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DIARY OF A SIDE CHICK MAKHWAPHENI book series takes us through a life journey of Sharon Letsoalo. Born and raised in Limpopo, Sharon makes it to Gauteng to pursue her academic ambitions, like most young people from rural areas. Her life turns for the unexpected when the lights of Gauteng dribble and turn her into what her mother never raised her to be.

Sharon’s journey resonates with the complexity of sexuality, blesser-culture, religiosity, patriarchy and spirituality. These are concepts that are no foreign in that we all know of someone in our life who is going or have gone through the journey of these complexities. 

Gain a new view of life from a young girl who mastered the art and science of overcoming issues to make something of her experiences.  
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This is an extraordinary book. I say that as someone who is guided by the energies that words cannot describe what flows in my mind. For the longest time people have been asking me what it entails to birth something as extraordinary as this, but I am unable to answer that question. The reasons are that, the words come to me in the form of stories and I am guided to pen down the ideas.

There has never been a better time for freedom of speech like the one in our generation. A time to be real, a time to clean our inner souls with thought provoking to search for a better meaning of who we are at the core of our being. As a young boy, I never thought my freedom would capture the attention of millions of souls around the world.

I pen down my appreciation for this moment to the men and women who fought for our generations’ freedom and remember their blood that nourished our ground. I am thankful to my ancestors, God and many other authors who have polished the rough edges of my creativity. It is also worth noting that as a writer I acknowledge the influence of my words and most importantly my deeds. My deepest prayer is that whoever read my gift can do so with an open mind. I request of this because I have realised that many of us talk past each other without really connecting. I hope that this book will poke us to start having conversations in relation to the ills that affect our communities. I hope that we can all draw some strength from Sharon Letsoalo because she has been through a lot and she still managed to come out wiser and stronger. Women fall prey to monsters who disregard them and many of us know of someone who was shamed because of their past. We all know someone was abused, raped, neglected, belittled, disrepected and with that knowledge many of us opted to turn our heads away. I hope this book will provoke us to examine our humaninty and ignite a conversation that will take us a step closer to become human again. My final prayer is for us to open our hearts and souls when someone tells us their traumatic experiences. Let us remove the vail of shame from our painful past. No amount of decoration can cover the pain of abuse, neglect, shame, belittlement and disrespect. Let us be the generation that stop the pathology that has been past on from one generation to the next without much examination. 

This has been a birthing of something greater than my imagination in that I never thought that millions of readers would be touched by the content of this book. As we read, kindly note that I wrote this book in the simplest way to connect with your soul and to provoke to imagine the scenes as they are layed down for you to gaze at. It would be my ultimate dream come true if many young women and men read this book to reshape their mind sets so that we can learn to be respectful of one another. 

Thank you for your endless support and always engaging on our online platform dialogues. To the men and women who had trauma that needed professional help, I hope you have stayed true to the course of healing. I pray for strength and love to you. Let us keepup the conversations and cry together because at the core of it all we are connected.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Episode 1

[image: ]


There is nothing wrong with the University of Venda or University of Limpopo or any nursing college in our province. I really don't understand why you want to study so far from home. Pretoria is not what it used to be. Look around you, those who went to Pretoria to study return empty-handed. We buried one of them just last week, and you know what killed her. You are my only daughter, and I don't want to lose you. Three girls from our street came back pushing pregnancies. Do you want to be part of the stats? You can get the very same education from local institutions. That placed called Sunnyside is more dangerous than naked electricity cables. Do you really think I will sleep at night knowing that my daughter is surrounded by drugs, prostitutes, and hundreds of nightclubs? How will you study when there is a tavern every three metres? Nigerians are stealing girls and turning them into prostitutes. No, no, no baby girl, you are not going to Pretoria, and I am not going to argue with you.

The conversation I had with my father a week before I moved to Pretoria was echoing in my head. It was my second year in Pretoria, and I was still doing well at school. 

My phone rang, and when I noticed it was Sipho, I quickly picked it up. He told me he just found out that his wife of seven years has been sleeping with her colleague for the past three months. What got him worried was the fact that she was pregnant and he wasn’t sure if the baby was his or not. 

I had known Sipho for quite some time. He was ten years older than I was, but we became terrific friends when I moved to Pretoria. We came from the same township of Ga-Kgapane, outside Tzaneen in Limpopo. 

