
  
    [image: Double or Nothing]
  

  
    
      Double or Nothing

      
        Terror Saga

      

    

    
      
        Art River

      

    

    
      River Productions

    

  

  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2026 by Art River

        All rights reserved.

        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        First Edition: May 2026

      

      

      
        
        Cover design and Editing by

        Art Productions

      

        

      
        Published by Art Productions

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author Warning

      

    

    
      
        1. The Hunter

      

      
        2. Backseat Hunger

      

      
        3. Undertow

      

      
        4. Reclamation

      

      
        5. Still Water

      

      
        6. The Cost

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a dark erotic fantasy written for adult readers only. The scenes in this book are fictional and involve extreme acts including consensual non-consent, captivity, drugging, rough sex, and bondage. Some of these acts can cause serious injury or even death if attempted in real life. None of this should ever be tried outside of safe, sane, and fully consensual adult play with experienced partners who have discussed limits, safe-words, and aftercare beforehand.

      This is fantasy only. Please do not imitate anything you read here.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            The Hunter

          

        

      

    

    
      Chapter 1 — The Hunter

      

      The bartender set the bourbon down farther away than necessary.

      Not across the bar. Not rudely. Just a few extra inches, enough that Alex had to reach for it instead of finding it waiting. It had started a few weeks ago, that subtle adjustment, around the same time the man had stopped making eye contact entirely.

      Alex pulled the glass toward himself and said nothing.

      Once he had been furniture in this place. Another sad asshole drinking himself numb beneath burnt-out neon while the bartender ignored him with the efficient indifference reserved for regulars who wanted nothing except silence and alcohol. Now the man moved differently whenever Alex walked in. Shoulders angled away. Replies shorter. The careful emotional distance people created around things they had quietly decided were not their responsibility.

      Alex understood it.

      Lately he had started noticing things he used to miss.

      The warped floors still creaked beneath every step, and the nicotine-stained walls carried the same dying saxophone drifting from the jukebox near the kitchen. A woman beside the pool table laughed too loudly at something that clearly was not funny while her husband checked his phone beneath the table. A man near the end of the counter rotated his wedding ring endlessly around his finger without seeming aware he was doing it. Two college kids flirted at each other with exaggerated confidence because both of them needed the performance more than the connection.

      Once Alex would have called it loneliness.

      Now he recognized hunger, and that was the part he had not yet worked out how to sit with. Hunger was easier to identify once you understood what it looked like in yourself.

      The door opened just after midnight.

      The storm came in with her.

      A rush of cold air and the smell of rain swept through the room before the door swung shut again behind her. She was tall, with dark curls already damp against her bare shoulders and a thin summer dress beginning to cling softly to her body from the weather outside. She moved with the careful self-containment of someone accustomed to taking up more space than rooms comfortably allowed. Not insecure. Not apologetic.

      Tired.

      Alex noticed that first.

      She slid onto the last stool near the end of the bar and ordered whiskey without opening the menu. Her phone lit twice beside her drink. Both times she ignored it.

      Something low shifted inside him.

      He watched her quietly, not her body at first but her habits. The way she checked the entrance every time the door opened without seeming aware she was doing it. The tension that appeared to live permanently between her shoulders. The exhaustion buried beneath practiced indifference.

      She could still feel herself slipping away, and that was the difference. Most people in bars like this were already gone.

      Something about her felt familiar to him, not her specifically but the shape of the exhaustion she carried so carefully. Alex had started recognizing versions of it everywhere lately. Women laughing too hard. Men staying past closing time. People moving through their own lives with the vague disconnected quality of someone observing themselves from a distance.

      He took a slow sip of bourbon and looked away from the thought before it could settle too deeply.

      Twenty minutes passed before she finally looked toward him.

      Most people glanced away quickly once they realized someone had been watching them. She did not. Her gaze held his one second longer than necessary before her shoulders tightened almost imperceptibly.

      Rabbit awareness.

      Alex recognized it instantly. Not fear exactly. The moment prey realizes the forest has gone quiet around it.

      He lifted his glass slightly in silent acknowledgment. A faint crease formed between her brows before she looked away again, fingers curling tighter around the whiskey glass.

      Outside the windows, rain had begun in earnest, streaking the glass and swallowing the neon into blurred color.

      Alex waited. He understood patience now. Damien had taught him that without meaning to, the same way people eventually learned the shape of a room after enough time spent moving through it in darkness.

