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Roxanne 
You don't have to put on the red light 
Those days are over 
You don't have to sell your body to the night 
 
Roxanne 
You don't have to wear that dress tonight 
Walk the streets for money 
You don't care if it's wrong or if it's right 
 
(Chorus) 
 
I loved you since I knew you 
I wouldn't talk down to you 
I have to tell you just how I feel 
I won't share you with another boy 
 
I know my mind is made up 
So put away your make up 
Told you once I won't tell you again 
It's a bad way 
 
(Chorus) 
 

  



The cheap metal bed frame creaks beneath my buttocks as I glance at him before looking 

back out the window. I can’t see anything, of course, the curtain’s drawn, the neon red light 

switched off. It’s his third visit this week. I could tell Serge that he’s bothering me and Serge will 

take care of it – probably mess up his face and tell him he’s no longer welcome to fuck his girls. 

That’s the way it normally goes down in this business, and he’s just another John after all, but for 

some reason I don’t. I hold back from saying anything.  

I twirl a piece of my blond wig between my fingers.  

  “I don’t want to have to share you with other boys,” he says, his pale face tightens with a 

commanding calmness. “I’ve made my mind up. Just put it all away . . . the makeup, too.”  

He points towards the small white dressing table in the corner of my room and the 

haphazard collection of paraphernalia that sits on top of it: tubes of lube, a basket of condoms, 

my makeup bag with its contents scattered across its surface, two dildos, a set of ben wa balls, 

and the harness for the dildos draped across the back of a plastic chair. The matching mirror 

above the dresser has a crack in its corner where one guy had gotten a little too into his role. I 

had had bruises on my neck for weeks, which had hurt my business, but I got off lucky unlike the 

John. Serge had busted a bottle over his head causing the guy to stagger into the mirror with a 

glass cracking thud. Serge had taken the cost of the mirror out of my money, but had never 

replaced it. Bastard. 

“Earth calling Roxy,” he whispers. 

His soft tone gets my attention. I brush the wig’s hair back over my shoulder and angle 

my chin just a fraction, just enough for the kitten smile to have the right effect. The straps of my 

bustier are biting into the flesh of my back, but I ignore the discomfort. It won’t be on for long. I 

pat the mattress beside me. 

He shakes his head, his slouch casual, but his expression not. His intensity is like looking 

into a burning fire – mesmerizing, but searing and a little bit uncomfortable. I try to keep my 

tone light. 

“You don’t need to save me, darling. You just need to tell me what you want.” I use my 

sexy voice, pushing the biting strap off my shoulder in a slow, deliberate movement. The top of 

my nipple pushes up against the fabric. 

“Don’t,” he replies, finally taking a step towards me. 

“What?” I ask, playing the part of the innocent virgin. Some men like that. 



“Not yet.” His voice is soft yet deliberate. 

I shrug my shoulders and pull the strap back up. It doesn’t matter to me how he spends 

his time. I look him up and down. 

Although he’s been here before, I can’t say that he stands out. His eyes are a non-descript 

hue of blue – neither sparkling like a lake on a clear spring day nor murky like a wet slate roof in 

the middle of a rainstorm. They are blue, pure and simple. His clothes fit a similar description. 

Not remarkable or striking, perhaps even boring. A pair of dark pants that could be either blue or 

black, a sombre grey shirt, the kind you pull over your head, not button up. He can be anyone. 

Even his dirty blond hair, although unkempt, doesn’t leave a lingering impression. Perhaps I’ve 

been in the business too long to really care about these things anymore. 

“Use my name,” he says, a little bit forcefully. 

I keep smiling at him. I can’t remember his name. 

“Randy,” he replies calmly. 

“Okay, Randy.” I cross my legs. “What do you want?” I’ve given up on luring him to the 

bed. He will get there in his own time and in his own way . . . they always do. 

“Tell me a story,” he says. He gives me an encouraging nod this time, yet he still stands 

still, no farther or closer to the bed. 

