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​Introduction

​In the glass towers of Johannesburg’s business district, Don Mthethwa rules with precision and power. As the CEO of LinHaze Accounting Firm, he’s known for his discipline, immaculate suits, and his infamous no-nonsense attitude. Rules are his religion — and emotions? A distraction he cannot afford.

Then comes Naledi Khumalo, his new assistant. Shy, brilliant, and far too easily flustered, she’s everything Don swore he’d never tolerate in his office. From spilled coffee to nervous stutters, her first days are a disaster — yet something about her quiet determination begins to chip away at his icy walls.

In an environment built on professionalism, what starts as friction soon turns into something neither can control — a slow-burn attraction that threatens to blur every line Don has drawn between business and pleasure.

But beneath Naledi’s soft smile hides a painful past, and behind Don’s perfect composure lies an old heartbreak waiting to resurface. When old flames return, workplace whispers spread, and their relationship faces scrutiny, both must decide — is love worth risking everything they’ve built?

​Set against the backdrop of South Africa’s bustling corporate world, Kiss Me Already is a story of power, vulnerability, and two souls learning that love isn’t always neat... but it’s always worth the mess.
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​Chapter 1 – The Rules of LinHaze
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The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime that echoed through the marble lobby of LinHaze Accounting Firm. The morning air inside the thirty-second floor smelled faintly of coffee, printer ink, and tension — the kind that came from knowing Don Mthethwa was already in the building.

At exactly 06:55 a.m., Don stepped out of his private elevator, dressed in a charcoal grey suit so crisp it looked freshly ironed by angels. His polished shoes tapped against the tiles in even, disciplined beats. He carried no laptop bag, no extra items — only his phone and a black folder tucked neatly under his arm.

He didn’t believe in clutter.

He didn’t believe in excuses.

And he most certainly didn’t believe in lateness.

By 07:00, his office blinds opened automatically, allowing sunlight to spill across his spotless desk. The day’s schedule was already printed, aligned precisely at the top right corner of the table.

“Good morning, Mr. Mthethwa,” said Pearl, his executive secretary, standing at the door with a clipboard clutched like a shield.

“Morning,” Don said without looking up. He flipped through the financial report with quick, precise fingers. “Meeting with the board at nine. I want the updated tax projections before eight-thirty. And get the maintenance team to fix that flickering light near reception — it’s been three days.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And, Pearl,” he added, finally glancing up with sharp brown eyes, “tell HR to speed up the replacement for my assistant. I don’t pay for empty desks.”

“Yes, sir.”

Pearl nodded quickly and disappeared down the hallway.

Don took a deep breath, straightened his tie, and stared briefly at the city skyline beyond the glass. Johannesburg looked alive and chaotic — everything he wasn’t.

He turned back to his desk. Every file labeled, every paper in order. He thrived on control, and LinHaze was his empire of precision.

His father once told him, “Order is the difference between success and disaster.” Don had learned that lesson the hard way — in business, and in love.

Outside his office, whispers began to swirl as the rest of the employees arrived.

“Did you see him this morning? He was already in before seven,” one intern muttered, clutching her laptop like a lifeline.

“Of course he was. Mr. Mthethwa doesn’t sleep — he recharges on fear,” another replied, trying to joke but glancing nervously toward his glass office door.

Don’s assistant’s desk — once occupied by a cheerful young woman named Lindi — sat empty. Lindi hadn’t lasted two months. Her “minor mistake” of scheduling a client meeting for the wrong day had earned her a sharp lecture that sent her in tears to HR.

Now, that desk was a symbol. Everyone called it “the cursed chair.”

By 10:00 a.m., Pearl returned, followed closely by Mr. Naidoo, the HR manager — a man who always looked slightly out of breath, as if perpetually running to catch up with Don’s expectations.

“Good morning, sir,” Naidoo greeted, adjusting his tie nervously. “Just a quick update — we’ve finalized your new assistant. She starts tomorrow.”

