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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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I looked at the driver expecting him to tell me his friend was just joking, but he told me to stop looking at him if I still wanted to eat pap. 

He hit the accelerator and drove off via Mandela Drive. He turned left at Proes Street and headed to the west. He turned right at DF Malan (E’skia Mphahlele) Drive and headed to the Wonderboom direction. As soon as we passed Wonderboom train station, he stopped the car and told me to jump to the back seat. I wanted to argue, but the driver showed me a gun between his thighs.  

I jumped to the back seat. The guy in the back seat told me to lie on his lap and not move my head. I said no, and he slapped me. I gave in and put my head on his lap. 

I think they were trying to make me lose the direction of where we were going. Within thirty seconds his dick started acting up. I wanted to tell him to behave but was scared he would give me another hot clap. They drove for about thirty minutes and finally, the car stopped.  

The driver was like “If you behave, there won’t be any blood. This place is far from anything. No one will hear you if you scream. So be a good girl until the boss comes back.” 

They took me to a one-windowed hut. I looked around and, oh shit, only trees surrounded us. The place looked like a farm. 

My mind wondered who this boss could be. I suspected the French guy. I also thought of Nkosi, but he didn't look dodgy. The last suspect was Nkosi's wife. Maybe she used her contacts to track me down. The guy who had a hard-on in the car remained with me in the room, and the other two were outside. I asked him why they brought me to the farm and told me to shut up.

I said, “I noticed your dick was in a festive season mood earlier. If you tell me why I’m here maybe I can let it have the Christmas cake.” I looked at his pants and noticed the hard-on was rebuilding. The guy went like “shhh don't make noise. The boss would kill me if I tried anything. We have been looking for you for over a week now. One of my fellow-boys was shot dead last week because he failed to capture you.” 

Shit, I got more scared. I wasn't aware people were trying to capture me. “But how does a handsome guy like you do this kinda job?” I lied to him. His head looked like that of a frog. 

“Why did you do what you did mara huh? Do you know what the boss does to people who do what you did?” I told him I was in the dark about whatever he said. 

Before he could reply the door opened. A midget with a gun in his hand walked in. He gave me one look and shouted: "Lion, Lion, Lion come here!” 

The guy who was driving the A4 walked in. “I’m here boss,” he said. I was in a very potentially dangerous situation but hearing a guy referring to a midget as ‘Boss' made me want to crack. The ‘boss' was so short that he'd need a stepladder to lick my boobs. His shoes were ‘longer' than his height.  

The midget took out his phone, showed it to Lion, and went “Look at this picture. Do you see that girl? Huh, do you see that girl? Do you see a scar on the girl’s face? Huh, huh? The bitch ran away with my diamonds, and you and your fools bring me a wrong girl? Kneel down.” Lion knelt down, and the midget started hitting his face as if he was some naughty primary school kid. Lion kept apologising, but the midget was madly fuming. 

After he hit Lion, he went “take this ugly bitch out of my face now. I don’t care what you do with her. I want the real whore before the sun sets or else blood will flow!” 

Shit! The midget referred to me as an ugly bitch. Lion apologized, “Sorry boss. We went to the college our contact told us about, and as you can see from the picture, they are both yellow bones, and except for the scar, there's some similarity.” 

The midget went “fuck similawat-wat. I’ll kick your lazy ass, jou shit!” 

The guys carried me back to the car and used duct tape to cover my mouth and a cloth for my eyes. I heard the guys arguing over what to do next with me. Lion said they should kill me and burn my body. I started sweating, and my heart was beating fast. The hard-on guy was like "Jitas, the boss gave us a few hours to get the right girl. Let’s drop this bitch on the highway and do the job before that midget’s anger spills. Nxa only if his anger could be his height, he’d be a giant in two days. His anger grows every day.” 

The other two guys agreed.

They let me off at some busy road. I quickly took off the tape and the cloth covering my eyes.

I experienced a ‘load shedding' moment for about a minute, and it was only after I saw the R80 on the road sign that I realised I was on the Mabopane highway. Luckily, they had given me my handbag. I looked for my phone, but it wasn't there. My purse was also not in the bag. 

Fortunately, I always put R50 in the small pocket inside the handbag. In Pretoria taxis are everywhere, and they will hoot for you even if you are walking in the opposite direction. 

I stopped a taxi that was heading to town. My head was dizzy, and duct tape had made my lips dry. 

At that moment I decided I should go home the next weekend. I had to see the Venda prophet my mom told me about. I got off at Andries and Vermuelen Street and walked up via Andries. When I got to JT's flat, it was locked, and my knocks went unanswered. 

