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      Celebrity pastry chef, Yuri Z, comes to terms with the cancellation of her television show based on an indiscretion with a co-worker while trying to navigate the pressure her parent's place on her to be the ideal daughter.

      Finding her own way is a struggle.

      An impromptu girls trip spurs Yuri into action to finally come to terms with what she wants out of life. But she never expected to meet Sven Anders, the photojournalist with a killer smile and a voice that reminds her of chocolate covered in melted marshmallows.

      Both Yuri and Sven have their own set of issues, but find together the two of them can conquer anything. Secrets, fears, and all that comes with trying to navigate a relationship neither of them thought they wanted.

      Don't miss this beautiful story of love and redemption and finding your way to the one person who completes you in Nothing Sweeter.
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            To the Reader

          

        

      

    

    
      Hi! JK Rivers here. Sound familiar? It should because Tigris Eden says it like all the time! Yes, it’s moi! The softer, sweeter, side to Tigris. I hope you all enjoy Yuri and Sven’s story. It was a bit different in the sense of, well, everything. More to come! So be on the lookout. To all my loyal readers, thank you for staying with me, your love and support mean the world to me! To my new readers, WELCOME to my crazy mind! I hope you enjoy the ride!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Dark chocolate and melted marshmallows

        

      

    

    
      The empty glass of Crown and Coke reminded Yuri she needed this vacation. They’d only landed an hour ago, and she’d already downed two glasses, was anticipating a third, and hoping by number four, she’d be numb to all the drama. The constant ringing of her cell phone triggered resentful emotions she normally wouldn’t feel towards her father. She needed space, and he refused to give it to her. Taking a deep breath, Yuri shoved her phone into her carry-on bag. I’m not going to spend this trip drowning my sorrows. She’d tackle her demons and make life-changing decisions after her trip. Right now, she needed to get the room key, change, and get her day started.

      The sun’s rays kissed her skin, lending to the tropical atmosphere. A blend of coconut oil, salt water, fresh fruit, and the unique scent of fragrant blooms invaded her senses. Peace. Yuri took a deep breath as she walked into the front lobby of the resort. Dark browns with touches of orange gave the place a welcoming feel. There was the perfect amount of light highlighting the entrance. A curtain of water showered the side walls, decorated with a tropical mural. Yuri typically retreated to her room upon arriving. Not this trip. Exploring hit the top of her list while she vacationed. She had no intention of remaining behind closed doors.

      “This is what I needed.”

      Both of her friends, Naima and Leah, walked ahead toward the concierge. Only one room for the three of them. A junior bungalow suite that sat atop the water with its own ocean pool.

      “Excuse me,” a deep voice boomed behind her. She didn’t turn around and refused to look. Instead, moved out of the man’s way. That his voice evoked images of dark chocolate drizzled over melted marshmallows meant one thing: bad news. Anytime a man’s voice reminded Yuri of food, one of two things happened. Either she created the flavor, or she took a taste. It’s what had happened with her last relationship. Thomas reminded her of caramelized sugar and butter. Yeah, and where did that get you? This man’s voice led to thoughts of simple ingredients. Two. Dark chocolate and marshmallows. A Bitter-sweet flavor melted over a cloud of decadent bliss. The perfect combination of sex and sin.

      “Yuri, the room sleeps three,” Naima’s voice pulled her back to reality.

      “If you can work with it, so can I. Otherwise, I can grab a separate room.”

      “Girl, don’t be crazy, we’ve all slept in tight spaces, we can make this work. Besides, I don’t plan on living in my room. Do you?”

      No, she didn’t.

      She’d already made plans.

      “I have an appointment for snorkeling, in,”—Yuri gazed at her Fitbit for the time— “an hour and a half. I’m gonna change out of my travel clothes and head on over to meet with the group.”

      “All right, here’s the key card.” Naima walked over and placed the card in her hand.

      “Thanks.”

      Snorkeling, hiking, and the chance to eat at Rudy’s held top spots on her to-do list. Time was her main ingredient.

