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Chapter One


Extract from, The Fringe magazine


‘What’s Hot and Happening!’


Where, we ask ourselves, has the Hot Chulala been hiding?


The Hot Chulala’s the best fringe act in London and seats at the Blue Lagoon Lounge are packed every night now. He performs a decadently erotic show which is a stylish blend of strip, burlesque drag and sexy improvisation, changing characters from Miss Pryce, the sexy burlesque queen, to the Arabian Yasmin in the dance of the seven veils, with seamless precision and while walking perfectly poised all the time on his six inch silver heels, and wiggling that saucy tush. 


The audience participation is second to none too. The Hot Chulala likes to get involved and no man is safe from a kiss from those luscious diva’s lips. When interviewed for “Hot and Happening” the proprietor, Terence Kyte, said. “Shit, I mean, this boy’s really something else, he’ll certainly put the spark back in your sparkler.” And, it’s true. I was literally blasted out of my seat by the Hot Chulala, and the night I turned up I couldn’t even get through the door because it was jammed with his huge gay and trannie following.


What can I say? Button up your flies, the Hot Chulala has arrived!


Extract from Amal Patel’s Diary


I’m the Hot Chulala and I’m the hottest thing on two legs. I’m five foot ten and everyone says I’ve got legs to die for and a waist like a dream. If you ask anyone about the Hot Chulala they say the same thing. “The Hot Chulala is hot, hot, hot. Catch his eye and if you’re lucky enough the Hot Chulala will pout those sexy lips and sing you a song or two, and if he thinks you’re super sexy he might come and sit on your lap and give you his dreamy secret blow job, or should I say butt job – because the Hot Chulala sure knows how to move that sexy little Indian butt and he can massage you into sweet heaven and back.” Yes, I dish out some sauce, ha ha, however, it’s not X-rated stuff. I’m just a drag artist with attitude.


It sure feels good to have finally arrived, but it also feels kind of queer, get the pun? I mean I put on the Hot Chulala clothes and I find I dig being a woman. I love women’s clothes and I get to dress up and fool around in them all the time. I positively love the rub of fancy lace and satin and the cool caress of a nice long gown, plus the accessories are to die for. Shit, I positively worship stockings and suspenders, and how could I forget to mention, my darling ten inch silver stiletto heels, which I bought on Camden market and which are divine. Those shoes were a bargain, I can tell you. Anyway, guys get off on my feminine ensemble. They want to fuck a diva dressed in panties and suspenders and slide their hands under my skirt when I walk close enough. It used to wind me up having to slap their hands away all the time because no woman likes to be felt up. But I get off on it now, and it makes me as horny as hell. 


Talking about being felt up. I hate changing in the changing room at the Blue Lagoon. You see, I’m a bit sensitive and the changing room’s crap and doesn’t have a lock. Once, one of the other acts, Lucy Louise, who was on next, sneaked in and tried to accost me. Fun, fun, fun. Afterwards, I was covered in lurid pink lipstick and one of his cheap false eyelashes had somehow got stuck to my cheek – I kept it as a trophy – and he’s not the only one. 


Every guy wants a piece of the Hot Chulala and I can sense their eyes all over me. They’re thinking, boy it’d be great to stick it in between those girlie cheeks … or I’d like that girlie up my arse. Everyone says I have the kind of chemistry which makes me an irresistible dame. Look, let’s face it; I was born to be the Hot Chulala.


If you’d have said to me five years ago, “Would you dare to be brave and come out of the closet, and be who you want to be, Amal Patel?” I’d have said no, not on your life. These fantasies Amal Patel has about wearing women’s clothes and being a famous nightclub singer are just that, a fantasy. No, Amal Patel comes from a traditional Indian family, and he’ll end up in some boring laboratory studying amoeba and bacteria and simply dreaming about knickers and suspenders.


The thing is though, my alter ego, the Hot Chulala, well she’s a feisty dame and I just couldn’t contain her. Suddenly, out she came, all funk and sex and desire.


Nita my twin sister’s super cool about having a brother with a kinky split personality and we’ve become partners in crime. We’ve always been able to tell each other everything. It probably comes from us originating from the same egg which makes us two halves of the same whole. So, Nita told me when she started seeing her boyfriend, Paul, and I told her about acting classes and my dreams of turning my sexy idea into a drag act called the Hot Chulala. I even showed her what I had in mind. I did my sexy walk with my petulant pout and my hand on my hips, and I fluttered my eyelashes and raised my voice an octave or two. Nita collapsed on the bed laughing. She thought I made a super cool and sexy woman. 


Nita smuggles things in and out of the house for me and she makes up lies. She’s never minded about the cross-dressing and she says I look “to die for” in red lipstick and high heels. She even taught me how to put on her make-up. On Saturdays we go down the department store and we squirt perfume on our wrists, have makeovers and try on saucy lingerie.