I checked her parking bay, and it was empty. I decided to sit at the door and wait for her. I sat there for hours and hours, and JT didn’t come. I wanted to go to my flat, but the keys were in JT's flat. Besides that, it would be unsafe. I thought of friends around the CBD, but no name came to mind. I guess my life was too hectic to include friends. 

JT got back two hours later. I told her I got mugged after school and the tsotsis took my phone. She was like “It was probably stupid tsotsis because real tsotsi wouldn’t take the phone only, they’d also take the bag. Oska warra, ke tla o chunela plan kaosane. I am expecting mashadara (money) tomorrow – mashankura!” 

She sat on the couch, and within five minutes she started snoring. I took a quick bath and headed to the bedroom. I had those weird dreams about the Kaizer Chiefs T-shirt guy. He was teaching kids to count from one to ten. When he got to ‘seven’ all the kids started laughing uncontrollably. 

When I woke up in the morning, JT wasn’t in the flat. To be honest, I didn’t know what JT did for a living. I missed my mom’s voice but didn’t have a phone to call her with. I didn't have any classes, so I decided to go look for a place to stay.

I made myself cereal. JT came back as I was eating. She had a six pack of Amstel and a bottle of 4th Street wine. I told myself that I’m not going to taste that wine. She gave me another plastic bag, and it had a brand new Huawei smartphone and a small phone. 

“Ke tsa gago, ntwana,” she said with a smile on her face. She told me the small phone was hers, but I could use it when I go somewhere and leave the smartphone in the house. I kissed her on the lips and said, “Thanks njunju. You are the best BFF I ever had. I’ll repay you one day.” She went “Ska warra ntwana. Ke klein water die dang.” 

I asked if she minded to go flat-hunting with me and she said it was not necessary because she was fine living with me. I told her I want a quiet space to study and that she also needed her own space. 

She eventually agreed, and we hit the road. 

Looking for a new place is easy in Pretoria. You just go to Burgers Park, and you will find hundreds of paper adverts posted on the wall. I remembered I didn't notify the current landlord of my plan to leave the Flammarion flat.

JT advised that I should call the landlord as soon as I find a new place. I saw an advert for a one bedroom flat at Kingsway in Sunnyside. I called the number. 

The good thing was the flat wasn’t far from Sunnypark. It was convenient for a ‘Johnny Walker’ like me. The owner was a woman with a dead voice. She told me “You are lucky because my husband and I are at the apartment right now. You can come to view it if you want. Don't mind my voice, I'm a bit sick.” I told her to give me ten minutes. When we got to the pedestrian gate, I called her, and she gave me the flat number.  

JT told me she wanted to remain in the car. I told the security guard where I was going, and he gave me the visitors' book and told me to sign. I always wondered what they do with all the names. I wrote a false name, Maite Modika. I got off on the third floor and knocked. 

The door opened. Booooooom...two faces I didn’t expect were right in front of me. Dumi was the last person I expected to see. The fact that the woman told me she was with her husband amplified my shock. I was shocked to see Dumi because the last time I checked, he wasn't a husband. I mean, who would marry someone with a dick the size of my lil brother's pinkie finger? Yes, I dated him, but it wasn't for sex. He was my ‘boyfriend-of-convenience.’ 

I was shocked to see the woman because I didn't expect her to be my ex's wife. She was so thin you'd use her as a teaspoon to stir your coffee. I wanted to turn and leave immediately, but curiosity got the better of me. 

The wife went “What’s wrong baba kaMduduzi? You look like someone who just saw uMgijimi?” Dumi faked a cough and shook his head. I could sense that shit was about to hit the fan and I positioned myself strategically. Zulu girls don't mess around, you mess with their hubby, and they fuck you up, especially if they regard you as a yellow-bone from eGoli. She shook my hand and introduced herself as Nompumelelo or Mpumi in short. 

Her hand was so tough that you’d think she worked with cement every day. I would not want such a hand hitting me. Dumi’s phone rang, and he went outside to answer it. I think he used the call as an escape emergency exit, lol. That's a mistake most men make; if the main meets the side...do not run. Stay there and manage the situation like a man. Wrong things might be said in your absence.

She showed me the apartment, but my mind wasn't there anymore. I was curious to know when she got married to Dumi. I know he wasn't part of my life anymore, but I wanted to know the truth. I kept asking myself if he married her before our dating. I mean, we broke up weeks ago, and there was no way he could have met someone and married her in that short period. She even referred to him as Mduduzi’s father. 

