
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


CEO Falls for His New Personal Chef
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Chapter 1 – First Impressions

[image: ]




Alex Mercer checked his watch for the fifth time in ten minutes. His penthouse office, sleek and minimalistic, felt colder than usual. Maybe it was the gray clouds pressing against the floor-to-ceiling windows, or maybe it was the gnawing thought that his life had somehow become all work and no flavor—literally.

He needed a personal chef. Someone who could whip up meals worthy of his hectic schedule, someone competent, someone... competent. That word echoed in his head. Competence was non-negotiable.

The knock on the door startled him.

“Come in,” he called, his tone crisp, commanding.

The door opened to reveal a young woman, mid-20s, with hair pulled back in a practical ponytail and eyes that were too bright for this dreary Monday morning. She carried herself with an air of quiet confidence, but Alex caught the subtle tremor of nerves in her fingers.

“Good morning, Mr. Mercer,” she said, her voice steady, polite, but not timid. “I’m Sophie Lane. Thank you for seeing me today.”

Alex gestured to the chair opposite his desk. “Please, have a seat.” He studied her silently as she perched gracefully on the edge. Everything about her said ‘capable,’ but there was a spark of defiance in her eyes that made his chest tighten in an unfamiliar way.

“So,” he began, leaning back in his chair, fingers steepled. “Why should I hire you? There are plenty of chefs out there. Talented chefs. Experienced chefs. You... seem young.”

Sophie’s lips quirked into a half-smile. “I might be young, Mr. Mercer, but I know my way around a kitchen. And I don’t just cook—I plan, I organize, I make sure everything runs smoothly. You want meals on time and perfect? I can guarantee that.”

Alex raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite himself. She wasn’t just confident; she radiated a rare sense of independence. He had met many people who knew how to flatter him, but few who dared to speak plainly.

“Alright,” he said, leaning forward, elbows on the desk. “Tell me about a dish that represents you as a chef.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up. “I’d say my signature is a truffle-infused mushroom risotto. It’s simple, elegant, and takes patience—just like life. You can’t rush it, but if you do it right, the result is unforgettable.”

Alex’s chest tightened again, but this time for a different reason. Her metaphor was almost... charming. Dangerous, even.

He made a mental note: she might be trouble. He didn’t do trouble. He controlled everything—his empire, his office, even his meals. But this woman... she was unflinching, unbending, and somehow intriguing.

“Very well, Sophie,” he said, standing and offering a measured smile. “You’ll start on Monday. Don’t disappoint me.”

Sophie stood, her own smile confident. “I won’t, Mr. Mercer. You’ll see.”

As she left, Alex stared at the closed door. A strange feeling curled in his chest—part anticipation, part unease. He wasn’t used to uncertainty. But somehow, he didn’t mind it.

And as he looked out at the city below, he realized that for the first time in a long time, he might actually look forward to coming home.
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Chapter 2 – The Job Offer
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Monday arrived with a crisp chill in the air, but Alex Mercer’s penthouse kitchen had no time to notice the weather. It gleamed like a showroom—stainless steel, polished counters, and the faint smell of lemon cleaner. Everything was perfect, except, of course, the meals. That was Sophie Lane’s domain now.
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