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    To the readers who rooted for Ryker and Olivia and weren't afraid to demand a HEA—consider this your Christmas treat. It's hot, it's festive, and it's all for you.
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Author's Note
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My beautiful dark souls, please take a moment to read this before you continue with this book. Sweet Silence is a novella related to Sweet Revenge. I will admit that when I wrote Sweet Revenge, I had no intention of continuing the story. In my mind, the story was complete, even if it didn’t have a HEA. At this point, before you continue reading, if you haven’t read Sweet Revenge yet, please stop and read it before you continue. Now let me explain why I believe Sweet Revenge is a complete story. Ryker had a plan of revenge; the plan was completed as expected, even if he slightly changed his mind about it halfway through the book. Olivia worked through some feelings while being with the “masked man” without knowing he was Ryker. But even with that, she was still not ready to be with him.
That said, I listen to every reader, and a lot of you wanted another ending. Some of you even felt robbed because you expected more from the story. So, here we are. Ryker and Olivia are back with a new spicy night. Before you come for me with pitchforks, let me say Olivia and Ryker will get their happy ending this time. Because as much as you loved those characters, I loved them too.
Sweet Revenge was my second published book, and it will forever hold a special spot in my heart. It is, to this day, my spiciest book, and even though I am pretty sure we are not supposed to have favorites, this one is definitely mine.
Now for the menu; excuse me, I meant the content warnings. This book contains subjects such as stalking, threats, mental health mentions, BDSM practices, wax play, aftercare, festive bondage, and inappropriate use of candy canes. It also contains use of sex toys, and explicit sexual scenes. 
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Prologue
Ryker
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Halloween was a bust. My revenge plan went up in flames the moment her sweet moans filled my bedroom, and my heart decided to make googly eyes at her instead of keeping a grudge. The damn traitor ruined everything. We had a plan, and by "we," I mean me and my delusion, because instead of making her pay for all the pain she caused me, here I was providing aftercare and multiple orgasms, like a fucking martyr. Things did not go as planned at all, and as my luck would have it, on her way out of the party, she had to go for a little stroll with Aiden. Because I can’t catch a break, she had to see me without a mask, and now we are back where we started, which was kind of the plan. So, if you think about it, that went as it should have. Kinda. If you don’t count the multiple orgasms part, and the falling for her all over part. Absolute shitshow that party was, I am telling you.
Months later, she still refuses to talk to me. As if she is not using every fuckboy in town to forget me, which she is. And I have been watching like a good boy, doing absolutely nothing about it. That’s a lie. I have tried everything to get her attention: gifts, calls, and even showing up at her shared apartment with Aiden. She plainly refused to see me. Rude.
Aiden, who’s now dating my best friend Kayden, claims she will come around, but I have yet to see that. Meanwhile, I am forced to sit here and watch her through the security cameras Aiden has allowed me to have access to while she fucks a different guy each night. It’s as if she knows I am watching and does it on purpose. I am stuck in an internal battle between wanting to punish her and claim her at the same time. Preferably while she screams my name and watches the blood of her latest boy toy as it drains from his body. I will admit this is a little dramatic, and I am not really a "killing the competition" type of guy. Or at least I think I am not. Maybe. No, I am not killing anyone. I have spent three years in a psychiatric facility for my anger, and I am now a healed man. So, I settle for watching the cameras and plotting all the ways I can punish her for her behavior.
All things considered, I would say I am handling it in a very mature way. I bring the glass of whiskey to my lips and take a large sip of the golden liquid. It stings as much as her betrayal does, almost, and I let it burn my throat as I savor each drop of the rich drink in my mouth. My eyes focus on the big screen in front of me; Olivia is sitting in her living room with a man I haven’t seen before, drinking wine, laughing, and flirting as if she isn’t mine.
“You realize this is a little psychotic, right?”
Aiden’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts. The voice of reason. I usually like having him around; he and Kayden have been exclusive since the Halloween party. Sometimes it’s great to have someone who knows about Olivia and my secret obsession with her; other times, I want to punch his face into the wall. Right now, it’s one of the latter.
Okay, I might have lied just a little about the mature part, but I am working on it. It’s a work in progress. Like my sanity. I really should find a hobby; watching my girl getting fucked in all the ways I can’t fuck her by a stranger is truly not hitting the mark for entertainment.
“Maybe a little,” I respond, taking another sip from my drink. My fingers tap the hardwood surface of the desk as Olivia presses her body against the man sitting beside her. All the blood in my body rushes to my head as I watch her whisper something in his ear with that seductive tone, which I can’t hear, but I know her body language better than anyone. He smiles, and his hand falls to her waist, pulling her closer. I grip the glass in my hand harder, the fragile material ready to burst under my hold, but lucky for me, it doesn’t. I would hate to have to explain another set of stitches to a nurse at the local hospital. This is getting ridiculous.
“Is he stalking her again?” Kayden wraps his arms around Aiden’s waist, pulling him closer. I love seeing them together.
“Your friend has lost it.” He is not wrong.
Aiden jokes and turns around to kiss his boyfriend, and my heart shatters into a million pieces because that could have been us if Olivia weren’t so stubborn. If the love of my life would actually accept that she is mine and stop letting this fuckboy next to her touch her in the ways only I should be allowed to touch her. Yes, I definitely need a hobby. Maybe I can pick up torture as one, starting with this guy.
The man on the screen leans over, and Olivia welcomes his kiss. His hand travels between her thighs now, and she parts them for him. She moans into his lips, and I might not be able to hear it, but I know this reaction, too. I have seen this reaction. I have caused this reaction. And her moans are only mine.
“That’s it. I’m done waiting for her to change her mind,” I announce as I get up and grab my car keys.
“Are we going to do something about it?” Aiden questions as both men follow my trail to the front door.
“Do you want to
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