After she showed me the place, she asked if I loved it and I went “ja.” I spotted a gold ring on her finger, and my mind confirmed that she was indeed married. What surprised me was Dumi never had any ring on his finger. I spent so many sexless nights with Dumi, and he never received any wifey calls. Actually, I went through his phone a couple of times and never saw any pictures of kids or a skinny wife. We discussed rents, deposits, and stuff and I told her my mom would deposit the moola the following day. Obviously, I was lying. There was no way on earth I was going to stay in a flat owned by Mr. Dicklet. Dumi would probably use the spare key to sneak in and do all sorts of strange things. 

Mpumi was actually very sweet. She smiled every two seconds. I took my chances and decided to ask her personal questions. But before I asked, I complimented her weave. If you want a woman to open up about something, compliment her first. 

“It’s Brazilian. uBaba ka Mduduzi’s lost thousands here,” she said. I was like “ncoooh, how old is Mduduzi?” She told me he was four and that there also was a little girl named Duduzile who was born a day after her in-laws were involved in a car accident. 

To me, Dumi was just some nerd who could only cheat if a girl seduced him like the bitch Kea did. She continued, “We had Mdu when I was in matric, and my father forced him to marry me. You know how Zulu fathers are, haha. My husband asked me to move to Joburg last week. This flat belonged to his father, he left it for us in his will”. I faked a smile and went wow every two seconds. 

Deep in my heart, I was cooking a plan to make Dumi pay for playing me. Like WTF, I was his side chick, and I didn't even know. Imagine, I had thought I was the head office whereas I was just a branch. I was shocked that Dumi’s dicklet can make babies. 

I replied with “you must be the luckiest girl ever. I heard Zulu men are German machines in bed.” She laughed and went “ubaba kaMdu is really good shem. Uyaishaya into’yakhe.” I coughed so hard I almost died right there. I actually thought the guy I saw was Dumi’s twin or something because that description didn’t fit Dumi in all angles. 

Dumi walked in while we were talking and went “I was talking to umzala from eThekwini. He's moving to Pretoria next week, and he's willing to pay more than we are offering. I say we give it to him. I'm sure this poor woman won't mind.” Mpumi protested a bit but gave in. He was very authoritative with her. The Dumi I knew was a pushover of note. Mpumi's phone rang and like the hubby, she went outside to answer.

“Look here wena Mr. Rantswitswana, you are going to pay my rent for the next three months at the place I’m going to find or else I’ll send all the pictures of us kissing to your wife. How can you be so heartless? Why didn’t you tell me you have a wife back at home?” I threatened. 

“Over my dead body.....I’d rather die than give you my money. Go to your Nigerian men and suck their dicks like you always do,” he said. 

“Oh, you have suddenly grown bigger balls now? Maybe your dick should do the same. We’ll see who’s going to have the last laugh when your wife finds out about us. I have her number remember?” 

Mpumi walked in and asked what we were talking about. “Ma kaMdu, I was apologising for inconveniencing this poor lady. She understands, and she's actually on her way out. Thanks, lady and good luck with finding another place.” 

I said my goodbye and left. When I got to JT’s car, she was playing EFF’s Tshela Thupa song and dancing like a comrade. Lol, hayi bo JT mrena!!!!! I told her about everything that happened, “Ntwana, oska stressa. O tla bloma le nna till o kreya stedie (Stay with me until you get a place).” JT said all the right words when she was sober. As we drove back to her flat, I saw a headline on the Pretoria News poster: “Fake nursing college shut down.” 

It didn’t occur to me that it was my college until when we drove past it. There were cop cars, and students were throwing stones smashing windows. WTF! My parents had spent thousands on a bogus nursing college! 

My dad was going to die of a heart attack. We never learn as black students, we are always advised to check if an institution is registered before we enrol, but because of excitement, we don't. Some registered colleges even offer unregistered courses. 

I know a girl who did LLB specialising in Catering at some college called Sawa Sawa Unive-City in Sunnyside. My head spun, and I started crying. JT said “Ntwana, askies. Bona, let’s go to Channel M. A drink or two will help you to calm down.” I told her I didn’t want to go to Channel M and that she should drop me at my flat. I wanted to be alone. I wanted to think of a way to tell my folks about the whole saga. 

JT as usual agreed and she drove me to Sunnyside. She walked me up to my soon-to-be-ex-apartment and told me she was leaving as soon as I threw myself on the bed. My place looked like a war zone. She opened the door, and instead of leaving, she closed it and came to lie next to me. She was like “Ntwana, yazi a good JT kiss is therapeutic? E re ke go bethe ka leroma mabhebeza.” 

JT had a habit of saying small stupid things to make me smile, and it worked. I turned around, and JT kissed me passionately. She tried to take off my top, but before she could, someone opened the door without knocking. A female voice went "Yho nna mmawe Pitori e re.......”
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