He told me how he had been there for his wife when she lost her job. He made sure she had everything most women would only dream of having. To make matters worse, she had not denied the cheating when he confronted her. 

I had only met her two or three times. She was one of those thick yellow bone Xhosa girls from East London. 

Sipho asked if he could come to Sunnyside to clear his head. 

Oh, I forgot to tell you. I stayed in Sunnyside at a flat called Flamarion on Joubert Street. I was a nursing student doing my second year. I looked so sexy in my nursing uniform, a sexy yellow bone from Limpopo. 

I told Sipho I was about to study, but he could come over. It took him less than thirty minutes as he stayed in Centurion. I asked if I could offer him a drink and he asked if I had whiskey. I laughed because the last time I checked, he didn’t drink. I told him I only had Four Cousins Sweet Rose in my fridge and he said I should pour him a glass. I poured myself a glass too. 

He told me of his marital problems and how he had never cheated on his wife. The more he drank, the more emotional he got. He was standing next to the window, and when he turned to look at me, I saw tears flowing on his face like Victoria Falls. I stood up from my bed and gave him a warm hug. It lasted for about two minutes and the next thing I felt something moving on my thigh. 

Shit!!...he had a hard-on. I looked at him, and he kissed me on the forehead. I wanted to push him, but something happened between my legs. It took only two glasses of wine to make me tipsy and horny. Sipho kissed me, and I kissed him back. He took off my t-shirt and pushed me to the bed. I wanted to say no, but the wetness down there stole my words. As I was digesting what was going on, he took off my little skirt and quickly took off his clothes. I asked if he had condoms but he replied that he didn’t carry them because he wasn’t a cheat. 

Nxa...WTF was he about to do with me? 

As he was about to get on top of me to do what Limpopo men do best, I heard a key turning at the door. I was panicking because I didn’t know who was at the door trying to unlock it. My roomie was in North West, and she was the only person who had a key to our flat. Instead of getting off me, he whispered "I won't take long. It will take only ten seconds.” No wonder his Xhosa wife cheated on him. What kind of man comes within ten seconds? I pushed him so hard he almost fell. I looked at the door and noticed my key was still in the keyhole; therefore the person trying to unlock wouldn’t succeed. I gave a sigh of relief. I asked “Who is it” and Kea answered: “Ke nna – ’kopa o bule Shaz.”

I told Sipho to get dressed and sit on the bed. I could see his dick was still up and hungry. I quickly got dressed and headed straight to the door to unlock for Kea. When I opened, Kea gave me a hug. It was so awkward because I was still wet and her presence spoiled my fun, nxa.

As soon as she got in Sipho announced that he was leaving and apologised to Kea saying that he was not leaving on her account. As Kea unpacked her bag, I noticed Sipho forgot his underwear on the floor. Luckily, it was next to my single bed, and Kea didn’t see it. I quickly kicked it under my bed. Bo Sipho mrena, what kinda man wears those old-fashioned undies called ‘short pen’ in the twenty-first century! 

Kea told me she came back early because she had an interview for a call centre job in Centurion. Most Tswana girls make good call centre agents because they have beautiful voices. I liked Kea, but we were so different. She was twenty-two, and I was twenty. She was unlike other Tswana chicks I knew. She loved her church more than anything on earth. She didn’t work but contributed ten percent of her monthly allowance to her church. 

She was studying Psychology through Unisa. I had never heard her talking about boys, not even her baby daddy. She only told me she had a three-year-old son.

My phone beeped, and it was a Whatsapp text from my boyfriend Dumisani. He told me he was coming to drop the R300 I asked. Sometimes I didn’t understand Dumi. In this age of online banking, he still preferred ‘go becha ka letsogo.’ 

One thing that bothered me was he didn't like sex. We only had sex five times since we started dating a few months ago. 

He knocked at the door five minutes after Kea left. I opened the door and after kissing me on the cheek, he got in. I didn’t waste time. I pushed him to the bed before he could start his nerdy talk. Nerd or no nerd, I could feel a tent erecting on his swagger pants, and my punani smiled. I undressed him and let him undress me. I slowly kissed his lips and chin while my hand was playing with his soft balls. Step by step, my kisses and licking went downwards until I reached his hard cock. Compared to Sipho, his dick was a little cigar, but I didn’t complain at that moment because I wanted a dick badly. My mouth was so small but there was no difficulty in mouthing his entire dicklet. Dumi made some sounds like that of a dog barking ‘hawu hawu hawu hawu hawu.’ 