Don didn’t look up from his laptop. “I wasn’t aware the position was filled.”

“We’ve been interviewing all week, sir. Excellent candidate — very efficient, strong academic background, punctual—”

“Everyone is punctual until I meet them,” Don cut in, typing as he spoke. “Name?”

“Uh... Naledi. Naledi Khumalo.”

Don finally looked up. “Khumalo?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Experience?”

“She previously worked in audit administration for a mid-size firm in Sandton. Her references speak highly of her organizational skills, attention to detail—”

Don raised an eyebrow. “Attention to detail, hmm? Let’s see if she can spell it under pressure.”

Naidoo chuckled weakly. “I’m confident you’ll find her capable, sir.”

“I’m confident I won’t,” Don replied, flipping the folder closed. “Send her file.”

“Yes, sir.”

Naidoo hesitated, glancing at Pearl, who gave him a subtle don’t argue look. Then he left, muttering something about prayer under his breath.

At 11:15, a team meeting began. Don stood at the head of the long glass table, speaking in his calm but commanding tone. His words sliced through the air with precision.

“Deadlines aren’t suggestions,” he said. “If you commit to a delivery date, you meet it. If you make a mistake, you own it. We are LinHaze, not amateurs playing with calculators.”

He could see the effect of his words — people straightened their backs, scribbled faster. Fear had a way of inspiring discipline.

Still, as he looked around the room, a small thought surfaced — one he quickly pushed away. Maybe I’ve become too rigid.

He caught himself immediately. Nonsense. Discipline built this firm. Discipline keeps it alive.

Later that afternoon, his office was quiet, except for the rhythmic tapping of his keyboard. Outside, the city’s noise was muffled by thick glass walls.

He paused for a moment, looking at the empty desk again. He didn’t miss the chatter or laughter of his previous assistant — he missed efficiency. He missed not having to check twice that files were labeled correctly.

He missed order.

He opened the HR email. The screen blinked to life with Naledi Khumalo’s personnel file.

Her ID photo appeared first — a young woman with warm brown skin, soft curls tied neatly, and wide, nervous eyes that didn’t quite meet the camera.

Something about her expression caught him — not beauty, but sincerity. She looked... gentle.

He frowned. Gentle doesn’t last here.

He scrolled through her résumé. Top of her accounting class. Two years in audit. Good references. One short gap in employment.

He caught that immediately. “Gap?” he muttered. “Why?”

Pearl glanced up from her desk outside. “Sir?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly. “Just reviewing the new assistant’s file.”

He leaned back in his chair, tapping the pen against his chin. She looks... fragile. Probably another soft-spoken intern who’ll cry after the first correction.

He exhaled slowly, annoyed by his own curiosity.

Across town, Naledi Khumalo was sitting at a small café, staring nervously at the confirmation email from LinHaze.


Congratulations, Miss Khumalo. You have been selected as the new Executive Assistant to Mr. Don Mthethwa, CEO of LinHaze Accounting Firm. Your first day will be Monday, 07:00 a.m. sharp.


Her stomach tightened. She’d heard rumors — everyone had.

Don Mthethwa, the Ice King. The man who fired people over typos.

“Sharp” meant sharp, not “around seven.”

Naledi took a deep breath and sipped her tea, trying to calm her nerves. She’d worked under strict managers before, but this was different. LinHaze was prestigious — landing this job was supposed to be a breakthrough for her career.

Still, a part of her whispered, You don’t belong there.

She shook the thought away. No — she did belong. She’d worked too hard, too long, to doubt herself now.

You’re not here to impress him, she reminded herself. You’re here to prove to yourself that you can handle anything.

She didn’t know it yet, but that resolution would soon be tested harder than she ever imagined.

Don finished reading Naledi’s file and closed it with a decisive snap.

“She starts tomorrow?”

“Yes, sir,” Pearl confirmed.