      [image: ]

      Apparently, snorkeling was a popular activity. There had to be at least twenty people getting on the boat to head out to the reef. This is how folks get left behind. The vacationers boarded like herded cattle. Yuri waited her turn, dreading the crowd. This isn’t normal behavior. Her father’s voice sounded in her head, critiquing her choice. If Piero had booked their trip, her parents would have chartered a boat. Who the hell cares? It’s just snorkeling. Her vacation wasn’t a race to see who boarded first, or how fast one got there. Nope. Her time to relax and enjoy the warmth of the sun on her skin had started five minutes ago. Yuri had dropped her stuff in their suite, dressed in her rose-gold bikini and black cover-up combo, ready to begin her vacation. Starting with the world’s best snorkeling. At least, that’s what the brochure said about Moorea.

      The soothing swish of the surf as it kissed the shore reminded Yuri of a trip taken to her mother’s home back in Italy. Positano boasted steep bluffs rising out of the sea, and colorful homes. Moorea didn’t have many bluffs, but the backdrop of the majestic mountains was more than enough to soothe her frazzled nerves. There would be no reporters or any inquisitions from the station regarding her love affair with Thomas. The network had put her show on hiatus pending further investigation. Although what exactly they needed to investigate, remained unclear. In Yuri’s mind, it was case closed. Thomas Santini was a liar. He had deceived her for five years. Too busy with her show, Pretty Pastries with Yuri Z, she and Thomas always met in the city. He was the lead producer, and when time permitted, they’d hang out.  And by that, she meant, they had a lot of sex. Yuri’s stomach roiled with nausea at the memories. Anger swirled in her chest and her face felt hot. Never one to say no, Yuri catered to Thomas. And that was her problem. She always wanted to please those around her.

      She needed this break. To unwind and exist without harassment or expectations. The island offered her privacy and solitude. As the boat swayed back and forth, Yuri peered up into the clear blue sky and smiled. Yeah, things would be fine. The boat started its journey toward their destination, and the crystal-clear turquoise of the ocean foamed as the hull sliced through the water. Leave your worries behind, Yuri reminded herself.

      The electronic shutter sound of a camera caught her attention. By the sound of the camera, it wasn’t a GoPro, or some cheap waterproof picture taker. It was professional.

      Yuri looked left and caught sight of a tall, bare-chested man with a colorful sleeve of tattoos. He held a camera in his hands and snapped another picture. The lens pointed in her direction. Crap, a reporter? Probably trying to do an exposé on her sordid love affair with Thomas. No, he’s traveling, a tourist, just like you. But then the camera went off again. She ignored the visual appeal he held and zeroed in on his privacy-stealing lens.

      “Excuse me, sir?” The camera snapped again. He ignored her. “Dude, what the hell?”

      People began to pay attention to the scene she created. Yuri stepped in front of the male. She wouldn’t tolerate having her picture taken. Not anymore. This trip was her solace, her sanctuary, and camera dude was infringing. He was taller than expected. His board shorts hung low on his chiseled hips. And the body, damn his body was solid. Rock-hard abs with contours and dips in all the right places glistened in the sun’s light. Yuri looked up, and up, into peculiar blue eyes. Unnatural irises, they almost looked silver.

      “Did you hear me?” she huffed, placing her hands on her hips.

      “What?”

      Damn, it was dark chocolate and marshmallows. It only took the one word, but she recognized his timbre. The way he drew out the syllable had the hairs on the back of her neck rising. The voice from the reception area had a face. I should have hiked instead. The air thickened, and inside Yuri’s mind, words to a song drowned out the groan she swallowed. You are not going to treat him like eye candy. No, she was going to ask him to stop taking her picture. But there’s so much of him. He had strength infused into every facet of his body. From his hands to the strong cut of his jaw. He was like a marble slab transformed into one of the famed Poseidon sculptures that graced the island of Milos. Long, wavy hair with a beard to match. Not her usual type, but it worked for him. He fit perfectly with the boat and the cerulean water, the one thing missing, his trident. Yuri stared as the man with the edible voice dismissed her. “You’re kind of in the way.”

      “How? You’re taking my picture.”

      His head jerked in her direction before he lifted his lips in a slight grin. “Sorry, but I’m not taking your picture. Not saying you’re not picture-worthy. But my lens was on the beach.”