Then I remembered he was a Zulu boy....you know they love barking. As my lips and tongue were busy playing with his hard dicklet, I felt a shower of sperms in my mouth. WTF!!! Nigga came inside my mouth. Sperm tastes like a mixture of raw eggs and seawater. 

I quickly got off him and ran to the bathroom to wash my mouth. When I got back to the bedroom Dumi was still lying on my bed with his eyes closed and smiling ear to ear. What pissed me off was his dick was down and soft. My phone beeped, it was an SMS from Sipho. It read: “I hate you, Sharon. You took advantage of me because I have marital problems. You got me drunk, so you can sleep with me. I don’t ever want to see you again, SLUT.” 

I didn’t know how to react to the SMS. I looked at Dumi lying on my bed still smiling. I hated him at that moment. I screamed at him to stop smiling because there was nothing to smile about. My screaming gave him a fright that he fell off the bed. Instead of standing up, he kept lying on the floor like a hungry crocodile. His eyes were glued to something under the bed. He slowly stood up and had something red in his hand. 

Shit, I was busted. Sipho’s ‘short pen’ was in his hand and the look on his face was so pregnant. He threw the shortpen at me, and it hit my nose. It happened so fast, but I swear I smelled shit on Sipho’s shortpen. As soon as he got dressed, he left – without saying goodbye. 

My mind went back to Sipho. I had to think of ways to punish him. I took my phone and called JT. JT was a lesbian friend of mine. She had been asking me out for months, but I turned her down. She stayed in the Pretoria CBD at a flat called Nyasa by Thabo Sehume Street. She was like, “Ola ntwana, o grand?” I told her I don’t have much airtime and wanted her to drive me to Centurion. She went, “You know for you I can drive to Giyani.” I told her I would wait for her at the robots on corner Joubert and Rissik Streets. 

I took Sipho’s shortpen, put it in my bag, and headed straight to the robot to wait for JT. She arrived within seven minutes, and we headed straight to Centurion. The security guards at Sipho’s complex knew me well. They opened for us. 

JT remained in the car. I didn’t even knock because I wanted to show Sipho I was not there to play. I opened the door and walked in like a ninja. Sipho was lying on the couch, and his wife was on top of him riding as if she’s promised a government tender for feeding schemes. It’s true when they say Men Are Trash. Not long ago he wanted to sleep with me without a condom and there he was fucking his wife. 

My sudden presence gave them a fright. Sipho pulled some involuntary Spiderman moves as his wife tried to disunite from him. I didn't waste time with greetings and shit. I took out the shortpen from my bag and threw it at Sipho and ‘loudly' whispered: "next time don't forget your underwear at my place after good sex.” The Xhosa yellow bone turned red immediately. She jumped back at Sipho like Rey Mysterio of WWE. She struck him so hard I saw blood coming out of his big nose. He got a chance to escape and ran to his bedroom upstairs. 

Sipho’s wife walked towards me with the ‘I-wanna-beat-you-up-bitch’ look. She tried to hit me, but I ducked and pushed her so hard that she fell on her belly. I was expecting her to stand up so I could finish what I started. I walked towards her to hit her on the head, but something caught my eyes, a red stain on her mini skirt. She was bleeding between her legs. At first, I thought she was on periods but remembered she was pregnant. 

I ran upstairs calling Sipho. He replied: “No, I’m not coming. Lethosa le le nyaka go mpolaya.” I told him she fell and couldn’t walk. He unlocked the door and ran downstairs. I followed at his pace. Instead of helping her, he ran straight for the door without even looking at her. 

I screamed, “Fool, your wife is bleeding from the vagina." That stopped him. He immediately walked to her and asked if she was ok. She went “Sbhanxa ndini ndisezintlungwini – ndiyafa kaloku.” You know a person is in pain when they use their native language. Sipho asked me to help him carry her to his car. I helped him to carry her to the car, and as soon as we put her inside, I told Sipho I was leaving. 

