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Preface of the Goddess

Hey, glad you are here and bought this story. I'm Charlotte and I've totally discovered the femdom and just also the findom scene for me. Oh yes, should you be a sub or slave or even already playing in the royal discipline of being a paypig, then of course my name is Goddess or Goddess Charlotte for you.

I think it's great when a man submits to me. I like it when I see in his eyes how he squirms at first and yet knows exactly that it is useless to fight against it and that he cannot help throwing himself at the feet of the woman whom he so desperately wants to worship and impress with his services.

It's nice for me to see how a real payslave thaws out and surrenders to his inclinations, which make his synapses explode in his head, and realizes that it's not only perfectly okay to shower a woman with money and gifts, but he can also derive incredible satisfaction and total happiness for his life from it.

A real payslave feels called to financially pay for the luxury and lifestyle of his beloved, because he wants to make her happy - of his own free will. He longs for devotion and to be able to live his life according to a single woman who writes the rules he has to follow.

I am very fascinated by Findom and it gives me a special pleasure to open men who have the appropriate inclination and preference to not be ashamed of their sexuality, but to surrender to it and live it - with a responsible woman like me.

For me, there is hardly anything more satisfying than to build a real findom bond with a paying pig who has understood that for him the greatest thing is to lay the world at the feet of his goddess. When he then happily begs for one shopping trip after the other and the gifts just arrive, I know that I have helped another soul to her happiness.

And of course I then also enjoy the fruits that my work all yields for me.

I would like to tell you in this book the story of my paypig Thomas, because he was allowed to go this way with me and is still allowed to make me happy. I have shaped him over months and uncovered his deepest needs, which he is now allowed to live out with me. But I do not want to reveal too much yet!

So, take your time when you read it, make yourself comfortable and make sure that you are undisturbed. Why? Because I think you can really enjoy it then. I know your sweet desires and fantasies and of course I'm telling you this story for your head cinema, which can drive you so beautifully crazy, isn't it?

Then let's get started now!

Goddess Charlotte


I shop, you pay!

Today I meet for the first time with my new cashslave candidate Thomas. I am already looking forward to our shopping tour. He is coming to my city today especially for this purpose - with a bulging wallet and hopefully good manners.

We met online. He has written to me and so far has proven to be very pleasant and generous. I feel like finally having a decent specimen of a paypig in my stable again, maybe something long term will come of it. Let's see. First of all, I will go shopping today at his expense.

In a moment it will start. He has already been allowed to buy me a pair of new, black ankle boots from my wish list in advance, I will put them on today. Then he already can admire me in them. I know how great you paypigs find it, when your mistress wears things that you were allowed to pay for.

In addition, black, tight nylons, the burgundy-colored dress that I like so much, red lipstick - very important! - I'm already made up and now I'm ready to go.

I arrive at our arranged meeting point in the middle of the city and there he is already waiting for me. I always come a few minutes too late, because my slave may quietly wait a bit for his goddess.

I walk up to him, make myself known and smile at him. "Well, there's my admirer," I say unabashedly. He smiles back a little sheepishly.

"Yes, my mistress," he says quietly, looking around to make sure no one nearby is listening.

Yes, nervousness is part of it, but I always find it very sweet.

"I hope you brought a full wallet, or at least a full bank account, dear."

"Yes, I did," he quickly replies.

"Good boy. Then we're ready to go, aren't we? Your dough now we're going to hit it on the head nice and together, or rather I am," I say with a laugh.

He grins and nods eagerly. So far he seems sympathetic to me, so off we go.

"I think today you're going to get your money's worth though. I definitely want new shoes, I can never have enough of them."

Thomas stands on everything around feet, socks and shoes he has already confessed to me, he is definitely right with me. I have often received compliments about my narrow, slender feet. Shoe size 38/39.

So we go to Calzedonia, one of my favorite stores. Arriving in front of it, I look at him meaningfully and then at the entrance of the store.

He understands and opens the door and holds it open for me. That's what I expect from a finsub. You can all get this through your heads already. When you are on a shopping tour with a lady, you will hold open every single door and not just sloppily as usual, by going ahead and holding the door open just enough for the lady to come through, no! You go ahead, open the door and then step aside while you hold it open and make room for her. Best you smile at her then also still well-behaved and grateful for the fact that you may go shopping with her at all. And that at every door! That's what I expect!

Thomas may also do this with a little more fervor, but I blame that on his nervousness and am a little more lenient at first. Anyway, he gets to trot along nicely a step behind me while I walk through the rows of shoes looking for a nice pair for me.

"There's a nice one," I say, pointing to a stylish black heel shoe. Thomas gets to pick out the box with the right shoe size and carry it after me until I find a seat. I sit down and point to the ankle boots I'm wearing.

"Take them off!"

He looks around briefly; there are few other people in the store. But even if there were many, I wouldn't make an exception. After all, that's what you're here for.

I sit back and watch as Thomas kneels down in front of me and, visibly nervous, unzips my boots and slowly and carefully pulls them off. I imagine him staring lustfully at my nylon-clad little feet and point with one foot to the box of heels I've chosen, while I graze his hand ever so lightly.