He stood, buttoning his jacket with deliberate precision. “Fine. Make sure her desk is cleared and organized before then. No clutter, no personal items.”

“Of course.”

“And tell maintenance to polish that desk — last thing I need is her complaining about dust.”

“Yes, sir.”

He turned toward the window, gazing out at the city again. The sunlight reflected off the high-rise buildings, a reminder of how far he’d come — and how far he intended to stay from distractions.

A flicker of something — maybe irritation, maybe curiosity — crossed his face.

He looked back at the HR folder one last time. His eyes landed on her name.

Naledi Khumalo.

A small, humorless smile tugged at his mouth.

“Let’s hope,” he murmured, “she lasts longer than the last one.”

​
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​Chapter 2 – Enter Naledi Khumalo
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The morning air outside LinHaze Accounting Firm felt colder than usual, even though the sun was already spilling over the glass towers of Johannesburg. Naledi Khumalo stood in front of the massive building, staring up at the silver letters that spelled LINHAZE ACCOUNTING FIRM, her stomach tightening with every passing second.

She checked her watch — 06:43 a.m.

Seventeen minutes early. That’s good, right?

Her palms were damp. She wiped them against her skirt and adjusted the collar of her crisp white blouse for the tenth time. Her new shoes pinched, her hair was tied in a neat bun that already felt too tight, and she’d barely slept the night before. Every time she closed her eyes, she’d imagined her new boss — the terrifying Don Mthethwa — pointing out her mistakes one by one.

It’s just a job, she told herself. You’ve had bosses before. You can handle him.

Still, her throat felt dry as she stepped inside the revolving glass doors. The lobby was silent except for the soft hum of the elevator and the faint echo of heels on marble.

At the reception desk, a woman with a sharp bob and even sharper eyeliner looked up.

“Morning,” she said politely. “You must be the new assistant.”

Naledi smiled nervously. “Yes, Naledi Khumalo. It’s my first day.”

The woman gave her a once-over that managed to be both friendly and pitying. “Welcome to LinHaze. Mr. Mthethwa’s office is on the thirty-second floor. Use the staff elevator on the left — and good luck.”

That last part made Naledi’s heart drop. “Thanks,” she murmured, not sure whether to feel reassured or terrified.

Inside the elevator, she pressed the button and exhaled slowly. Thirty-two floors. Thirty-two floors to calm down.

By the time the doors opened, her nerves had multiplied instead.

Everything on that floor gleamed — glass, chrome, polished wood. Employees moved with purpose, their voices low, their outfits immaculate. No laughter, no chatter. Just efficiency.

A tall woman in a navy skirt suit approached her. “You’re Naledi, right? I’m Pearl, Mr. Mthethwa’s executive secretary. Follow me.”

Naledi nodded quickly and tried to match Pearl’s brisk pace down the hallway.

Pearl stopped near a sleek glass office — Don’s. She turned, lowering her voice.

“Just a few things before you go in. Mr. Mthethwa likes punctuality, precision, and peace. He hates excuses, interruptions, and messy desks. Don’t enter his office unless he calls you. Don’t speak during meetings unless spoken to. And for heaven’s sake, don’t bring coffee near his files.”

Naledi blinked. “Got it.”

Pearl’s expression softened slightly. “You’ll be fine if you stay calm and organized. He can be... intense, but he respects good work.”

“Right,” Naledi whispered. “Calm and organized.”

She took one more deep breath. Her hand trembled as she lifted it to knock.

“Come in,” a deep voice called from inside.

Naledi pushed the door open and froze.

Don Mthethwa sat behind his desk, suit immaculate, gaze locked on a file. Sunlight framed him like some sort of corporate deity. He didn’t look up immediately — just motioned to the chair opposite him.

She stepped forward, her heels clicking nervously against the floor.

When he finally did look up, his eyes were sharper than she’d expected — calm but commanding, with the kind of intensity that made her forget what air felt like.

“Naledi Khumalo?”