      Yuri turned and placed a hand over her eyes, squinting. The boat was much farther out. The beach only an outline to the beautiful backdrop. Did she believe him? Or should she demand to see his camera to make sure he was telling the truth?

      “Can you put my mind at ease and show me your photos?”

      “Lady, does it look like I care whether you’re at ease or not?” he asked, his seriousness showing in his rigid stance.

      Of all the things…

      “I could sue,” Yuri stated firmly.

      “You absolutely can. Your dime,” he said, still snapping pictures.

      Remain calm. What would your mother say if you ended up on the front of a tabloid for striking a man in his jiggly parts? The idea made Yuri snort.

      “Please understand…I want to ensure that I’m not in any of your photos.”

      “It’s not like you’re famous. You’re just like everybody else on board. Unassuming and ordinary.”

      Ouch.

      “If that’s true, then you won’t mind showing me your camera.”

      Yuri stood firm in her request. The tilt of his lips and the laughter evident in his eyes made her uncomfortable. That she amused him, bothered her. She’d been serious in her request.

      “I’m not putting my camera in your hands. You may break it, and if that happens, you can’t afford to fix it. This equipment cost more than this trip.”

      “Fine, just hold it out in front of you so I can see. Please.”

      How pathetic, I’m begging now.

      “Not even gonna ask my name? Just ‘hold it out in front of you.’”

      “What does knowing your name have to do with me checking your camera?”

      His grin turned into a full-on smirk. Mirth danced behind the blue-grey orbs of his eyes, and Yuri took a step back.

      “Thought you wanted me to hold it out in front of you?” he said again, slowly. The sound of his voice went straight to the pit of her stomach. This guy is trouble.

      “Forget it. I’d better not find my picture in the paper”—Yuri pointed her finger at the male’s chest— “because if I do, you’ll be hearing from my lawyers.”

      She turned to walk away when the instructor called out to her.

      “Ma’am, you’ll have to partner up with your gentleman friend. All the others have paired off.”

      “What? When?”

      “Now,” the instructor said. “Didn’t you hear me tell everyone they needed to partner up? We don’t want anyone left alone.” The instructor clapped his hands, and everyone on the boat gave the guide his or her attention. Everyone except for the stranger with the camera.

      “Looks like you’re stuck with me.”

      “Looks can be deceiving.”

      “Says the woman who wanted me to hold it out in front of her. You might as well have asked me to pull out my dick.”

      “Excuse me? What?”

      The man stepped forward, inches barely separating them.

      “I saw you in the lobby. Now, you’re here. What? Did you overhear me asking the desk clerk for snorkeling times?”

      Her chest heaved, though not because he was right. Because he was wrong. Confrontation was not her strong suit. But if forced into a corner, Yuri could go rounds with the best of them. This guy was full of himself. As if following a man around on an island made sense. Especially a man she didn’t know.

      “I had this trip already planned before I even got off the plane.”

      “Whatever you say, kitten.”

      “Kitten?”

      “Yeah, I don’t know your name, I’m making one up.”

      “Right. I’m not doing this with you.”

      She was snorkeling and ignoring dark chocolate and marshmallows, no matter how his voice affected parts of her body she wished would remain dormant.

      [image: ]

      Despite her swimming partner, Yuri was having a great time. The waters were calm, and the ocean was teeming with life—the colors of the fish and coral breathtaking. One reef was the size of a Volkswagen Beetle with as many as eleven different types of coral, giant clams, and every kind of brilliantly colored fish Yuri could hope for. The best part was the barrier reef several hundred yards out. Her male companion didn’t seem to mind that she wanted to explore that far. It was within the confines of the lagoon area, and visibility was one hundred percent. She’d done her research. Schools of convict tang and butterflyfish flitted about. Eels that reminded her of entranced cobras waved their heads in their direction. The entire time, her companion took photographs. Crap, I should have bought a camera. As it stood, she would have to commit it all to memory.

      The entire snorkeling experience was humbling. Surrounded by the sounds of the ocean, she remembered the peace she yearned for back home. The sea was calm and quiet as fragments of light broke through the surface, turning the seabed into another world, each ray broad and all-encompassing as it touched the sandy bottom. The possibilities were endless. If she managed to get past her current situation, everything else would fall into place. To her left, she noticed movement. She turned and saw her partner taking pictures of dolphins. There were three of them surrounding him. She still didn’t know the man’s name, and she hadn’t given hers. she gazed, fascinated as her body floated among the gentle waves. As if he sensed her, his head turned. His eyes crinkled at the corners, and with a chin lift, he invited her into his circle.

