
 
http://www.news.com.au/finance/business/other-industries/former-
prostitute-takes-aim-at-her-clients-in-scathing-letter/news-
story/6f28870d436544514a909d581467d06f 
 	
 
 
 
Tanja Rahm has a few choice words for the men who paid her for sex 
in her early 20s. 
  
Dear sex customer, 
If you think that I ever felt attracted to you, you are terribly mistaken. I 
have never had any desire to go to work, not once. The only thing on 
my mind was to make money, and fast. 
Do not confuse that with easy money; it was never easy. Fast, yes. 
Because I quickly learned the many tricks to get you to come as 
quickly as possible, so I could get you off of me, or from under me, or 
from behind me. 
And no, you never turned me on during the act. I was a great actress. 
For years I have had the opportunity to practice for free. Actually, it 
falls under the concept of multi-tasking. Because while you lay there, 
my thoughts were always elsewhere. Somewhere where I was not 
confronted with you sucking out my self respect, without spending as 
much as 10 seconds on the reality of the situation, or to look me in 
the eye. 
If you thought you were doing me a favour by paying me for 30 
minutes or an hour, you were wrong. I would rather have had you in 
and out as fast as possible. When you thought yourself to be my holy 
saviour, asking what a pretty girl like me was doing in a place like 
that, you lost your halo when you proceeded to ask me to lie down on 
my back, and then put all your efforts into feeling my body as much 
as possible with your hands. Actually, I would have preferred if you 
had gotten down on your back and had let me do my job. 
When you thought you could boost your masculinity by getting me to 
climax, you need to know that I faked it. I could have won a gold 
medal in faking it. I faked it so much, that the receptionist would 
nearly fall off of her chair laughing. What did you expect? You were 



perhaps number three, or number five, or eight that day. 
Did you really think I was able to get turned on mentally or physically 
by having sex with men I did not choose myself? Not ever. My 
genitals were burning. From lubricant and condoms. And I was tired. 
So tired, that often I had to be careful not to close my eyes for fear of 
falling asleep while my moaning continued on autopilot. 
If you thought you paid for loyalty or small talk, you need to think 
again. I had zero interest in your excuses. I did not care that your wife 
had pelvic pain, and that you just could not go without sex. Or when 
you offered any other pathetic excuse for coming to buy sex with me. 
When you thought I understood you and had sympathy for you, it was 
all a lie. I had nothing but contempt for you, and at the same time you 
destroyed something inside of me. You sowed the seeds of doubt in 
me. Doubt as to whether all men were just as cynical and unfaithful 
as you were. 
When you praised my appearance, my body, or my sexual abilities, 
you could just as well have vomited on me. You did not see the 
person behind the mask. You only saw that which confirmed your 
illusion of a raunchy woman with an unstoppable sex drive. 
In fact, you never said what you thought I wanted to hear. Instead, 
you said what you yourself needed to hear. You said that, which was 
needed to preserve your illusion, and which prevented you from 
thinking about how I had ended up where I was at 20 years of age. 
Basically, you did not care at all. Because you had one goal only, and 
that was to show off your power by paying me to use my body as it 
pleased you. 
When a drop of blood appeared on the condom, it was not because 
my period had just come. It was because my body was a machine, 
one that could not be interrupted by a monthly cycle, so I inserted a 
sponge into my vagina, when I menstruated. To be able to continue 
on the sheets. 
And no, I did not go home after you had finished. I continued working, 
telling the next customer exactly the same story that you had heard. 
You were all so consumed with your own lust that a little menstrual 
blood did not stop you. 
When you came with objects, lingerie, costumes or toys, and wanted 
erotic role-play, my inner machine took over. I was disgusted with you 
and your sometimes quite sick fantasies. The same goes for the 



times when you smiled and said that I looked like a 17-year-old girl. It 
did not help that you yourself were 50, 60, 70, or older. 
When you regularly violated my boundaries by either kissing me, or 
inserting your fingers into me, or taking off your condom, you did it 
knowing perfectly well that it was against the rules. You were testing 
my ability to say no. And you enjoyed it. 
When I did not object clearly enough, or when I too often would 
simply ignore it. And then you used it in a perverted way to show how 
much power you had and that you could cross my boundaries. 
When I finally told you off, and made it clear that I would not have you 
as a customer again if you could not respect the rules, you insulted 
me and my role as prostitute. You were condescending, threatening 
and rude. 
When you buy sex, it says a lot about you, your humanity, and your 
sexuality. To me, it is a sign of your weakness, even though you 
confuse it with a sick sort of power and status. 
You think you have a right. I mean, the prostitutes are out there 
anyway, right? But they are only prostitutes because men like you 
stand in the way of healthy and respectful relationship between men 
and women. 
Prostitutes only exist because men like you feel you have the right to 
satisfy your sexual urges using the orifices of other people’s bodies. 
Prostitutes exist because you and your peers feel that your sexuality 
requires access to sex whenever it suits you. 
Prostitutes exist because you are a misogynist, and because you are 
more concerned with your own sexual needs than the relationships in 
which your sexuality could actually flourish. 
When you buy sex, it reveals that you have not found the core within 
your own sexuality. I feel sorry for you, I really do. That you are so 
mediocre that you think that sex is all about ejaculating into a 
stranger’s vagina. 
And if one is not handy, it is never further away than down the street, 
where you can pay an unknown woman to be able to empty yourself 
into a rubber while inside of her. 
What a petty and frustrated man you must be. A man unable to 
create profound and intimate relationships, in which the connection 
runs deeper than just your ejaculation. 
A man, who expresses his feelings through his climaxes, who does 



not have the ability to verbalise them, but prefers to channel them 
through his genitals to rid himself of them. What a weak masculinity. 
A truly masculine man would never degrade himself by paying for 
sex. 
As far as your humanity goes, I believe in the good in people, also in 
you. I know that deep down, you have a conscience. That you have 
quietly wondered whether what you did was ethically and morally 
justifiable. I also know that you defend your actions and likely think 
that you treated me well, were kind, never mean or did not violate my 
boundaries. 
But you know what? That is called evading your responsibility. You 
are not confronting reality. You delude yourself in thinking that the 
people you buy are not bought. Not forced into prostitution. 
Maybe you even think that you did me a favour and gave me a break 
by talking about the weather, or giving me a little massage before you 
penetrated me. It did me no favours. All it did was confirm to me that I 
was not worth more. That I was a machine, whose primary function 
was to let others exploit my sexuality. 
I have many experiences from prostitution. They enable me to write 
this letter to you. But it is a letter, which I would much rather not have 
written. These are experiences I wish I could have avoided. 
You of course, you thought of yourself as one of the nice customers. 
But there are no nice customers. Just those who confirm the women’s 
negative view of themselves. 
Yours truly, 
Tanja Rahm 
Tanja Rahm spent three years in different Danish brothels and left 
prostitution when she was 23-years-old to become a therapist, 
sexologist and a lecturer. This letter, adapted from one that first 
appeared on the Danish website Welt, is one of 18 personal stories 
published in Prostitution Narratives: Stories of Survival in the Sex 
Trade, a new book by Caroline Norma and Melinda Tankard Reist. 