“Yes, sir.” Her voice came out softer than she intended.

“Sit.”

She obeyed instantly.

He studied her for a long moment, scanning her file again. “Punctual. That’s a start.”

Naledi smiled faintly, unsure if it was a compliment.

“Your résumé says you’re organized,” he continued. “We’ll see if that’s true. This position requires precision. I don’t tolerate carelessness or unprofessional behavior. Understood?”

“Yes, Mr. Mthethwa.”

He nodded once, leaned back in his chair. “You’ll handle my schedule, calls, and correspondence. Pearl will brief you on procedures. You’ll start with organizing the audit reports on my desk.”

Naledi glanced at the stack — at least a hundred thick files arranged like bricks. “All of them?” she blurted before she could stop herself.

His gaze lifted sharply.

“I—I mean, yes, sir,” she corrected quickly.

He didn’t respond. He simply opened another folder, signaling the conversation was over.

Naledi stood, feeling her cheeks burn. Smooth start, Naledi. Real smooth.

Ten minutes later, Pearl was showing her around.

“You’ll need your staff ID to access certain floors,” Pearl said, handing her a temporary card. “Your permanent one will be ready by lunch.”

Naledi slipped it into her blazer pocket — or so she thought.

When she got back to her desk, she reached for it again and realized it was gone.

“Oh no, not now,” she whispered, frantically searching her bag, her folder, her skirt pockets. Nothing.

She retraced her steps back to the copier room, the hall, the reception — no luck.

By the time she got back to her desk, Pearl was already walking toward her.

“Mr. Mthethwa wants those reports delivered to his office.”

Naledi grabbed the files and nodded, heart pounding. Please don’t let him ask for the ID. Please—

The security scanner beeped red when she tried to open his office door.

Pearl blinked. “Where’s your card?”

Naledi’s voice barely rose above a whisper. “It was... just here.”

Pearl sighed softly. “I’ll buzz you in this time. Just... try not to lose things. He notices everything.”

Fantastic. Day one, and I’ve already failed at existing. We 

By 10:15 a.m., she had managed to organize about half the audit reports. Her hands were shaking slightly from hunger and nerves.

Pearl appeared again. “He’ll want his coffee soon. Black, two sugars. The kitchen is down the hall.”

Naledi nodded quickly. “I can handle that.”

The smell of freshly brewed coffee was comforting. She poured carefully, double-checked the sugar, and balanced the cup on a saucer.

You’ve got this, she told herself as she walked back toward his office.

She didn’t notice Don stepping out at the same moment, holding a stack of files.

They collided.

The cup tipped.

Hot coffee splashed across his sleeve and the front of his folder.

“Oh my goodness! I’m so sorry!” Naledi gasped, grabbing tissues from her desk.

Don froze. His jaw clenched.

“Stop,” he said quietly. Too quietly.

She froze mid-motion, tissues trembling in her hand.

His voice was calm, but his eyes were icy. “Rule number one, Miss Khumalo: never carry liquids near client documents.”

“I—It was an accident, sir. I didn’t see—”

“Exactly,” he cut in. “You didn’t see. You need to pay attention. At LinHaze, accidents cost clients. And clients pay us to be perfect.”

The entire floor had gone silent. Heads were turning.

Naledi swallowed hard, cheeks flaming. “Yes, sir. It won’t happen again.”

“I should hope not,” he said, then turned and walked back into his office, shutting the door firmly behind him.

Pearl hurried over, whispering, “Don’t take it personally. Everyone gets the Mthethwa treatment at least once.”

Naledi nodded mutely, blinking away the sting in her eyes.

By lunchtime, she had gathered the courage to deliver the corrected reports. She knocked on his door.

“Enter,” came that same calm tone.

She stepped in carefully this time, keeping a safe distance from his desk.

“Reports are ready, sir.”

He didn’t look up. “Place them there.”

She did so, silently counting her breaths.

As she turned to leave, he finally spoke. “You forgot your ID again.”