      The water was tepid, but her skin warmed from the rays of the sun. She swam slowly. She didn’t want to scare the dolphins away. One seemed interested in what was happening as it kept an eye on her approach. She looked around to see if any of the other snorkelers were aware of the dolphins. They weren’t. She hesitated when she got a few feet away. As if they sensed her hesitation, one turned its head. Almost like it understood her uncertainty. It beckoned her with a nod. The shiny gray heads of the others turned her way as she swam closer.

      “They’re beautiful,” she said.

      “That they are. Beautiful and smart.”

      One of the dolphins swam forward, stopping alongside Yuri. Her heart faltered for an entire second. Her pulse raced. The water between them pushed her forward, even as her arms and legs tried to keep her steady. Fear didn’t stop her from moving, adoration did. Her lips parted slightly, and she couldn’t stop from smiling. Dolphins offered her instant happiness. Reaching out, she placed her palm flat on the water, and one swam up to her, including Yuri in their intimate gathering. Almost as if she were part of the pod. Another one swam up on her other side, and soon, she floated between the two.

      “What should I do?” she whispered to her partner.

      “I don’t know, just don’t startle them. I’m going to get some pictures of them, but it means you’ll be in the shots, too.” Yuri nodded her head. “You gonna be okay with that?”

      “Yes, if you will give me copies of them.”

      His eyes crinkled at the corners again before he peered through the lens of his camera and said, “Sure, you can have copies, but you’ll have to come to dinner with me.”

      There was no point in arguing. It was dinner. Besides, she was in the ocean. Who argued in front of dolphins?

      “Deal.”

      “Good, now just be natural. Swim in between them, maybe even go under for a bit.”

      “What if they bump me? I heard sometimes they can bump you quite hard in their playful state.”

      Again, the dolphin on her left, the one that had swum up next to her first, shook its head like it understood.

      “Our friend here says that’s not gonna happen.”

      “You speak dolphin now?”

      “Yes, ma’am, I do. I’m well versed in dolphin, sea turtle, and on occasion, I’ve been known to speak shark.”

      One of the dolphins made a sound as if it were laughing.

      “Whatever,” Yuri said before turning to face her new friends. She didn’t want her partner to see her smiling. He was quick with his comebacks, she’d give him that. Things had started off rocky between them, but here, in the middle of nowhere, two people became intimately connected. Yuri found she was okay with that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Macro lens

        

      

    

    
      Sven focused on his subject. Subjects, there are four of them. Right. The three dolphins and the mesmerizing woman that made his head hurt. She’d been abrasive with him in the beginning, and when he wouldn’t back down at her intimidation tactics, she’d stepped back. That she had the nerve to approach him at all meant she was worth talking to. Most women—and men—kept their distance. But she hadn’t. She’d walked right up to him and demanded that he not take her picture. Sven hadn’t been lying when he said he hadn’t taken her photo. But now, he wished he had. His camera was in love with her. Through his lens, he watched and captured all her beauty as she danced playfully with the three dolphins.

      Sven focused his lens on her as she swam around in circles. He wanted to capture her underneath the water as she played.

      “Dive under, I want to see if they will follow.”

      She did as he asked, going under, and sure enough, the dolphins followed. Like a choreographed dance, they surrounded her. Down she went until she touched the floor, then back up with all three mammals swimming in circles around her. When she surfaced, a huge smile was on her face. Sven snapped another picture.

      “Wow.”

      “Yeah, that’s never happened before,” Sven agreed. He’d never been able to capture beauty like this. He always got the shots right before or after, but never during. She swam closer. The dolphins took it as their cue to leave and swam in the opposite direction, farther out into the ocean.

      “What’s your name, photo guy?” she asked playfully. Sven couldn’t help but notice the way her breasts floated in the water. He shook his head for a moment and smiled in her direction, trying to remember that he needed to stay afloat, as well.

      “Sven. Sven Anders.”

