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A Friend of Mine Called Alice 
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I am more than a little feminine in looks with very little hair on my 

body and a smallish frame. Some women have commented that I'm too good 

looking for a guy. I've always found it really hard to attract my ideal 

woman, the women I like always seem to want the sporty macho types 

rather than my offbeat creative nature. All that began to change the 

moment I met my beautiful Alice. I have written my story to let those of 

you who struggle with feeling guilty and alone that sometimes fantasies 

do come true and sometimes they even have a happy ending. However, I've 

discovered that the real answers to your feelings always lie in how you 

learn to accept yourself, until then let me introduce you to a friend of 

mine called Alice.
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"Ok Honey, I'm leaving now. I'll pick up something for dinner on the way 

back, what would you like to drink?" Alice called out.

"Oh, a red will be fine and maybe a Cab Sav or Pinot? Hey, I had a great 

Australian Pinot at Mark and Judy's party last week. What do you think? 

Anything will do," I replied, still dripping from the shower after a swim 

in Alice's pool.

"Yeah, that sounds great, I'll get some Lasagna or maybe some Fettuccini 

and a green salad to go with it. See you soon, there's a couple of good 

movies on TV tonight, can't wait to chill a little, bye," Alice called 

as she swished out into the afternoon.
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As soon as I heard Alice close the front door behind her I took my 

chance to head into her beautiful bedroom and explore her things. Alice 

is the most sexy and feminine woman I know. She has shoulder length rich 

and shiny deep brown hair with piercing almond eyes and a figure that is 

very close to perfect. She dresses and moves like a dream and just the 

faintest whisper of her fragrance is enough to make me weak at the knees.

I was so chuffed when she asked me to stay with her for the weekend. 

We'd struck up such a good friendship over the last few months, I knew 

she liked me and I'm sure she knew how much I fancied her, but somehow 

we'd always skirted around the subject. We could talk openly about 

almost anything but when it came to sex she always seemed to go a little 

cool. I even wondered if she was gay and didn't know how to tell me. I'd 

never told her about my need to dress and feel feminine from time to 

time but she loved my interest in her clothes and we often talked more 

like a couple girlfriends, not in a camp or superficial way, but more 

like adult sisters. 

Somehow, it seemed to me, Alice liked our relationship that way it was 

safe for her. She loves being feminine and has no interest in anything 

male or macho, to my relief, sports men and women seemed to turn her off 

completely. Her life is as soft and sensual as the beautiful fabrics and 

paintings that coloured her house and I loved her presence in my life. 

Don't get me wrong, Alice is no ones fool, she's a very smart and strong 

young woman with a sharp mind and a keen wit, but she approached 

everything with her own kind of grace.

I'd always wanted to explore her bedroom and her things. That was part 

of my 'fetish' if you'd like to see it that way. To me, I simply wanted 

to feel her intimacy around me, to feel like it was a part of me too. I 

knew she'd only be gone for an hour or two so I quickly closed the door 

of her room and began to explore.

There was a large oak wardrobe along one wall with a matching dressing 

table, mirror and set of draws right next to it. I walked up to the 

dresser draws and slid open her treasured collection of satin and lace. 

The silky perfumed scents of her pretty things wafted gently up sending 

a chill of desire all the way through me. I had to try on some of her 

things, I couldn't prevent the girl inside me from being herself too. 

Women's clothes are so attractive to me, I hate having to dress like a 

man all the time. Part of my spirit needs to feel that softness surround 

me. I eased out a pair of her silky panties, they were so pretty, a very 

soft pink satin with gently laced edges. 

I dropped my towel to the floor and slipped them on. Feeling them around 

me and knowing they were such an intimate part of sweet Alice too made me 

weak at the knees and as hard as a rock at the same time. I searched a 

little deeper and found an exquisite matching top, I slipped it on over 

my head then wandered over to Alice's wardrobe and opened it up. She had 

such a great range of beautiful clothes. To see them all together made my 

heart jump. To be standing so close to them all wearing her gorgeous 

lingerie was such a girlie thrill.

Just as I reached out to touch one of her dresses I heard the bedroom 

door open behind me. My greatest fear of being caught had just visited 

me. I wheeled around in total shock.
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"Oh, John, I forgot my prescription. What are you, I mean, why are you? 

Oh Wow. You're wearing my camisole and panties."

"I'm so sorry Alice, and God, I'm so embarrassed. I don't mean any harm, 

really, it's just that, well, I like women's things. I love the way you 

dress. I really like you Alice, god, this must look so weird, Please 

don't freak out. I couldn't help myself."

"Wow, I sort of wondered about you before but now I know. So, you're 

wearing my panties because you like me so much or because you want to be 

a girl like me? Which is it John or should I call you Jenny? "

"Well, no, well, sort of, and its so complicated. I don't know, both in a 

way. I'm not sure? I really like you Alice but you never seem to notice. 

I don't know, this is so embarrassing, maybe wearing your things is the 

only way I can be close to you."

"Maybe? What do you mean, maybe? Don't you know? Why do you think I 

asked you to stay this weekend? Didn't that tell you that I liked you 

too? You don't have to sneak around and try on my panties when I'm out. 

Mmm, you do look kind of cute in those. Go on admit it Jenny, you'd 

enjoy being a girl wouldn't you? I mean why else would you want to dress 

in such a pretty pair of girls panties. You could have chosen any of my 

ordinary ones," she said as she looked at me with a mixture of curiosity 

and a growing smile.

"Well, ok, yes, you might as well know, I like feeling feminine 

sometimes. Is that so weird? A lot of girls like feeling boyish sometimes," 

I replied with a little shyness. I was feeling more than a little 

vulnerable stranded in front of Alice wearing nothing else but her very 

feminine panties and pretty top.

"No honey, that's not too weird, well, at least its not weird to me. 

I've always thought you were more like a woman than a man. Now I know 

you really are sweetie. It kind of explains a few things. Don't worry 

babe, that's why I like you. Does that shock you Jenny?"

"Yes it does shock me. I never know with you, you can hide your 

feelings so well when you want to. Look I don't want to be a girl, I 

just like the feeling sometimes. Hey, I'm a guy I'm attracted to 

femininity and what's the 'Jenny' tag about?" I said as I started to 

take off her panties trying to rescue some of the remaining tatters of 

my masculinity.

"Don't you dare take off those panties, my sweet girlfriend, if you feel 

like a girl then you are part girl. Why don't you like me calling you 

Jenny? It suites you. You're right in a way, I've never told you how I 

feel about you because you always revert to being a 'normal everyday 

guy' every time we get close, every time I want you to let go and just 

be yourself with me.. you see, I like that 'girl' part of you. This 

isn't the way I would've liked to talk to you about us, but, well, you 

might as well know that I'm really attracted to you too, but, it's the 

feminine part of you I like.” 

Alice stood back from me and looked me up and down from the top
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