
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Bull’s Bus

        

        
        
          DIMITRI ORION

        

        
          Published by Dimitri Orion, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BULL’S BUS

    

    
      First edition. November 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 DIMITRI ORION.

    

    
    
      Written by DIMITRI ORION.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Dressed to Be Undone
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The party bus door hissed shut behind Livia, sealing the three of them into their private universe of low lights and dark intentions. Her heels struck the metal steps with deliberate clicks, each sound a heartbeat in the silence. Ellis sat rigid in the corner seat, camera already in his trembling hands, his pale green eyes drinking in the sight of his wife—dressed not for him, but for the man who stood waiting in the shadows. Theo's steel-gray gaze traveled over Livia's body with the casual ownership of a man selecting a prize he'd already won.

"Stand there," Theo commanded, not bothering to gesture. His voice filled the space between them, a physical presence that brushed against Livia's skin.

She obeyed, stilling herself in the narrow aisle. The bus hummed beneath her stilettos, its engine a low vibration that traveled up through her calves, into her thighs. A subtle reminder that they were moving—driving through the night to nowhere in particular, the journey irrelevant to what would happen inside.

Theo approached slowly, circling her once. His fingers grazed the thin strap of her black lace teddy, sending a visible shiver across her shoulders. He'd chosen the lingerie himself—had it delivered to their door with precise instructions on how she was to arrive. No perfume. Hair up, but loosely pinned. Heels exactly four inches high.

"Turn," he said, and she rotated on her heels, facing away from him, toward Ellis.

Her husband's breathing was already labored, his shirt collar tight against his throat. Ellis had begged for this—for weeks, months—to be allowed on the bus. To watch without touching. To record what he couldn't have. The humiliation burned bright in his eyes, transforming into something sacred.

Livia met his gaze, her dark hazel eyes steady despite the vulnerability of her position. Her body was on display, the teddy cutting high across her thighs, dipping low between her breasts. The sheer fabric concealed nothing, merely framing what would be taken.

"Eyes down," Theo murmured against her ear, and Livia immediately dropped her gaze to the floor. Ellis made a small sound in his throat but managed to swallow it back.

Theo's hands settled on her shoulders, firm and proprietary. "Center seat," he directed, guiding her to the wide bench that curved along the side of the bus. "Sit. Knees apart."

Livia sank onto the leather seat, the cool material kissing the bare skin of her thighs. Following his instruction, she parted her legs, the high cut of the teddy leaving her exposed to both men's view. The air in the bus grew thicker, charged with anticipation and restraint.

Ellis shifted in his corner, his discomfort evident in the tightness of his posture. The camera in his hands captured everything—his wife's submission to another man, her body offered up like communion.

Theo stood before Livia, unbuttoning his shirt cuffs and rolling them precisely to mid-forearm. His movements were unhurried, the leisure of a man who knows his power isn't going anywhere. 

"You understand the rules?" he asked, though it wasn't really a question.

Livia nodded, her pinned-up hair already loosening from the movement.

"Say it," Theo demanded, his voice dropping lower. "For the camera."

She lifted her chin slightly, her voice clear in the confined space. "I moan for you. Ellis films. If he speaks—" Her eyes flicked to her husband for just a moment. "I take another load."

"Good." Theo reached out, his thumb brushing across her bottom lip. "And who controls your pleasure tonight?"

"You do," she whispered.

"Louder. For him to hear."

"You do," Livia repeated, the words hanging in the air between them, landing like blows against Ellis's chest.

Theo smiled, satisfaction curving his mouth. "That's right. I do." He turned toward Ellis, addressing him directly for the first time. "Frame her face. I want to see her eyes when I touch her."

Ellis adjusted the camera with shaking hands, zooming in on his wife's face. Behind the lens, his own eyes were wide with a mixture of arousal and anguish.

Theo moved to stand between Livia's parted knees, his presence forcing them wider. His hands rested lightly on her shoulders, then traced down her arms, raising goosebumps in their wake. One hand tangled in her hair, finding the pins that held it up, and slowly began to remove them one by one. Dark strands fell in cascades around her shoulders as he worked.

"Beautiful," he murmured, but his eyes were on Ellis as he said it.

Livia's breath hitched as Theo's free hand slid along her inner thigh, fingertips skimming just below the edge of the lace. Her body tensed, then deliberately relaxed—a surrender that was part of their contract. She would be touched. She would be taken. And her husband would document every moment of her undoing.

"Stay still," Theo instructed, his fingers tracing higher. "Completely still."

The first real touch against her center made Livia gasp, her hips instinctively trying to push forward.

Theo immediately withdrew his hand. "What did I say?"

"Still," she breathed. "I need to stay still."

"Try again." His fingers returned, this time pressing more firmly against the damp lace covering her. "And remember who you're performing for."

Livia's eyes darted to Ellis, finding him half-hidden behind the camera. The lens couldn't disguise the tent in his pants or the flush spreading up his neck. He was witnessing the precise moment his wife became someone else's plaything.

Theo's fingers moved with practiced skill, stroking through the lace, building a rhythm that had Livia biting her lip to keep from squirming. Her hands gripped the edge of the seat, knuckles whitening with effort.

"That's it," Theo praised, his voice a low rumble. "Show him how good you can be for me."
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