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  Unexpected Reunion at Sunset Harbor
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Teresa Whimer gripped the leather steering wheel a fraction tighter as the sleek resort came into view. Sunset Harbor sprawled across the cliffside like something carved from salt and gold, its white stone walls glowing in the late afternoon light. She had rehearsed this arrival for the entire drive up the coast. Professional smile. Confident posture. Guarded heart. Four years of building her event planning empire had taught her exactly how to wear control like armor. 
She slid out of the car and handed the keys to the waiting valet, the ocean breeze immediately catching the edges of her tailored cream blouse. Her shoulder-length auburn hair swayed against her neck. She smoothed her pencil skirt over her toned hips, the result of too many early-morning yoga sessions meant to burn off memories she refused to name. At thirty-four she looked every bit the successful woman she had become. No one needed to know the parts of her that still ached in the quiet hours.
The lobby smelled of citrus polish and sea air. Massive windows framed a perfect view of the harbor where sailboats bobbed like elegant toys. Crystal chandeliers caught the light and scattered it across marble floors. Teresa allowed herself one slow breath. This was a high-profile wedding. Lexy Valiant came from serious money and even more serious connections. Flawless execution would mean more clients like her. Teresa would not allow anything to interfere.
She approached the long reception desk with her practiced stride. The young woman behind it offered a warm smile.
"Welcome to Sunset Harbor, Ms. Whimer. We're so glad you're here. Your suite is ready, and the bride has left a welcome packet. The Valiant wedding is our priority event this week."
Teresa nodded, sliding her credit card across the polished surface even though the client was covering expenses. "Thank you. I'll need to coordinate with the wedding party immediately. Is the full group checked in?"
The receptionist tapped at her screen. "Most of them arrived yesterday. Ms. Valiant and her fiancé are in the presidential villa. The best man, Dr. Harold Breks, has the ocean suite on the third floor. He's already confirmed the rehearsal dinner details with our staff."
The name hit Teresa like a rogue wave.
Harold Breks.
Her ex-husband.
Her fingers tightened on the edge of the desk. For one dangerous second the lobby tilted. Four years. Four years since the papers were signed, since she'd walked away from the man who chose his surgical schedule over their marriage every single time. She had rebuilt everything. The business. The apartment with the perfect ocean view in a different city. The walls around her heart. And now he was here. As best man.
"Ms. Whimer?" The receptionist looked concerned. "Are you all right?"
Teresa forced her professional mask back into place. "Perfectly. Thank you. I'll review the packet in my suite and begin site assessments immediately."
She accepted the key card and the thick folder, her pulse hammering against her throat. The elevators were to her left. She turned toward them with measured steps, willing her legs to stay steady. This was a job. Nothing more. She had organized galas for senators and celebrity baby showers. She could certainly handle one weekend with the man who used to make her scream his name in their old king-sized bed.
The thought sent an unwelcome flush of heat across her skin. She shoved it down hard.
The elevator doors opened with a soft chime. Teresa stepped inside and pressed the button for the fourth floor. Just as the doors began to slide shut, a strong hand caught them.
She knew that hand. She had traced every vein, every tendon, with her tongue more times than she could count.
Harold Breks stepped into the elevator like he owned the air itself. Tall. Muscular in that quiet way surgeons developed from long hours and disciplined gym time. His dark wavy hair was impeccably styled, a few strands falling across his forehead as if defying the grooming. Those piercing blue eyes locked onto her instantly.
Time folded in on itself.
Teresa felt the old pull low in her belly, a treacherous clench that had nothing to do with professionalism. He wore a charcoal button-down with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, exposing forearms corded with muscle. The top button was undone, revealing the hollow of his throat she used to bite when she rode him.
His gaze traveled over her in one deliberate sweep. She saw the micro-expression flicker across his chiseled jaw. Recognition. Heat. Something darker that he masked almost immediately.
"Teresa." His voice was exactly as she remembered. Smooth. Low. The kind of timbre that used to make her wet with a single word.
She lifted her chin. "Harold."
The doors closed. They were alone in the small space that suddenly felt far too intimate. The elevator began its smooth ascent. Teresa could smell his cologne. That same expensive scent that used to cling to their sheets for days after he left for the hospital at dawn.
He leaned against the wall, studying her. "I didn't know you were the planner Lexy hired. She never mentioned a name."
"I didn't know you were the best man." Her words came out sharper than intended. She adjusted her tone, forcing cool politeness into it. "Small world. Or cruel. One of the two."
A ghost of a smile touched his lips. Not warm. Not quite teasing. Something hungrier. "You look good, Tess. Really good."
The nickname landed like a spark against dry tinder. No one else had ever called her Tess. Not like that. Not with that particular gravel in their throat. She felt her nipples tighten against the lace of her bra and hated her body for its betrayal.
"It's Teresa. And you look exactly the same." She kept her voice even. "Still playing the dedicated surgeon while someone else handles the real life details?"
His blue eyes darkened. She saw the old tension flare there, the push and pull that had defined their last year of marriage. But he didn't rise to the bait. Instead he stepped closer, crowding her without touching. The heat of his body rolled over her skin.
"I'm here for my oldest friend. Nothing more." His gaze dropped to her mouth for a fraction of a second. "Though it appears the universe has other plans."