      “Yuri Zublioli. Thanks for that. I didn’t know how much I needed the experience until they came along.”

      “I’d bow and offer my hand, but we’re in the water.”

      She smiled beautifully. “Noted.”

      Yuri squinted her eyes, and her head moved to the left as she looked over his shoulder. “We need to head back, it looks like the others are, as well.”

      He wanted to keep speaking to her, but she was right. Everyone was headed back toward the boat. Her voice sounded like a melody he was familiar with. Not too high–pitched, but bluesy with a hint of twang. An image of her underneath him as he worked her over popped into his mind and then quickly vanished. It was only dinner. He wasn’t going to go from one complication to another. Mel was moving out of his place while he was here. They’d both decided that things weren’t working out between them. He was always away on assignments, and she was constantly traveling for her shows. It’s only dinner, and I’m only here for a few days. He wasn’t looking for a quick hook-up or a connection of any kind. Just friendly company and easy conversation over a glass of wine.

      But when Yuri lifted her hand out of the water and gestured to the crew member on board the boat who helped her aboard, all thoughts of friendship vanished. Her warm, golden-brown skin glistened as the water slid down her toned legs and plump ass. No!

      Friends.

      Drinks.

      Conversation.

      That was it. Even if she had the body of a woman curved in all the right places, he wasn’t going there. He couldn’t be anything close to relationship material; his job wouldn’t allow it.

      Sven boarded the boat and took a seat next to his new friend. Yuri was drying off, and as she did, he couldn’t help but notice the elegant column of her neck, and her adorably small ears.

      “Can you even hear with those things?” he asked moments later, trying to break the trance her body currently had him in.

      “What do you mean, can I hear with those things?”

      Sven tugged gently on her lobe, and she smiled. He swore the sun shined brighter when the corners of her lips lifted. As if she weren’t just gifting him with her beauty, but like the entire day would be better because of it.

      Clearing his throat, he said, “I want to apologize about earlier.”

      “You mean about the pictures?”

      Sven swallowed.

      “That and the way I spoke to you.”

      “Why the change of attitude.”

      Dear God, she was going to make him say it. This was why he sucked at relationships. Sure, he could say all the right words, but then came the required actions. It was those that he failed at.

      “I had a change of heart. I’ve decided I want to be your friend.” And possibly lick between your thighs…if you’ll let me.

      Warmth lit her eyes before she gifted him with another smile. It was funny how the body and the mind worked. Proficiency at reading other people came with his job description. It was how he captured his moments. His pictures told stories. He didn’t know Yuri’s, but he wanted to find out the old-fashioned way. It was the first time in a long while that he wanted to step out from behind his lens and truly get to know someone.

      “Good to know, it will make having dinner with you somewhat bearable,” she joked, leaning into his shoulder playfully. A tingle shot up his arm where their skin touched, and all he could do was nod his head in agreement.

      Her eyes took hold of his, and for a moment, they stared at one another. His grandmother had told him there would be a moment when he locked gazes with his soul mate. That her eyes would be a window into everything he aspired to be—soul-deep. Shake it off. Old wives’ tale and nothing more. But even as he tried—and failed—to school his reactions, he reminded himself that he was here on vacation, to take in the sights, see what he could, and photograph what he wanted. Even if what he wanted was her.
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      The day was almost gone, but Sven took in the sights the island had to offer, and he did it with Yuri. Their chemistry was undeniable as they took in the lagoonarium and swam with the stingrays and various sea life. There were even some sharks. The ATV tours on Magic Mountain were breathtaking. Sven took shot after shot, and in each one, Yuri appeared. There was a couple at the top of the mountain just as the sun cast its fiery orange glow, signaling its departure. The man had his fingers in the woman’s hair as he kissed her deeply. Their embrace told a story of two people discovering their love.

      “Do you ever wonder what secrets hang between people?” Yuri asked softly. The light in her eyes dimmed as she looked at the couple. Sven lowered his camera and looked her way.

      “What kind of secrets?”

      “The kind that labels him a liar and her the victim. Or maybe she knew that he was trouble and went through with it anyway because she knew it would piss off her parents.”

      “Why would it piss off her parents?” Sven asked.

      “Oh, because they want
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