He puts the new shoes on me, I walk a little, they fit beautifully.

"I'll take those, they're great," I say.

"And guess who's going to pay for them, for wearing these wonderful shoes on my feet?", I whisper to him with a grin.

"I am, dear goddess. And I'm already thanking you for it," he beams at me.

His initial shyness seems to have subsided somewhat.

I pick out another pair of shoes and some tops and even underwear in the store for him to wear after me. Finally, we finish up at the first store and we get in line at the register. He, packed with two boxes of shoes and the rest of the clothing in his hands, and I contentedly standing next to it.

"Now you get to pay for me live right in front of me for the first time, slave."

He nods eagerly and does it. I'm tingling inside. I love the feeling of being gifted and served.

He takes the two big bags with all the stuff and I strut out front to the exit. Inside my heart is jumping and I am excited. This fetish is just great!

At the door I turn around and let my little bag hauler hold the door open for me. Outside I breathe in the fresh air, turn to Thomas and look at him expectantly. When nothing but an uncertain look came, I say energetically,

"Well, what do you say?"

"Oh. Yes, thank you, Goddess, for letting me pay for you...and for letting me take your shoes off and put them back on, too," came back a little awkwardly, but I was satisfied.

A walking wallet always thanks after every payment and gift for being allowed to do this for his lady!

"You've done that very well, my little paypig. Nice and smooth you have pulled out your wallet and paid, as it should be. Also your careful and calm way to put on and take off my shoes was very pleasant. Fine, so we can continue to fleece your account. I allow you to pay even more for me. But you know what you forgot? You didn't ask me at the beginning if your goddess wouldn't like a drink. Well, we're going to make up for that now, slave! Go on, buy me a coffee."

In my opinion, that's the first thing you paying dorks should do for a lady on a real shopping trip! Ask her if she wouldn't like something to drink while she's at it. There's nothing like a nice coffee while shopping. And, of course, you carry it on the side!


In the changing room

With the bags and hot coffee-to-go in tow, we now stroll into the next store. This time Thomas is allowed to pay for new pants. I find it so pleasant to move freely in the store while he runs after me, packed with bags and the coffee. And as soon as I find an interesting pair of pants, I put them over his arm.

Finally we arrive at the changing rooms and I allow him to finally put the bags down. I have already finished my coffee. I am lucky, the locker rooms are very large and even a small stool is in there. I go into one and try on the selected pants, while Thomas is allowed to wait for me outside.

At some point I open the curtain again, smile pointedly at my valet and tell him to come with me to the dressing room. Puzzled, he follows my instruction and looks down at me at my feet covered in the dark nylons. I sit down on the small stool.

"Now you can show how much you adore your goddess, my little paying idiot. You can pay well enough, but what about your worship skills?"

He doesn't need to be told the implicit instruction twice and sinks to his knees in front of me. He looks at my feet and takes one foot in his hand and feels it. The nylon fabric sure feels soft and good against his skin. He closes his eyes and just feels. Ah, a sensual one, I think to myself, very nice! I feel his warm hand closing around my heel. My sole, my toes, the back of my foot. Everything is felt by him.

"How much more cash do you think I'm going to get out of you with my feet, my foot-crazy paypiggy?", I whisper.

"I want you to pay yourself silly for me in the long run."

I notice how this almost turns me on even myself, seeing him there enjoying himself so much at my feet and realizing that he's already forked out hundreds of euros for me today alone.

I lead my foot slowly very close to his face and he begins to kiss my soles gently and lovingly and with relish. He presses his face against them and pulls the air audibly through his nose.

"Yes, that's the scent I'm going to get you addicted to," I continue to whisper.

And he starts smelling my feet even more intensely. He moans softly in approval.

He starts to lick nicely starting at my heel up to my toes. I feel his wet tongue on my nylons and move my foot in time with his tongue. With my other foot I press very lightly against the small bulge in his jeans and move it slightly circling.

"Suck my toes, you little foot twat.", I say softly and close my eyes to feel more intensely his warm, wet mouth that is now closing around my toes.

I wiggle my toes in his mouth and finally I push my little foot all the way into his mouth. My nylon foot is already completely soaked in the front.

"Suck that foot like there's no tomorrow, my little servant. But softly!", I whisper again, still with my eyes closed.

"And be aware that I'm about to make you pay for this experience. In a moment we'll go through the store again and you'll drag all those bags after me again and I'll pick out something sinfully expensive and then I'll make you pay for it. I'll help myself to your money for which you were allowed to work so long. And I will spend it within minutes. And the next time you come back with your hard-earned money, you can't wait to spend it on me again, you foot-sucking paypig, you got that?"

He nods while still sucking my toes and I smile contentedly, giving him a little kick against his tail that show in his pants and withdrawing my foot from him again.

Such a short foot fuck in the locker room is something great, I think. He may put my ankle boots back on and we go out.