And then, a while ago she found out I’d been keeping a photograph of Sanjay Sharma beneath my pillow and I admitted to Nita I was gay and desperately in love, but she was totally cool about that. She’d already guessed, she’s incredible my sister.


Shit, it’s so hard being stuck here in Clifton Terrace. You don’t realise what it’s like trying to practice dance routines in a bedroom when you have Father around, and you don’t have the room to do a really high, high kick. I’d move out if I could, if it wasn’t for London property prices being so high. It’s only a matter of time until Father finds out you know and he’ll have a fit when he discovers the Hot Chulala. There are only so many high kicks in high heels you can do in a bedroom. 









Chapter Two


One day I saw Ranjiv Patel’s son, Amal Patel, standing under the bus shelter on the corner of the street, and my heart did this funny little thing. It kind of stopped and started and then began to race. I think I knew what it was. I was in lust or should I say love.


I knew it was Amal Patel, because Amal, even as a kid, had a body to die for and one which would make you go weak at the knees. He was always ace at gymnastics and athletics and he was hung up on dance classes and aerobics and the latest exercise fads.


He was wearing an exquisite tailored pair of ski pants, beaded sweater and a fur-trimmed leopard-print jacket and high heels and he looked like a sexy boy doll on legs. Yes, that’s right, a boy doll. Instantly, I wanted to fuck that boy doll and start dressing him up in pretty clothes.


He glanced over at me, his exotic eyes communicating a sexy, secret message and instantly my dick became hotwired to Amal. 


I shouldn’t be rude, I thought. I ought to cross the road and go over and say something like, ‘Hi, Amal, how you doing, long time no see? You’ve been away at university studying biology haven’t you?’


But naturally I couldn’t and part of the reason was I was going to Amal Patel’s house tomorrow to meet Nita, the girl I’d been promised to in marriage. My mind went into overdrive, the strong sexual feelings were overpowering, I’d never felt like this and especially over a boy girl like Amal. The thought uppermost in my mind was, hey, how can I become betrothed to Ranjiv Patel’s daughter when I’ve just fallen in love with his son, Amal?


It was as if I was connected to Amal by an invisible length of string. I followed him to the Blue Lagoon Lounge, a small exclusive gay club for drag artists, and because it was cold and snowing I reckoned I’d stay a while.


Amal came onto the stage dressed in an exquisite black satin dress. His lips were sensational, very mobile and sensual and coated in shocking vermillion lipstick. He was exquisite. Feminine features, soft skin, a seductive mouth. I sank back in my chair with a giant hard-on and I tried to analyse lust. Up until now, I’d never gone for pretty boys and I’d never dated a feminine guy, in my life. I’d enjoyed my sex rough and masculine. Why then, did I have this overpowering urge to fuck Amal Patel?


A spotlight illuminated my table as if the light could detect my rising temperature, and Amal descended the steps from the stage like a catwalk model. He stroked my calf with the heel of his silver stiletto and wound his silk scarf around my neck and, gently sawing it back and forth, he drew me so close, our lips were only a breath apart. Amal then proceeded to lower himself onto my lap as he wriggled his butt a bit – encouraging my erection, until I was so engorged and excited, I thought I’d have to escape to the men’s room.


Amal next raised his sexy leg, encased in black silk stocking, and taking my large square and sexually capable hand, he placed it on his thigh and began moving it around and around and up and down while his cheeky eyes seemed to be sending the message – touch me Sanjay, you know you want to. Would you like me to do a private striptease just for you?


What does this say about me? Well, huh, obviously I’m having a crisis and I got it wrong. To put it bluntly, I obviously didn’t know what actually turned me on, did I? And, I could never really have liked butch all that much. I’m in love, yes love, and I’m in love with a guy who I thought was my exact opposite and, frankly, not my type at all. I believed I was this alpha male, successful man about town. You know, Sanjay Sharma, the Spice King of North London, who drives through the city in a BMW with his dance music blaring, and has a swanky apartment over the old spice factory with all the mod cons? I believed I was the kind of gay who went for those big butch masculine types with bulging muscles and exercised dicks and who didn’t enjoy much gentle foreplay, but went at it like a bull – you know, zippers down, dicks out, and a good bit of hot rutting fun. Fuck, I was wrong, I obviously dug girlie gays, who wore girlie lipstick and sparkle and had narrow girlie waists.


Yep, whoosh, along comes Amal or maybe I ought to say, the Hot Chulala, and he’s turned my whole world upside down. Amal’s a genuine girlie boy gay, you get what I mean? He’s feminine and chic and rather submissive. I bet his delicate fingers would play me like an instrument. Now, there’s a thought.
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