      Eventually she stood, slipped her coat back on, and stepped outside alone.

      Alex gave her thirty seconds before following.

      The rain hit him immediately, cold and steady. She stood beneath the broken awning near the curb, staring out at the empty street while water streamed from the roof beside her in shimmering sheets. The storm had fully arrived now, settling heavily over the city.

      “You look like someone waiting for something,” Alex said.

      She glanced toward him cautiously. “And what does that look like?”

      Alex smiled faintly. “Like you stopped going home because home feels exactly the same as everywhere else.”

      Something flickered briefly across her face, not fear but impact, the kind that landed behind the eyes before the rest of a person caught up with it.

      The black SUV waited at the curb behind him, rain sliding down its dark windows in silver ribbons.

      “You always profile strangers outside bars?” she asked eventually.

      “Only the interesting ones.”

      That earned the faintest ghost of a smile.

      Alex stepped closer, just enough for her to feel his presence without crowding her. “You ever get tired of feeling like your life already happened to somebody else?”

      Her expression shifted then, revealing something sharper beneath the exhaustion. The quiet desperation people carried right before they made decisions they would later struggle to explain to themselves.

      She looked toward the SUV, then back at him.

      “You offering me a ride?”

      “I am offering you a different night than the one you were about to have.”

      Silence stretched between them before she finally walked toward the passenger-side door.

      The rain sounded louder once the doors shut behind them.

      The interior smelled like leather and something underneath it that Raenie could not immediately place. Not quite cologne. Not quite chemical. The scent of a space that had been prepared carefully rather than simply lived in.

      She settled into the seat without seeming to notice.

      Alex started the engine.

      Soft blue dashboard light spilled across the interior while rain crawled down the windshield outside. Raenie kept her face turned toward the window for several seconds before finally glancing back at him.

      “You keep looking at me like you already know something.”

      Alex rested one arm loosely across the steering wheel. “Maybe I do.”

      “That sounds rehearsed.”

      “It sounded better in my head.”

      She laughed softly then, genuinely this time.

      “You always this quiet?”

      “Only when I am paying attention.”

      “And what exactly are you paying attention to?”

      Alex studied her carefully before answering. “The way you keep checking the exits every time the door opens. The fact that you ignored your phone twice because whoever keeps calling still thinks they deserve access to you.” He held her gaze a moment longer. “And the way you look like somebody trying very hard not to disappear into her own life.”

      Silence settled between them again.

      “You do this professionally or something?”

      “No.”

      “You sound like a therapist with criminal charges.”

      Alex laughed quietly. “That bad?”

      “That accurate.”

      The honesty in her voice surprised both of them slightly.

      Alex watched her cross one leg slowly over the other. Damp fabric slid higher along her thigh. This time she noticed him looking.

      “You gonna keep staring?”

      “I am thinking about it.”

      Her smile deepened slightly. “Dangerous answer.”

      Alex paused, not intentionally at first, and then recognized what he was doing. Damien once used silence like another set of hands, calm and precise, letting tension tighten naturally until people started filling the quiet for him. Alex hated how easily the lesson fit now and how instinctive it had become.

      Raenie tilted her head slightly. “There it is again.”

      “What?”

      “That pause.” Her eyes narrowed faintly. “Like somebody taught you how to sit still better than normal people.”

      Something tightened low in Alex’s chest.

      “No one taught me anything.”

      Raenie smiled slowly. “Liar.”

      The word landed softer than it should have.

      Her phone lit again in the cupholder between them. She flipped it facedown without checking the screen.

      “You are not curious who keeps calling?”

      “I already know.”

      “And?”

      “And if I wanted to talk to him, I probably would not be sitting in a parked SUV with a stranger during a thunderstorm.”

      Alex smiled faintly. “That should probably concern you.”

      “It probably should.”

      But she did not reach for the door. If anything she settled deeper into the seat, the movement pulling the damp dress tighter across her body.

      “You do not feel dangerous,” she murmured.

      “No?”

      She studied him carefully beneath the dashboard glow. “You feel practiced.”

      The words slid into him clean as a blade. For one terrible second Alex saw himself exactly the way Damien must once have seen him, hungry and curious, standing at the edge of something darker than desire while pretending not to recognize it yet.

      Rain battered the roof harder now.

      Alex turned the wheel and pulled
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