
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SISTERS OF A CURSED BLOODLINE

    

    
      First edition. October 1, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227520579

    

    
    
      Written by Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SISTERS OF

A CURSED BLOODLINE

[image: ]




A STOLEN INHERITANCE, A FATE OF RELUCTANCE,TURNED INTO RESILIENCE AND FORGED THEIR BRILLIANCE.
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Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi

Dedication

This book is dedicated to all those who have faced adversity, betrayal, and loss, yet found the strength to rise above it all. To the resilient souls who turned their pain into power and their dreams into reality—may your journey inspire others to do the same.

To our parents, who live on in our hearts and in the legacy we’ve built. You may be gone, but your love and strength continue to guide us.

And to the bond of sisterhood, stronger than any obstacle, more enduring than any challenge—this is for you.
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Introduction
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In the heart of Johannesburg, beneath the glittering skyline and bustling streets, lies a world often hidden from view—a world where stories of struggle, survival, and resilience unfold in the shadows. This is the story of three sisters, triplets bound not only by blood but by the shared tragedy that defined their lives from the moment they took their first breath.

Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile were born into a world that seemed determined to cast them aside. Their mother died giving them life, and their father, devastated by the news, perished in a car accident just hours later. Orphaned within a day, the triplets were left vulnerable, their fate entrusted to the hands of those who would rather see them as tools for their own gain than as children deserving of love and care.

Taken in by the Shamase family, who saw their inheritance as an opportunity to enrich themselves, the sisters grew up in an environment of neglect and exploitation. Their father’s side of the family, the Dlaminis, refused to take them in, claiming poverty and old grudges as reasons to turn away from the innocent girls who had lost everything.

But from these harsh beginnings, a fire was kindled in the hearts of the triplets—a fire fueled by the desire to understand their past, to uncover the truth about their parents' deaths, and to break free from the chains that had been placed upon them. As they journeyed from childhood into adulthood, Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile would face trials that would test their bond, challenge their resolve, and push them to the brink of despair.

Yet, through it all, they would discover that their greatest strength lay not in the wealth they eventually amassed, but in the unbreakable bond they shared. This is a story of betrayal and redemption, of loss and empowerment, and of three sisters who refused to let their circumstances define them. Instead, they forged their own path, built their own legacy, and in the process, became more than survivors—they became conquerors.

Welcome to their journey.
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Part 1

Chapter 1: The Day of Tragedy
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The sun rose over Johannesburg, casting its warm golden light on the bustling city. The streets were alive with the sounds of traffic, vendors setting up their stalls, and the distant hum of life in motion. But inside a small, crowded hospital, time seemed to stand still for Nomthandazo Dlamini. She lay in a stark, white hospital bed, her breath coming in shallow, labored gasps as waves of pain coursed through her body.

This was supposed to be the happiest day of her life. She and her husband, Themba Shamase, had been overjoyed when they learned they were expecting triplets. It was a rare and wondrous blessing, one that had filled their hearts with anticipation. But as the labor dragged on, an ominous feeling settled over the delivery room.

The nurses and doctors moved with urgent precision around Nomthandazo. They could see the signs that something was wrong, but they tried to hide their concern behind professional masks. The monitor beside the bed beeped steadily, a reminder of the fragile line between life and death.

"Stay strong, Nomthandazo," whispered one of the nurses, her voice soft but firm. "Your babies are almost here."

Nomthandazo nodded weakly, clutching the bedrails with trembling hands. Sweat beaded on her forehead, and her face was contorted in pain. She had always been strong, a woman of quiet determination, but now, as she fought to bring her children into the world, she felt that strength slipping away.

Outside the delivery room, Themba paced anxiously, his heart pounding in his chest. He had never felt so helpless. A man who had always prided himself on being in control, Themba was now at the mercy of forces beyond his understanding. He wanted to be there with Nomthandazo, to hold her hand and tell her everything would be alright, but the doctors had insisted he wait outside.