I remembered my lesbo friend was waiting in the car. It was getting dark, and I had schoolwork to do. When I got to JT’s car, she was smoking weed and listening to some kwaito song by Mapaputsi. She could read my face that I wasn’t ok. When she asked what was wrong, I cried and told her to drive me home. She didn’t ask many questions, and within fifteen minutes we were in Sunnyside. 

My phone beeped, and it was an SMS from Sipho. It read, “I took my wife to Unitas Hospital. If the baby dies, it’s your fault.” 

I maintained a cool face because I was not in a mood to explain to JT what happened. When we got to my place, I asked JT to park her car inside our garage because I didn’t want to be alone at that moment. When we got in the garage, I asked JT if we could just chill in the car for a few minutes and she said "no stress ntwana.” I told her to half-close the garage door because I didn’t want to hear noise from outside. When she got back in the car, I was crying. It was a bit dark in the garage, but she could tell by my sobs that I was crying. She wiped my tears with her palm and said: "ntwana whatever it is, it will pass. Bra God will solve all your problems. JT is here to wipe your tears, ntwana.” She asked me to get out of the car so she could hold me in her arms to make me feel better. What a ‘gentleman’ she was. She held me in her arms for about five minutes without saying a word. I felt so warm and at peace in her arms. 

I softly whispered, "JT, please kiss me.” It was as if she was waiting for me to say that. She kissed me softly and passionately, and I kissed her back. She did something I didn’t expect.  She put her hand inside my leggings and fondled my almost excited clitoris. I almost said “Dawg stop it” but it felt so good I shut the fuck up. My punani was getting wet. At that moment, Mgarimbe’s Sista Bettina was playing ka low volume in her car. When the ‘samanyobinyobi’ part came, she went down and pulled down my leggings. She made me stretch my legs a bit so she could have full access to my pussy. She squeezed my butt with her hands and said: "ntwana, ezi ya gago e causa havoc. Bona, e na le sauce.” She was literally on her knees while her head was between my thighs like a piglet on her mom’s breasts. 

Her tongue was long and a bit thick. She softly attacked my clitoris and felt excited like a kid receiving a new toy. My body went cold... warm... mild... cold... warm... mild and I almost screamed like those girls on the after-midnight movies. She paused for a moment to catch her breath, and I quickly said, “Don’t even think of stopping now...don’t you dare. Finish what you started mrena.” 

It was as if I gave her a Red Bull because she started licking my clitoris like a cat lapping on milk. You know that nice feeling you get when you ‘earbud’ your itchy inner ear? That’s how I felt at that moment. My cake emitted some discharge. My whole body vibrated for about thirty seconds. I don’t know how it happened, but I found myself whispering “I love you JT, I love you JT, I love you JT” and she went “Me too, le nna ka’o ncwanya ntwana.”

After those spasmic vibrations, JT went up and kissed me like I had never been kissed before. She was the muffing mafia. As I was enjoying the kissing, my phone rang from inside her car, and I ignored it. The person called again, and JT opened the car door for me to answer my phone. It was my roomie, she forgot her keys inside our room, and she wanted me to open for her. JT said, “You can go upstairs. I’ll wait for you.” I told her she should leave because I wanted to study. I pulled up my leggings up and opened the garage door for my muffing mafia. With that, we said our goodbyes, and I headed to the lift.
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When I got to the sixth floor, I found Kea waiting for me impatiently. I was happy she had bought supper for us. You’d swear she had a crush on Cyril Ramaphosa the way she loved McDonald’s. She asked me why I was smiling, and I told her I was happy to see her. 

As soon as we got in the flat, I took a bath and had supper. I studied for about two hours and slept afterwards. In the morning, I woke up early because I had an early class. I wished Kea good luck for her interview and left. I attended three classes and after that headed back to my place. 

It was around 2 PM, and Kea wasn’t back yet. I took a nap and only woke up when Kea opened the door. My phone had ten missed calls, two from Sipho and eight from Dumi. I wanted to call Sipho, but my heart advised me against it. 

I called Dumi, and he said he was on his way to my place because I ignored his calls. I told him I was sleeping and he said I should be ready in thirty minutes. “We are going to chill with my friends at Shisanyama,” he said. I took a quick bath and put on my favourite shorts, t-shirt and Tomy sneakers. Dumi came to fetch me, and we headed to Shisanyama. There were two guys in the car. Dumi introduced them to me, but I only
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