She froze.

He gestured toward the file tray where her temporary card sat neatly on top. “You dropped it outside earlier. The janitor brought it in.”

Her face burned. “Thank you, sir. I’ll be more careful.”

“See that you are.”

For a moment, his gaze softened — just a flicker. But it was gone before she could be sure she’d seen it.

By 5:00 p.m., the office began to empty. Naledi sat at her desk, exhausted, staring at the city lights flickering on outside. She had survived her first day — barely.

Her blouse had a faint coffee stain, her shoes pinched, and her pride had taken multiple hits. But deep down, beneath the embarrassment, a tiny spark of determination began to burn.

He embarrassed me, she thought. He scolded me in front of everyone. But I won’t give him the satisfaction of quitting.

She looked at Don’s closed office door. Behind it, he sat reviewing reports, his expression unreadable.

She’s clumsy, Don thought, flipping a page. Nervous. But she didn’t cry. That’s... something.

He didn’t realize he was smiling faintly until he caught himself and quickly straightened his face.

Outside, Naledi gathered her things, squared her shoulders, and whispered under her breath as she stepped into the elevator —

“He won’t scare me off.”
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Chapter 3 – Clash of Temperaments
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The morning sun filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of LinHaze Accounting Firm, gleaming against glass desks and chrome details. Everything looked perfect — as Don Mthethwa demanded.

Everything, except for the report in front of him.

“Miss Khumalo,” Don said, his tone slicing through the quiet like a paper cut. “What is this?”

Naledi froze in front of his desk, hands clasped tightly together. “That’s the quarterly report summary you asked for, sir.”

He lifted his eyes slowly. “And you thought this—” he tapped the pages sharply, “—was acceptable?”

Her stomach dropped. She had stayed up until midnight working on that summary.

“I... followed the format you mentioned,” she said softly.

He leaned back in his chair, folding his arms. “The format, yes. But not the execution. Look at your alignment. The spacing is inconsistent. Your font size fluctuates between paragraphs. And this”—he pointed to a handwritten note on the margin—“is barely legible.”

Naledi swallowed hard. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll fix it right away.”

He didn’t look satisfied. “You will. But you’ll also learn that presentation matters as much as accuracy. If you can’t take pride in the details, you don’t belong here.”

The sting of his words made her cheeks burn. Around them, the open office floor hummed with the sound of keyboards and whispered gossip. Naledi could almost feel the pitying eyes of coworkers who knew the CEO’s reputation — Don Mthethwa, the perfectionist tyrant of LinHaze.

She gathered the papers quickly, nodding. “Understood, Mr. Mthethwa.”

As she turned to leave, his voice followed her. “And Miss Khumalo—next time, proofread before handing in your work. I expect better.”

She bit her lip. He didn’t even say thank you.

Back at her desk, Naledi sank into her chair, exhaling slowly. Pearl from HR passed by and gave her a sympathetic look.

“Rough morning?” Pearl whispered.

Naledi forced a smile. “You could say that.”

Pearl smirked. “Don’t take it personally. He once made a manager redo a whole proposal because the title wasn’t centered.”

“That doesn’t make it better,” Naledi muttered.

Pearl chuckled softly. “True. But if you survive him for a month, you’ll survive anything.”

Naledi didn’t reply. She was trying not to cry — not from hurt, but frustration. She had worked hard to get this job, to prove she belonged in a place as competitive as LinHaze. But Don Mthethwa made her feel small, clumsy, invisible.

Still... she couldn’t ignore the way he looked at her sometimes. That sharp gaze that lingered for just a second too long. It made her heart race in ways she didn’t understand — or want to.

Later that afternoon, she took a file to his office.

“Come in,” he said without looking up from his laptop. His voice was smooth, low — infuriatingly calm.

“I’ve corrected the report,” Naledi said, placing the file neatly on his desk.

He finally looked up, eyes flicking from the file to her face. “Good. Let’s see if it’s improved.”

