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In the depths of my life's journey, I've traversed a furnace of unimaginable pain, forged by the flames of betrayal and deception. This is my story, a testament to the trials I've faced and the strength I've discovered within myself. The wounds run deep, carved by the treachery of someone I once considered a sister, a bond that was supposed to be unbreakable. But behind the façade of friendship, a serpent lay in wait, biding its time to strike. The venom of her betrayal coursed through my veins, leaving scars that would take a lifetime to heal. Yet, in the aftermath of that darkness, I found a voice, a story that demands to be told. This book is my truth, a chronicle of survival, resilience, and the unyielding quest for healing in a world where the line between love and poison can become perilously blurred.
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No age preference on this Book. The story from the Author is told short and simple. The Book title is " A Heart Wounded " . It is a non-fiction narrative story, and the greatest care has been taken to see that no difficult sentence structures are used.

CONTENTS

About Nikita Noxhuma 

Her confidence pledge

Her challenging times

Book chapters - Story narration 

Poem

Quotes

Words of wisdom 

ABOUT NIKITA 

Nikita is a beacon of kindness and compassion, touching the lives of those around her with her loving nature. As a giver, she selflessly shares her time, energy, and resources with others, always putting their needs before her own. Her exceptional intelligence and sharp mind make her a valuable asset in any situation, but it's her heart that truly sets her apart. With a caring and sharing spirit, Nikita brings people together, fostering a sense of community and understanding. Her presence is a gift, and her kindness inspires others to be their best selves. She's a true gem.

CONFIDENCE PLEDGE 

I pledge to believe in myself and my abilities, embracing challenges with confidence and resilience. I will focus on my strengths, celebrate my achievements, and learn from my setbacks. With self-assurance and determination, I will pursue my goals and dreams, unafraid to take risks and step outside my comfort zone. I am capable, I am strong, and I am confident in my potential to succeed. I trust myself, my values, and my vision, and I will strive to make a positive impact in the world around me, one step at a time, with confidence and courage.

CHALLENGING TIMES

––––––––
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Nikita's challenging times were a crucible of pain and betrayal. She had generously opened her heart to someone she considered a sister, offering support and a shoulder to cry on. Unbeknownst to her, this friend harboured a serpent's heart, waiting to strike. The flames of life's cruelty engulfed her as this supposed sister turned on her, becoming her worst enemy. Nikita's trust and kindness were exploited, leaving her scarred and questioning her judgment. The experience was a harsh lesson in the dangers of blind trust, but Nikita's resilience would ultimately help her rise from the ashes. Betrayal cut deep.

" A Heart Wounded "

This is my story, a painful reminder of the scars that remain etched in my heart. It began when I was just 10 years old, in grade 5 at primary school. I was a top student, excelling in all subjects, while there was a girl named "Neneti" in my class who struggled to keep up. The teachers were impatient, and my peers mocked her, labeling her a "dumb student." I saw the loneliness in her eyes and felt a pang of sympathy. Without hesitation, I stepped forward, volunteering to be her tutor during spare periods and after school. As we spent more time together, I discovered her potential and helped her grow. But little did I know, this act of kindness would sow seeds of betrayal that would wound my heart for years to come. The memories of our time together and the pain that followed will forever be a part of me. As our bond deepened, she would often seek my guidance whenever she struggled with her subjects. Despite the challenges of teaching someone who grasped concepts slowly, I refused to give up. With patience and perseverance, I worked tirelessly to help her understand and catch up on her lessons. Her determination and eagerness to learn inspired me, and I saw her potential begin to unfold. Through our journey together, I learnt the value of empathy, kindness, and the impact of mentorship. Though it wasn't easy, the rewards were immeasurable. Our connection grew stronger with each passing day, and I became more than just a tutor – I was a friend, a confidante, and a source of support. I had no idea that this investment in her life would later become a defining moment in my own story, one that would test my resilience and shape my perspective on trust, loyalty, and the complexities of human relationships.

