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This book is a fictional tale set in a real location in the Czech Republic; a village called Cerna.  Cerna is famous for being the home of the Other World Kingdom, the subject of this book.  Although the castle is now for sale and the OWK is no more, it was always a dream of mine to take my husband there; sadly, I never got the chance. 

My hope is that one day the castle will be bought and saved, remaining a femdom empire where everyone can find their own space. 

This book contains more taboo elements later on, and I hope people are open minded to the fact that it is a work of fiction, not reality.  If you are easily offended, then it’s probably not the right book for you.  Everyone else...Enjoy!

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself. 

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Selling a business at a young age can lead to a few possible outcomes.  For some, they just move onto the next project and fall into the same routine; for others, they don’t know what to do with their money, so go and blow it all on drugs, parties and hookers.  When I sold my business at the tender age of just thirty-four, I decided to do what I always wanted to do, and that was move to a foreign country and write books.  I didn’t even need to be successful as an author, I just wanted to get my ideas on paper, so to speak.

For my wife, Vanessa, selling my business meant she could quit her job as a corporate accountant and move into art and graphic design.  She was always the arty type and I told her long ago to quit and do what she wanted to do, but given my business had been a start-up for so long, she was the one who propped us up financially.  After eleven years of marriage, ten of which was spent watching my business struggle to hold on, you’d think that she would’ve told me to give up and move on, but no, she stood by me through thick and thin, and I know she sacrificed a log, the biggest of which was kids.

Yes, we were still at an age where having kids was not only possible, but also probably right, however after selling the business we sat down and consciously discussed if having kids now made sense, after all, we never had a proper holiday, never had a proper life, and having kids now would prevent that.  We decided that there were enough kids in the world right now, and if things felt right later, then we would adopt.

Vanessa was the same age as me, just a month or so younger, and she aged gracefully.  In fact, she still looked like she was in her early twenties, with her slim, toned body, her large D-cup breasts, and her long slender legs.  Given her Armenian heritage, she had very long jet-black hair, but very pale skin, almost like alabaster.  Her cheekbones were high and defined, and her eyes were sharp, dark brown, almost black.  When she was younger, she’d had offers from top modelling agencies, but she really didn’t fancy the lifestyle. 

However, the most beautiful thing about Vanessa was not her face, or her tall sexy body, but rather it was her loving, caring nature.  She took care of me and asked for nothing in return, which of course made me want to give her everything.  Knowing I couldn’t afford to take her for regular massages, I once paid to go to get certified as a masseuse, that way I could massage her whenever she liked.  I used connections in the tech industry to get advanced test devices of the latest Apple technology, just so I could give it to her. 

Then there was our sex life.  When we began, sex was constant, and I mean, constant.  We got home from work, we fucked.  We woke up, we fucked.  We came back from the shops, we fucked.  Then when the business began taking over our lives, then we fucked less, not that she complained.  In the last three years before I sold, I think we fucked once a month, and even then, I was so stressed, I couldn’t keep it up.  She never complained.  In fact, she always told me how sorry she felt for me.

The business...well, that all started with an idea.  I was a programmer at the time, self-taught, and I had been working for an indy game studio.  Standard stuff.  In the evenings, I worked on a game of my own which involved a more advanced AI that you could communicate with via microphone.  That in itself was not new, there had been games like that before, but they never caught on.  My idea was to make the AI more advanced, rather than just giving it tasks and it saying, “Yes Sir,” or such, it would communicate back to you based on your playing habits, passing orders back, and essentially engaging you in conversation, even humour, at times. 

By the time I had the game finished, I realised I had communicated a highly-intelligent self-learning AI system, far more intelligent than Alexa or anything on the market at that time.  I began defining other areas where it could be applied, developing Word add-ons, browser add-ons, everything I could think of where it could be beneficial for business.  Then I spent the next ten years trying to sell the damned things to businesses who simply didn’t get it, or didn’t believe it.

“Hi Bigmart, this solution can actually define what stock you’ll need in real time, define the best truck route, thus lowering your inhouse inventory, reducing freight costs, and so on and so on.  And it can do it faster than anyone.” I told them.

“Yeah, thanks, but we already have that with our ERP system.” They would reply, uninterested.

Except they didn’t.  They thought they had that, but what they really had was some bullshit machine learning solution, not AI.

I digress.  I sold the solution to smaller businesses, that kept me afloat, whilst trying to find investors.  I found the occasional interested party who bought a percent here or there, but nothing huge.  Then one day, I ended up in a meeting with a major British sportswear brand.  What was meant to be a half-hour meeting turned into a three-day whiteboarding session, where we went over all the areas where my AI could transform their business.  My meeting with two uninterested men in suits, turned into a busy boardroom with thirty men and women, excitedly screaming over each other to get their idea heard.  It was a dream meeting. 