He glanced at his watch for the hundredth time, each second stretching into an eternity. The sound of a door opening caught his attention, and he turned to see a nurse approaching, her expression unreadable.

"Mr. Shamase," she said quietly, her tone carefully measured. "Your wife... she's having some complications. The doctors are doing everything they can, but... we need you to be prepared."

The words hit Themba like a physical blow. He staggered back, his breath catching in his throat. "Complications? What do you mean? Is she... is she going to be alright?"

The nurse hesitated, her eyes full of sympathy. "We won't know for sure until the delivery is over. But you should know that we're doing everything in our power to save both your wife and your children."

Themba felt the floor drop out from under him. He leaned against the wall for support, his mind racing. This was not how it was supposed to be. They were supposed to bring their babies home, to start their new life together as a family. The thought of losing Nomthandazo was unimaginable.

Minutes passed, though it felt like hours. Themba's mind was a whirlwind of fear and hope, each thought more desperate than the last. Then, at last, the door to the delivery room swung open again, and a doctor stepped out. His face was drawn, the lines of fatigue etched deeply into his features.

"Mr. Shamase," the doctor began, his voice heavy with sorrow. "Your daughters have been born. They're healthy and strong, and we will take good care of them. But I'm sorry to tell you that your wife... she didn't make it. We did everything we could, but the complications were too severe."

For a moment, Themba stood frozen, his brain refusing to process the words. It was as if the world had stopped spinning, leaving him suspended in a terrible, silent void. Then, slowly, the reality of what the doctor had said began to sink in.

Nomthandazo was gone. The woman he loved, the mother of his children, was dead.

"No..." The word escaped his lips in a choked whisper. "No, this can't be happening."

"I'm truly sorry," the doctor said, his voice a mix of compassion and weariness. "If there's anything we can do for you or your daughters—"

Themba didn't hear the rest. He turned and stumbled down the hallway, blind with grief, his legs barely able to carry him. He didn't know where he was going; he just needed to get away, to escape the unbearable pain that was crushing his chest.

He barely noticed the people around him, the nurses who reached out to offer comfort, the patients who watched him with pity. All he could see was Nomthandazo's face, smiling at him as she had so many times before, and the future they had planned together that was now shattered beyond repair.

When Themba finally made it outside, the bright sunlight was a harsh contrast to the darkness enveloping his soul. He fumbled for his car keys, his hands shaking uncontrollably. All he wanted was to go home, to be alone with his grief.

The drive home was a blur. His mind was a fog of sorrow, and his vision was clouded with tears he couldn’t shed. The world outside the car windows seemed distant, like a dream that had no place in his reality anymore.

And then, in a single, terrible moment, everything went black.

The sound of screeching tires, the blaring of a horn, and the sudden, violent impact of metal against metal. It happened so fast, Themba didn't even have time to react. One minute he was driving, lost in his grief, and the next, he was gone.

Back at the hospital, the staff gathered around the nursery, looking down at the three tiny babies who were now orphans. Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile lay side by side, swaddled in soft blankets, their faces peaceful and unaware of the tragedy that had befallen them. They were beautiful, with the same delicate features and dark, curly hair as their mother.

But the weight of their loss was palpable in the room, a heavy silence that seemed to press down on everyone present. The nurses whispered to each other, their hearts breaking for the children who would never know their parents.

The triplets were taken to the Shamase family, but there was no joy in the home that should have welcomed them with open arms. The shadows of greed and resentment loomed large over the family, and the babies' inheritance became a point of contention rather than a source of comfort.

As the day of tragedy drew to a close, the triplets lay in their cribs, innocent and oblivious to the storm that was already brewing around them. They had entered the world under the darkest of circumstances, and their future was uncertain.

But even in their tiny, fragile forms, there was a strength that would one day carry them through the trials and betrayals that awaited them. For now, though, they slept on, unaware that the day they were born would forever be marked by loss and sorrow.