“What kind of story would you like to hear?” I ask suggestively. Now we are getting 

somewhere. I uncross my legs and spread them wide apart, pulling my skirt up just a few inches 

to give him an ample view of the goods. Turning my knees slightly inward, just enough to be 

haphazard and sultry but not enough to obscure his view, I place my hands on the edges of my 

thighs. 

I hear his breath hitch in his chest before he shakes his head, a thundering menace 

replacing his calm composure. He strides over to the bed and slaps me hard across my face, his 

palm hitting my cheek with a resounding crack. The force of it is strong enough to whip my face 

around to the right, the sting making my eyes water.  

I spring for the door, but he’s faster. 

He grabs me around the waist and clamps his free hand over my mouth dragging me back 

towards the bed. Thrashing against his chest, my nails gouge out small trails of damaged skin 

down his arms. It’s not enough and I bite down hard on the flesh of his palm, causing the bitter 

taste of blood to seep into my mouth, but still, he doesn’t flinch or scream out. The only noise he 



makes comes out as a grunt as he hitches me up around my waist and throws us both down on 

top of the bed. I land face down, his body muffling my descent. I struggle to breathe under his 

heavy weight, his musky scent invading my nostrils while his pelvis juts hard against my back. 

Choking back my instinct to scream, I stop fighting him. I’m panting, trying to catch my breath.  

“I’ve loved you since I’ve known you,” he whispers in my ear, squeezing me tightly to 

him. His breath smells of mint candies. “But I won’t ask again, Roxy. Tell the story.” I expect 

him to let me up, but he doesn’t. He shifts his weight just enough to cocoon me in his embrace, 

his hand moving from my mouth to my neck. The rest of him stays molded against me as if we 

are two spoons in a drawer.  

The intimacy unsettles me.  

“I don’t know what you want,” I croak. “Just say. I’ll do whatever you want.” 

“Then tell me the story of Roxanne and the red light,” he replies coolly. He runs his hand 

down my waist and over the edge of my buttocks before using his fingers to clamp down on my 

chin. 

“There’s nothing to tell,” I say slowly, resisting the urge to bat away his hand. His fingers 

pinch tighter, catching the delicate skin of my cheek. I wince but don’t complain. I’ve felt worse. 

“Tell the story, Roxy,” he breathes. 

“I fuck men for money,” I reply into the bed sheet. “Is there more to tell?” 

“Walking the streets for money,” he pauses and then adds almost to himself. “The 

morality of it . . . don’t you care if it’s wrong or right?” He starts to stroke the strands of the wig. 

“Why? I do okay.” I avoid his question. Something in his demeanor cautions me. 

“That’s not the story is it? Now is your chance to come clean. Give me your confession,” 

he murmurs. His breath is hot and heavy on my earlobe. “I will absolve you of his sins.” 

His sins.  

Not mine.  

His. 

My throat tightens as a wave of shame washes over me before dropping away into the 

cold pit of my stomach. The memories threaten to overwhelm me. I feel nauseous.  

He knows. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking-” 



He yanks at my hair and I can almost hear his surprise as the wig flies off in his grip. The 

wig hits the dingy wall above the bedframe like a diseased pigeon smacking into a window 

before collapsing in a heap on the pillow. It isn’t a very nice wig, the yellow synthetic fibers 

obvious as you got a closer look at it. It’s all I can afford. 

He jerks on my real hair this time causing me to inhale sharply as the back of my neck 

cramps with his effort. I clamp my lips shut to stifle my shriek. 

“Was it like this? Is this how he made you feel?” he asks quietly, his hands wrapped in 

my hair. 

“Please . . . don’t . . . I don’t want to go there,” I plead as I lie trapped in his arms on top 

of the bed.  

“Tell me, Roxy,” he demands. He rips through the lace of my panties, and I start to 

struggle. 

“No!” I can feel the rough weave of his pants up against my bare buttocks as I fight him. 

The fabric chafes and rubs causing the panic to well up in my chest.  

“It doesn’t have to be this way if you tell the story.” He fumbles with the zip on his pants. 

I can feel him shift his weight as his pants slide down past a point where I can no longer feel 

them. It offers little in the way of relief as I know what’s likely to come next. I brace myself. 