She stood there, hands clasped in front of her, as he scanned through the pages. The silence stretched.

“It’s... better,” he said eventually.

She blinked. Did he just—was that a compliment?

“But,” he continued, “your email summaries are still too wordy. And the way you sign off—‘Kind regards’—it sounds uncertain. Be concise, Miss Khumalo. Confidence inspires trust.”

Naledi’s patience snapped a little. “With respect, Mr. Mthethwa, I thought professionalism inspired trust.”

The words slipped out before she could stop them.

Don’s brows lifted — not in anger, but surprise. “Excuse me?”

She swallowed, pulse hammering in her throat. “I meant that... I am professional, sir. I follow the instructions given. But perhaps confidence comes with time.”

He leaned back slowly, studying her. There it was — that flicker of defiance he hadn’t expected from the timid woman who spilled coffee on his shoes two days ago.

For a long, heavy moment, he said nothing. Then: “Noted.”

Naledi nodded, retreating quickly before she said something else she might regret.

As soon as the door closed, Don let out a quiet breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

So the little mouse has a backbone, he thought, almost amused.

He shouldn’t have been intrigued — but he was. He admired precision, order, discipline. And yet something about her nervous energy fascinated him. The way she bit her lip when concentrating, or how her voice trembled but her eyes refused to back down.

He scowled, shaking off the thought. She’s your assistant, Don. Keep it professional.

The day dragged on with endless meetings. By 6 p.m., the office was nearly empty, except for the faint tapping of a keyboard from down the hall.

Don noticed the sound as he stepped out of his office, jacket slung over his arm.

He followed it and found Naledi still at her desk, surrounded by papers and a half-finished cup of coffee. Her hair had escaped from its bun, curling gently around her face.

“Miss Khumalo?”

She jumped slightly, looking up. “Mr. Mthethwa! I—I’m just finalizing the client report for tomorrow.”

He glanced at the time. “It’s after six.”

“I know, sir, but I wanted to make sure it’s perfect this time.”

Her words were soft but determined. For once, there was no nervousness in them.

Don hesitated, then walked closer. “Show me.”

She blinked. “Sir?”

“The report. Let’s review it now.”

Naledi shifted aside as he leaned over her desk. His cologne — sharp cedar and something darker — made her pulse flutter. He stood so close she could feel the warmth radiating from him.

She pointed to the document on the screen. “I adjusted the figures according to the audit notes and reformatted the summary table.”

He studied it silently. “Hmm.”

She turned to look at him. “Hmm, good or hmm, terrible?”

The corner of his mouth twitched. “Adequate. Better than your first attempt.”

She smiled slightly. “I’ll take adequate. It’s progress.”

That made him glance down at her — really look at her. The glow from the screen lit her face, softening her features. Her lashes fluttered as she focused, and for a fleeting moment, Don wondered what she’d look like without the exhaustion and tension.

Stop it, he warned himself. She’s your employee.

He straightened abruptly. “Good work. Send it before you leave.”

“Yes, sir.”

He turned to leave but paused at the door. “And Miss Khumalo—don’t stay too late. You’ll make the rest of us look bad.”

Naledi’s lips curved in surprise. “Is that your way of saying thank you?”

He glanced over his shoulder. “Don’t push your luck.”

But the faint amusement in his tone didn’t escape her.

After he left, Naledi sat there for a while, staring at the document she’d worked so hard on. She should’ve felt proud, but instead, her heart was doing strange flips.

Why do I care what he thinks? she thought, frustrated. He’s impossible. Cold. Arrogant.

Yet somehow, the idea that she’d managed to make him almost—almost—smile made her chest feel warm.

She saved the file and shut down her computer.

As she packed her things, she noticed a note placed neatly on her desk. It was written in Don’s unmistakably precise handwriting.


“Good improvement. Attention to detail noted. — D.M.”


She blinked in surprise. A compliment? From
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