And so, their story began.
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Chapter 2: The Inheritance
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The triplets, Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile, were brought to the Shamase family home just days after the tragedy that claimed the lives of their parents. The house, a large, imposing structure in a quiet Johannesburg suburb, stood as a symbol of the family's wealth and status. But beneath its grand exterior, dark intentions lurked.

The Shamase family, led by Themba's elder brother, Mfundisi, was quick to step in after the deaths of Nomthandazo and Themba. They appeared to the outside world as a family grieving the loss of their loved ones while nobly taking in the orphaned triplets. But behind closed doors, the true motives of the Shamase family began to surface.

Mfundisi, a man driven by greed and ambition, saw the triplets not as children to be loved and cared for, but as keys to a fortune. He knew that with the death of their parents, the triplets were the sole heirs to the substantial inheritance left behind by Themba. The house, the cars, the investments—everything was now legally theirs. But the triplets were newborns, incapable of managing their estate, and Mfundisi saw an opportunity.

"We'll take care of the children," Mfundisi had said to the social workers with a solemn expression, masking his true intentions. "It's what Themba would have wanted. They are our blood, after all."

His wife, Nomaswazi, nodded in agreement, her lips pressed into a thin line. She had no desire to raise three more children, especially not when they came with the burden of the tragic circumstances surrounding their birth. But Mfundisi had convinced her that this was a necessary sacrifice—a means to an end.

"They’ll be no trouble," he assured her later that evening as they sat in their lavish living room. "We’ll use their inheritance to our advantage. We’ll sell the house and everything else, and we’ll send the money to our accounts. The triplets won’t know any better. We’ll raise them just enough to keep the authorities satisfied, and then we’ll see to it that our own children benefit from what rightfully belongs to us."

Nomaswazi sighed, more out of resignation than agreement. She wasn’t as ambitious as her husband, but she had grown accustomed to the comforts that his schemes had afforded them. If taking in the triplets meant maintaining their lifestyle, then so be it.

And so, it was decided. The next day, Mfundisi made the necessary arrangements. He sold Themba and Nomthandazo’s house, liquidated their assets, and transferred the funds into accounts he controlled. The process was swift and efficient, with no one the wiser. After all, who would question the actions of a grieving family member?

Meanwhile, the triplets were placed in a small, sparsely furnished room at the far end of the Shamase home. The room was cold and impersonal, a stark contrast to the lavishly decorated bedrooms occupied by Mfundisi and Nomaswazi’s own children. The triplets were cared for by a nanny, hired specifically to keep them out of sight and out of mind.

As the days turned into weeks, it became clear that the triplets were not considered part of the family. They were fed, clothed, and kept clean, but there was no warmth, no affection, no sense of belonging. They were little more than a means to an end, their very existence tied to the wealth that Mfundisi had appropriated.

Across town, the Dlamini family received the news of the triplets’ fate with a mixture of relief and bitterness. Nomthandazo’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Dlamini, were poor, living in a modest home in a struggling township. They had loved their daughter dearly and had been devastated by her death, but they had neither the means nor the desire to take in the triplets.

"We have nothing to offer them," Mrs. Dlamini had said, her voice tinged with sadness and resentment. "Our lives are hard enough as it is. How could we possibly care for three more mouths to feed?"

Mr. Dlamini had agreed, though his heart ached at the thought of his grandchildren being raised by the Shamase family. He knew of the animosity that had existed between the two families, stemming from long-standing disputes and differences in wealth and status. But what choice did they have? They were too poor to fight for custody, and the thought of taking on such a responsibility was overwhelming.

"We can’t change what’s been done," Mr. Dlamini said, trying to console his wife. "We’ll pray for them, and we’ll trust that God has a plan for their lives."

