"Madam Davis?" Mickey asked the matron as he saw her crying.

"O-Oh Mickey" she looked at him.

"What's wrong?" he went to sit down next to the human woman.

"I...I don't think I can keep the orphanage open any longer there's just not enough money..." she sobbed "sure the economy is recovering again but for how long?".

Mickey frowned the great depression had hit everyone hard thankfully they seemed to be finally recovering 'of course we thought that back in 1933 and then we crashed again so I can see why she's worried that it won't last...' he hugged her causing her to gasp "I can help Madam Davis" he remembered one night while he'd been out doing shoe shining that one guy had made a lewd comment towards him saying that he'd make a lot of money with his body not just because he was pretty but because of who he was as even though Disney Studios was no longer a corporate entity he still had a lot of fame.

"Oh, Mickey you don't need to do that really!" Madam Davis was surprised as Mickey never liked physical contact with anyone so for him to hug her...

"Please" Mickey smiles though it didn't quite reach his eyes "let me help you, you've done so much for me while I've been here let me help you for once".

He didn't really want to do what he was planning but she'd done so much... she'd been there for him and many others so in his mind it was high time to return the favour...

Later the next week Mickey climbed back in through his window a sticky white fluid splattered on his face he quickly went into the bathroom and washed his face off and rinsed his mouth out gagging slightly 'urgh... this stuff tastes disgusting...' the mouse then left the bathroom and walked to where the cash box was and popped the lock on it putting in all the cash he'd made through the night which added up to over a hundred dollars he sighed closing it and locking it again before heading back to his room to get some sleep.

'What are you doing to get this Mickey?' Madam Davis thought as she looked at him she'd been surprised when she'd found money in the cash box the first time and now it was becoming regular and the amount had been increasing as well she was worried about him and what he could be doing to get the money.

"Thank you, Madam Davis" Mickey murmured giving her a smile his skin pale and bags under his eyes as he took a plate.

"Hey, pancakes!" one of the younger girls says happily "we've only had porridge for months now!".

Mickey smiled 'for them... it makes it worth it... it makes letting my body be defiled and dirtied worth it...' he took a bite from his food getting lost in thought 'sure I let them touch me... let them use me but... I don't want to do it I don't do it because I like it but because I need to...'.

                                                                             ~-~-~-~-~

Mickey yawned waking up from his spot in the backseat of the Dodge Six sedan and sat up finding a wad of cash nearby him he grabbed it before going to get out of the car only to realize at the last minute that his shorts were undone and his boxers had been pulled down just enough for him to be indecent "well..." he mumbled blushing as he fixed his clothes "at least it was a woman this time... as last time it was another man and I bled a lot... it hurt to walk for a while..." he gripped his chain seeking comfort as he fought not to cry out of shame he didn't wear his earrings out in public as they brought too much attention to him he did still have them on him they were just in his hammerspace.

He left the car and began to walk back to the orphanage 'she could have at least parked a bit closer...' he thought in slight annoyance.

                                                                              ~-~-~-~-~

"Mister Mickey?" Mickey looked at the young girl and gave her a soft smile.

"Yes?".

"Are you the one helping Madam Davis with the money?" she tilted her head to the side "because I've seen you leave the house at night and Sarah says she saw you put money in the cash box".

"Uhh..." Mickey had no idea what to say.

"Can I help you with what you're doing? as you seem tired a lot..." these words caused him to jolt in surprise.

"No" Mickey said firmly "what I do to get money isn't something little girls should be doing" his ears went back 'I shouldn't be doing it either...'.

"Aww..." she whines "but I wanna help!".

"Well I am sorry but you can't" Mickey snapped she was right about one thing he hadn't been sleeping properly and as such was getting easy to irritate.

The girl finches at his tone before sniffing "I just wanna be kind to you...".

Mickey's ears flattened against his head "Maria..." he started but she ran off and he groaned tugging on his ears "I feel like such a twit..." he then sighed getting up from his seat having to place a hand on the wall to steady himself as the room spun once it passed he walked to the laundry room and started to do the washing having to force his body which just wanted to sleep to move a yawn escaped him "gods... I just wish I didn't have to resort to whoredom of all things to be able to help..." he mumbled he then screwed his eyes shut gritting his teeth as a sob wracked his body.

He just wanted to wake up from this nightmare already!

But... it wasn't a horrible dream this was reality this was his life now... he could never go back to how he used to be for he was dirty, tainted, drenched in sin.

And nothing was ever going to wash the filth and sin from him...
