FORBIDDEN VIEWS
Paul Taylor
Sometime during 1988, I called on my friends Steve and Chloe Richards at a time they specifically
requested me to call.
Chloe was in a flap and very agitated. Steve had suddenly gone out with any prior warning, the dinner
was cooking and at a crucial stage and their three girls were all in the bath. She asked me to go up into
the bathroom and keep an eye on them. I protested. Chloe clattered angrily up the stairs and returned
and snapped at me, “The girls are quite happy that you supervise them in the bath! So, go up, now!”
She was really very cross.
Reluctantly, I went into the bathroom. The three girls were all standing up in the bath throwing a
sponge at each other and in high spirits, laughing and having fun. Linda was eight, Gemma was seven
and Diana was five. I was dreadfully embarrassed. I should not be seeing the girls like this.
Diana got out of the bath and asked me to dry her with a towel because Dad always did. Linda and
Gemma stood facing me as I attended to Diana. I should not be doing this nor seeing two girls of eight
and seven full frontal nude.
Chloe was a modern wife and mother. I think she always wanted to be a man. She always wore jeans
and tops often with a jacket. Her hair style was not masculine though. She had the attributes of a
woman but never wore a dress or a skirt and I had known her for a decade at least.
On another occasion, she asked me to visit her on a summer’s morning. I was somewhat surprised as
Steve would be at work and the children at school. Being terribly old-fashioned, I did not want to go
but eventually thought there was no harm in it.
She sat on the arm of the sofa opposite me. I was sitting properly on another sofa. Why did she sit on
the arm of a sofa?
She was dressed in a flowing summer dress something unheard of and her bare legs were shining in
the strong sunlight. She was giggling and in a good mood. Suddenly she fell from the arm of the sofa
and landed on her bottom between the sofa and the wall with her legs raised in a V shape and very
wide open showing the whole expanse of her white knickers. She was dazed for some moments and
her feet were now on the floor with her knees bent but her legs still wide open. Realising her position
she blushed furiously and was embarrassed.
She screamed and thrust an arm between her legs and struggled to get up. She ran upstairs and stayed
there and so I went home.
Some five years later, Linda was fourteen. Chloe and Steve had split up and Chloe asked me to visit
her and decorate the cupboard under the stairs. It had to have wallpaper stripped off first. Chloe had
to go out and said that Linda was still in bed as there was no school for her that day and she would
stay there.
I entered the cupboard with the door ajar and my back to the door to deal with the facing wall. It was
hard work and, after a short while, I paused for a few moments and heard someone in the dinning
room/kitchen. It must be Chloe back from the shops and so I looked out of the door which was still
ajar. It was Linda walking away from the kitchen sink with a bowl of cereal to take upstairs. She was
full frontal naked. She now had breasts and pubic hair. I turned away. She went upstairs unaware that
I was there.

Another view which I should not have seen. I felt that I had violated these females and feel very guilty
even to this day some eight years on.
Before you criticise me, if you are a man what would you have done? If you are a female how would
you react? If you were Linda and knew I was there how would you feel?
Some of you may say that these were accidents or trivia and that I am making too much of them
If these events were made known I could be charged with voyeurism or, possibly, some sexual offence!
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