And so, the Dlamini family turned away, closing the door on any involvement in the triplets' upbringing. They told themselves it was for the best, that the Shamase family could provide for the children in ways they never could. But in their hearts, they knew the truth: they were abandoning the girls, just as they had abandoned any hope of reconciliation with their in-laws.

Back at the Shamase household, the triplets grew in an environment devoid of love. The years passed, and while their cousins attended prestigious private schools, dressed in the finest clothes, and enjoyed all the privileges of wealth, Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile were sent to the local government school, their basic needs met but nothing more.

As they grew older, the differences in their treatment became more apparent. The triplets were given hand-me-downs, old textbooks, and little attention from their guardians. They began to sense that they were different, that they didn’t truly belong in the Shamase family. Questions about their parents were met with curt replies or outright silence, and they quickly learned not to ask.

But despite the neglect and the growing realization that they were being used, the triplets found solace in each other. They formed a bond that was unbreakable, a sisterhood forged in adversity. They were all they had, and that bond would become their greatest strength in the years to come.

Little did the Shamase family know that their greed and mistreatment of the triplets would one day come back to haunt them. The seeds of betrayal had been sown, and it was only a matter of time before the triplets would uncover the truth of their inheritance—and seek justice for the wrongs done to them.

As the chapter ends, the triplets lie in their small, shared bed, unaware of the storm that would one day upend their lives. For now, they sleep peacefully, their dreams untouched by the harsh reality that surrounds them. But the journey they were destined to undertake had only just begun.
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Chapter 3: Growing Up in the Shadows
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As the years passed, the triplets—Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile—grew from infants into children, but their lives were far from the idyllic childhood one might expect in a family of wealth. Instead, they grew up in the shadows of the Shamase household, where they were reminders of a tragedy the family wished to forget and a fortune that had been unjustly claimed.

The disparity between the triplets and their cousins was evident from the beginning. Mfundisi and Nomaswazi’s own children, Sipho and Nokuthula, were the pride of the family. They were dressed in the finest clothes, attended the best private schools, and were showered with affection and attention. Their lives were filled with extracurricular activities, piano lessons, and holidays at the family’s vacation home.

In stark contrast, Balindile, Zandile, and Sthembile were treated as little more than afterthoughts. They were given hand-me-downs—clothes that were too big or too small, faded and worn from years of use. Their school uniforms were threadbare, their shoes often patched together, and their books second-hand and outdated. 

The triplets were enrolled in the local government school, a stark contrast to the elite institutions their cousins attended. The school was overcrowded and underfunded, the classrooms filled with peeling paint and broken desks. The teachers did their best, but the resources were limited, and the quality of education was far from what the Shamase children received.

Every morning, while Sipho and Nokuthula were driven to school in the family’s luxury car, the triplets walked the dusty streets to their school, their journey a daily reminder of the inequality that defined their lives. They would watch with longing as their cousins left, dressed in pristine uniforms, their faces glowing with confidence and privilege.

At school, the triplets found themselves at the bottom of the social ladder. Their worn clothes and meager lunches made them easy targets for the other children, who taunted them for their poverty. The triplets quickly learned to rely on each other for support, forming a tight-knit trio that was impenetrable to the cruelty of others.

Despite the challenges, the triplets were bright and eager to learn. They excelled in their studies, driven by a hunger for knowledge and a determination to rise above their circumstances. But no matter how well they did in school, their achievements were met with indifference at home. 

Mfundisi and Nomaswazi took little interest in their education, seeing it as nothing more than a necessary formality. The triplets’ academic success was never celebrated, their report cards glanced at and then discarded. The girls quickly learned that praise and encouragement would not come from their guardians. Instead, they found pride in their own accomplishments, sharing their small victories with each other.

As they grew older, the differences between the triplets and their cousins became more pronounced. Sipho and Nokuthula were groomed for success, their paths carefully paved with opportunities and advantages. They were given every tool to succeed, while the triplets were left to navigate life on their own.
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