Teresa's breath caught. She could feel the old attraction licking at the edges of her carefully constructed walls. The way his shoulders filled out his shirt. The sharp line of his jaw. The memory of how that jaw had felt between her thighs, how he used to hold her down and feast on her until she begged.
She shifted her weight, pressing her thighs together. The movement did not go unnoticed. Harold's nostrils flared slightly.
"Still fighting it?" he murmured, voice pitched for her ears alone. "Even after all this time?"
"There is nothing to fight." She met his eyes directly, refusing to back down even as her pulse throbbed between her legs. "We're both professionals. This is Lexy's wedding. I intend to make it perfect. That means we will be civil, we will collaborate when necessary, and we will stay out of each other's way the rest of the time."
The elevator dinged. Fourth floor. Her floor.
She stepped forward, but he didn't move immediately. For one electric moment their bodies were close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his chest. Close enough to remember exactly how it felt to be pinned beneath that chest while he drove into her with the kind of focused intensity only a surgeon could possess.
"Civil," he repeated. The word sounded filthy coming from his mouth. "If that's what you need to tell yourself, Tess."
She brushed past him, shoulder grazing his arm. The contact sent a jolt straight to her core. Her suite was to the right. She walked without looking back, though every cell in her body screamed to turn around and drink in the sight of him again.
Inside her room she closed the door and leaned against it, eyes closed. Her heart hammered. Her skin felt too tight. Four years of distance had done nothing to dull the raw chemistry that had always existed between them. If anything the time apart had sharpened it into something almost painful.
She crossed to the wide balcony and slid the glass door open. The ocean stretched out below, painted in hues of rose and gold by the setting sun. Somewhere in the resort Harold was probably already texting his groomsman buddies or reviewing patient charts on his laptop. The thought made her chest tighten with familiar resentment.
Yet her body remembered other truths. The way he used to look at her right before he took control. The way his hands could be gentle and ruthless in the same breath. The way he used to whisper filthy praise against her ear while he fucked her so thoroughly she forgot her own name.
Teresa gripped the balcony railing. "Professional," she whispered to the wind. "Guarded. You are not that woman anymore."
But even as she said the words, she knew they were only half true. The moment their eyes had met in the elevator, the old fire had roared back to life. Harold Breks still knew exactly how to get under her skin. And if the hunger in his gaze was any indication, he felt it too.
Her phone buzzed. Lexy Valiant's name flashed across the screen. Teresa answered with the bright, capable voice she had perfected over years of handling crises.
"Lexy, hi. I'm on property and just getting settled. Everything looks beautiful so far."
The bride's warm laugh floated through the speaker. "Teresa, I'm so glad you're here. Listen, I wanted to give you a heads-up. The best man is my fiancé's best friend from residency. Dr. Harold Breks. He's incredibly organized for a surgeon, so he might try to help whether you want him to or not. I hope that's not a problem?"
Teresa stared at the horizon, watching the sun bleed into the water. "No problem at all," she lied smoothly. "I've handled more difficult personalities than a doctor who thinks he knows everything. We'll make this the wedding of the year."
She ended the call and slipped the phone back into her pocket. Below her, guests wandered the terrace paths winding toward the private beach. Somewhere among them was the man who had once been her husband. The man whose touch could still make her tremble if she let him get close enough.
Teresa squared her shoulders. She would review the timeline, walk the ceremony site, and prepare her notes for tomorrow's joint meeting with the couple. She would be impeccable. She would be distant. And if Harold Breks thought their shared history gave him any advantage, he was about to learn exactly how much she had changed.
Even if her traitor body still reacted to him like he was the only man who had ever known how to make it sing.
She turned back toward the suite, catching her reflection in the glass door. Green eyes bright with unresolved tension. Full lips pressed into a determined line. The confident posture of a woman who refused to break.
Let the wedding chaos begin, she thought. She would not let old flames consume her again.
But deep down, in the part of her she refused to acknowledge, a small voice whispered that some fires were never truly extinguished. They only waited for the right spark.
And Harold Breks had always been her most dangerous spark.






  
  Coordinating Chaos and Sharp Banter
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Teresa adjusted the strap of her leather portfolio and strode into the resort's private conference room with her chin high. Sunlight poured through floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the harbor. A long mahogany table dominated the space, already scattered with floral samples, seating charts, and timeline printouts. She had spent the night reviewing every detail until her eyes burned. Professional. Guarded. In control. The encounter in the elevator yesterday had shaken her more than she cared to admit, but today she would not let Harold see a single crack in her armor. 
Lexy Valiant arrived first, her long dark curls bouncing as she pulled Teresa into a warm hug. The bride's curvaceous figure was wrapped in a vibrant sundress that matched her playful smile. "Teresa, you are a lifesaver. Everything is perfect so far, but I need your magic to keep my mother from changing the centerpieces again."
"That's what I'm here for," Teresa replied, returning the smile. She set out her tablet and color-coded notes. "We'll lock in the final details today. No chaos allowed."
The door opened again. Harold entered with Lexy's fiancé, Michael, a tall man with an easy laugh. Harold looked devastating in a crisp white shirt and tailored slacks that hugged his muscular thighs. His piercing blue eyes found Teresa immediately. That commanding gaze lingered a beat too long on the fitted blouse that clung to her toned athletic build. She felt it like a physical touch, low in her belly, a traitorous warmth spreading between her
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