The pack mule

Finally, I have Thomas also in the store after our little foot experience again nicely gutted. I am just expensive for a real paypig. He can get used to that. He was allowed to pay again in a good three-digit range alone in this store for me. This time he thanked me sweetly afterwards, while I laughed in his face.

"I hope I could make you happy today, Goddess," he even brought out.

I looked at him benevolently and replied, "You certainly could. I am very pleased with you, my pay servant. We can do this more often. So keep working for me. Since you did that very well today and you also showed good manners, I have a surprise for you! But first you call me now a cab, because with it I go home, of course you may also still pay. When I'm on the road with you, I won't spend a single cent on anything - that's your responsibility."

No sooner said than done. The cab stand was close by and now we are standing in front of one. My piggy bank still packed with the bags. I look deep into his eyes and take out a little note from my coat that I still wrote at home, just in case. But Thomas seems very sympathetic to me. So I hold the note in front of his nose and say smugly and diabolically smiling:

"Here is my address on it. I will now get into the cab there and drive comfortably to my home. And you, my stupid piggy bank, will walk like a donkey to my apartment and bring me my loot, while I'm already sitting on my sofa with a cocoa."

I laugh into his puzzled face.

"You get to run all over town with it. If you're quick, you'll be at my place in thirty minutes.”

"Yes, Goddess, of course. As you wish.", came back.

"Hurry up and no cheating, you're not taking the train, or even a cab, or anything else, I want to see you sweating when you get to me! Now get going!"

I gleefully get into the cab and drive to my place. I really like having men run around for me. Let him rush through the whole city for me with all the bags containing my new clothes for which he was allowed to pay a high three-digit amount today. I laugh to myself and feel that positive tingle again.

I am really very happy with him up to this point. That's how I imagine a real piggy bank and I really liked his natural devote soul, which he showed me today, even though it was still a bit reserved due to nervousness.

Perhaps Thomas is indeed a candidate for a long-term relationship with me, although I have also experienced numerous good one-day flies, whose account I have flattened with a shopping trip and who have not dared to continue afterwards, probably in the knowledge that there is then eventually no return, haha.


The demonstration

It only took ten minutes to get to me by cab. I take off my shoes, make myself a cocoa and sit comfortably on my sofa. I still really enjoy the idea of Thomas running through the city for me. Hach, that's the way it's the most fun. And I think he is also happy to do that for me, at least he should be!

15 minutes later the doorbell rings. There he is, not bad from the time. I open my door and in front of me appears a Thomas with a red head, slightly out of breath and with a wet forehead. I am impressed.

"Good, my payslave, you're well on time. But chop, chop, down on your knees, only then may you come in."

On all fours, I let him crawl into my apartment, bags and all. I hold out one foot to him, which he gratefully gives a really long and fervent kiss. The same with the other. I stroke him through his hair.

"Good boy, that's right, nice greeting your goddess."

"I didn't expect to be able to join you yet. Thank you so much, my adored goddess! And thank you for letting me run for you."

"You're welcome, my little subby. Yes, you have pleased me well and a good paying pig is just also rewarded with me. So, and now comes the surprise I promised you, which was not that I let you run through half the city, that was rather for my pleasure. We will now unpack my spoils together and I'll try everything on again, I always do that anyway when I'm home and you can admire me in everything. Besides, you'll thank me for every single item I let you pay for!"

So we had a nice afternoon together and I rubbed new retard again in his face how much bucks he was already allowed to spend on this one day alone for me. Well, on a shopping tour I just do not let mercy prevail, because a piggy is milked ice cold. Finally, I know that you do not dare to say no in front of such a great woman and I take advantage of it.

At some point we come to the end. The account flat, the brain squelched, the mistress happy - so I like to dismiss a pay pig from service.

"So, you little paypiggy, today was great with you and I can imagine to meet you again. So keep working hard for me, and it will happen."

"It was wonderful, goddess. I would love it if we could meet again."

I pet the sweet little pig in front of me again and smile at it. As a farewell, it even gets a hug from me, because I noticed that it was visibly touched by the experience, which it must process.

And maybe I will meet my new piggy bank Thomas again soon.

I already have a really great idea...


Final word

Well, did you make it to the end?

I hope you enjoyed this little story about my piggybank Thomas and me. If so, then I'm happy about a positive review from you. If you like it, then maybe I will write down more stories and publish them here.

If you are into Findom, then I definitely wish that you have either already found your mistress who is a good match for you and who you can make happy, or that you will find her soon.

And remember that your inclinations are wonderful and totally okay and you don't need to be ashamed of them at all. I say this so explicitly because I know that many men secretly or openly struggle with this fetish and I would like to play a part in making this fetish more accepted and understood so that more paypigs can live a happy sexuality, free from shame and the pressure to conform to social conventions. You can be a great man as a paypig too!

Goddess Charlotte


More femdom stories from Brent Starr
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Slave Of A Horsewoman - Icecold Humiliated & Exploited: A Femdom Story In The Horse Stable

Tom's world turns upside down after he meets the beautiful, confident equestrian Maria. He fights for the job of programming her online horse store. But he soon finds out that she wants to use him for something else as well...
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