He pushes himself inside me with a sigh.  

I let the angry tears come. 

He doesn’t fuck me further. 

“Who was he Roxy?” he asks gently. 

It’s his sudden kindness that undoes me. It’s like lancing a boil as all the pain, shame, and 

humiliation ooze out of the secret dark places. 

“My uncle,” I whisper hoarsely, squeezing out the words. He lays a brief, chaste kiss on 

my cheek before placing his head on mine, his hand slowly stroking my hair. He still doesn’t 

move inside me. 

“When?” he asks, continuing to stroke my hair. Up and down. 

 “I was barely five,” I admit, the embarrassment staining my cheeks although I know he 

can’t see it. It’s easier to tell the story this way, easier to let the words flow when I can’t see his 

face. It’s like talking to myself.   

 “And,” he urges. He’s panting slightly. 



“It was my grandmother’s house. He was staying there. He had had too much to drink. 

Later, he told me I was special,” I utter the words like they aren’t real. They are someone else’s 

words, someone else’s story. It isn’t mine. I am Roxy. Roxanne doesn’t exist anymore. 

“He took away your innocence,” he states simply. He shifts his arm beneath my neck. 

His words move me in a way that I hadn’t expected. It isn’t that they aren’t true, it’s more 

that even though I know them to be true, they don’t feel real until someone else says them. I’d 

shut that box and locked it years ago, not expecting a stranger to be the one to open it again. How 

else was it to be? What do you do when your five years old and scared? You push the pain and 

the guilt far down inside yourself until you can’t see it anymore. It’s how I survived and up to 

now, that’s exactly what I’ve done. No one asks the question, no one cares how I ended up here. 

I am just Roxy the girl who makes fantasies real. 

The sob erupts from my chest before I can stop it. It starts somewhere deep within my 

belly and travels up through my ribcage before taking a hold of my shoulders. This time the tears 

that come unbidden are full of loss and sorrow: for the little girl who’d put on the brave face all 

those years ago, for the older version of her who ran away from the chaos only to end up on the 

streets before finally landing here. This is where Roxanne has become Roxy, and it had started in 

that one dark moment in a forgotten room full of shadows and sexual whispers. I cling to the bed 

sheet, gripping the tatty fabric in my fists. 

“Shhh,” he coos into my ear. “Let it out, that’s it.” He rocks me back and forth on the 

bed. “Let the darkness come.”  

He starts to move inside me. Slow and insidious. 

I lie there confused, the motion disorienting me. The emotion that is so raw and real 

moments ago fizzles out in the wake of his violation. Instead, a new emotion is filling me up. 

Disappointment. Suddenly, I feel a hundred years old. Nothing ever changes. 

“I don’t want this.” I try to pull his prick from my body. “You need to leave.” 

He sighs in my ear. “That’s what they all say, but I’m going to save you. You don’t have 

to put on the red light anymore.” He tightens his grip on my neck, his pace picking up. 

The fear kicks in immediately, but it’s too late. He shoves me into the bed with a force 

that leaves me breathless, holding my head flat on the mattress while extending his hold on my 

neck. My neck muscles revolt under the strain as I struggle beneath his weight, desperate to keep 



my mouth clear and free. I take in a lungful of air. “You don’t have to do this,” I gasp, the tears 

free flowing now. He pushes me further into the mattress. 

“Let go of the darkness. Let me wash away your sins,” he replies calmly as he ruts on top 

of me. He says it in a reverential way as if he’s praying in church. He doesn’t panic, he doesn’t 

sweat or struggle. His voice is almost clinical in its detached tone. 

“Please,” I beg one last time. My muscles are cramping with the exertion of fighting him. 

I can’t hold my head up much longer, and I’m so tired. Tired of it all. It seems so unfair to have 

it come to this. I take in a mouthful of cotton sheet this time around and I gag. 

“Roxanne you don’t have to put on the red light,” he croons. Over and over. Like a 

needle skipping over a record’s surface. He grabs a pillow and shoves it over my face.  

I let go. 