As the years passed, our bond remained unbroken. Though we parted ways in the classroom when she repeated a grade, I didn't abandon her. Instead, I continued to be her rock, offering a listening ear and a supportive presence. She would confide in me during her struggles, and I became her safe heaven, a shoulder to cry on. I stood by her through thick and thin, providing guidance and encouragement whenever she needed it. Our connection transcended the traditional teacher-student relationship, evolving into a deep and abiding friendship. I was her pillar of strength, her confidant, and her trusted ally. Through life's ups and downs, I remained a constant source of comfort and support, proud to have played a meaningful role in her life. Little did I know, however, that this selfless act of kindness would eventually be met with betrayal, testing the very foundation of our bond. As I navigated the challenges of secondary school, our bond remained a constant. While I excelled in grade 11, she faced her own struggles in grade 8. Despite the natural drift that often comes with new friendships and changing environments, I made a conscious effort to stay connected with her. I didn't let the passage of time or the demands of adolescence dilute our relationship. Instead, I continued to be the Nikita she knew and loved – compassionate, supportive, and genuinely invested in her well-being. I remained her safe haven, a trusted friend who would listen without judgment and offer guidance when needed. Through life's ups and downs, I stood by her, unwavering in my commitment to our friendship. My heart remained open, and I continued to nurture our bond, never imagining that the very kindness and loyalty I showed her would one day be twisted and turned against me.

In her darkest hour, she turned to me for refuge. With tears streaming down her face, she poured out her heart, sharing the painful truth of her home life. Her parents, who were supposed to be her safe haven, had turned against her, disowning and abusing her – both physically and emotionally. They branded her a rebellious child, but she swore her innocence, claiming she was merely a victim of their wrath. As she narrated her sad story, I listened with compassion and empathy, offering her a shoulder to cry on. I became her sanctuary, a place where she could find solace and comfort. Without hesitation, I opened my heart and home to her, providing her with the love, care, and support she so desperately needed. In that moment, I became more than just a friend – I was her guardian angel, her protector, and her source of hope.Raised in a Christian family where love and compassion reign supreme, I knew exactly what to do when my friend found herself homeless and heartbroken. I shared her story with my family, and my mother and grandmother's faces lit up with empathy. Without hesitation, they suggested she come live with us until her family forgave her and welcomed her back home. I extended the offer to her, and her face lit up with gratitude. She accepted, and we welcomed her into our home with open arms. As she settled in, our family grew to love her like one of our own. My parents, grandparents, and siblings showered her with kindness, patience, and understanding. She flourished in our loving environment, and for a while, her troubles seemed to fade away. Our home became a sanctuary, a place where she could heal and find peace. Little did we know, however, that this act of love and kindness would be tested in ways we never could have imagined.

The next day, my grandmother visited her family to extend an olive branch and inform them that their daughter was safe with us. However, the response from her father was shocking. With a tone of disdain, he said, "You can keep her. She left on her own accord, refusing to obey our rules. One day you'll see the kind of child she is – good at badmouthing her parents to get her way." My grandmother was taken aback by the venom in his words, but our family decided to continue providing her a safe haven, determined to show her love and support despite her family's rejection. We chose to focus on healing her wounds, rather than judging her circumstances. As she settled deeper into our home, we grew more convinced that every child deserves love, acceptance, and a second chance – no matter what their past may hold. As the year drew to a close, she bid farewell to our home, opting to stay with another family member. Though she was no longer under our roof, our bond remained strong, and we continued to stay in touch. During holidays, she'd return to our home, seeking refuge from the painful memories of her family's abuse. Her visits were always met with open arms, and our home remained a sanctuary where she could find peace. As I navigated my final year of high school, I made it a point to encourage her, reminding her that age is just a number and that perseverance is key to success. Despite the challenges she faced, I urged her to stay focused on her education, and she would often smile, grateful for the support. Our age difference – I was 17 in grade 12, and she was 18 in grade 9 – didn't matter; what mattered was the love and support we shared. I was proud to be a source of strength for her, and I knew that together, we could overcome any obstacle.

It happened during my matric year, on a Saturday when I attended the school's athletic sports day with friends, including her. As we watched the events, a boy from another school, seemingly around my age, appeared at our spot, fixated on getting my attention. I chose to ignore him, and eventually, he left. As the boy walked away, I breathed a sigh of relief, grateful that the awkward encounter had ended. My friends, including her, noticed the brief interaction and teased me about the boy's obvious interest. We laughed it off and refocused on the sports events unfolding before us. The atmosphere was electric, with students cheering on their favorite teams and athletes competing with all their might. As the day went on, my friend and I bonded over our shared love of sports, discussing the merits of different teams and athletes. She was impressed by my knowledge, and I was
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