used when important visitors inspected the operation. It was no great wonder that the gangs drinks were already sitting on the bar by the time they’d found an empty table.
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