For the next year, I worked hand in hand with them to transform their entire operations over to AI.  Not a single person lost their job, rather the AI became the necessary assistant to each to make their lives easier and to augment each capability. 

In the space of twelve months, their market share increased three-hundred and twenty-two percent.  Their share price boom shocked the industry.  Nobody could understand what had happened, nobody except the company, and me. 

When I signed the company, I also signed an NDA.  They didn’t want it to get out that they were using AI, worried the public would take issue with it.  But when their results were so successful, the CEO asked me why more companies hadn’t taken advantage of my product.  I explained that nobody believed it until then, and even after that, they still didn’t believe or understand the potential.  He immediately purchased forty-nine percent of my company for ten million pounds.  He noted that he knew the company was worth far more than that, but he was also a business man. 

After the deal was done, the CEO not only lifted the NDA, but went public in Forbes to talk about their success and the AI that accomplished it. 

Six weeks later, I sold my entire business for two-point-two billion dollars.  Nearly half of which went to the CEO of the sportswear brand.  I stayed on for several weeks, helping with the transition of the few employees I had, and then bid farewell and retired.

Vanessa loved the idea of moving to an old house in a foreign country and renovating.  We were not massively travelled, as explained, but we had been abroad on weekend breaks.  One of the places we loved was Prague, and we tried to get back there when possible.  But moving to a city was not our idea of fun.  We wanted country life.  As such, we searched the internet, noting down some options of properties for sale.  Then, we flew to the Czech Republic, hired a car, and drove until we found our ideal property.

We visited many wonderful places.  In fact, the place we loved the most was called the Sumava region, down south.  However, none of the properties we visited fit the bill, and the land we had found there was tied to some pretty strict rules.  As such, we decided that we would skip that region.

One property we found online was a huge old house with a big garden right next to some sort of old castle or stately home, literally slap-bang in the middle of the Czech Republic.  It was close to a motorway, but not so close we would hear it, and had easy access to a nearby national park.  The village was called Cerna, meaning black, and the house was an old two-storey building with a huge amount of land around it and a massive stone barn.  The paint and plaster was crumbling from the house and the roof needed replacing, but on the whole, it looked like a fun project.  Right opposite was the old castle, with its white walls.

The owner was an old man who didn’t speak English, but the estate agent, Kamila, translated on our behalf.  The man appeared to have a constant scowl and didn’t really appear friendly at all.  In fact, I got the feeling he didn’t want to sell, and I explained that to Kamila. 

“He doesn’t, but he’s ill and doesn’t get on with his kids.  He’s dying and doesn’t want to leave it to them.” She explained.

I frowned.  “Will this cause us legal issues further down the road?”

She shook her head in the negative.  “No, once it is sold and transferred to you, then no problem.  The problem maybe with your British citizenship, after Brexit.” She noted.

“No, I have dual citizenship.  I have Irish too, so I have an EU passport.” I explained.

“That’s good, then no problem.”

The man showed us around the old place.  It was a dump, mess everywhere, old fittings, old electricity.  It was a dump with potential.  The place had a basement, which was huge, made out of red brick and looked amazing. 

“It’s perfect.” Vanessa whispered to me.  “Can you imagine the work I could get done in that garden?”

I grinned.  “Can you imagine the amount of work that garden is going to be?” Pointing out its sheer size.

“I don’t care.  I want it babe.  I love it so much!” She gushed.

I turned to Kamila.  “What’s the village like?  How are the neighbours and such?”

She spoke to the old man in Czech and then she turned back, “It’s quiet.  There’s a small shop, basic amenities, a pub.  The neighbours are all fine, but the castle has a bit of history.” She smiled.

“What castle doesn’t?” I joked.

“Um, this one is a little more recent.” She explained, now appearing slightly nervous, as if we might run off screaming.

My smile dropped.  “Who died?” I asked.

Her face contorted into shock.  “No, no one died.  The castle was once a sex place.  Erm, they called it the Other World Kingdom.  It was where men went to get spanked and such.  Anyway, I think they went bankrupt or something, because they tried to sell it, then people stopped going there.”

I wasn’t sure what to make of that news, nor did I properly understand it, but what I did understand was that it wasn’t operational anymore and was likely for sale.  It seemed Vanessa reached the same conclusion because she simply laughed and said that it wasn’t a problem for us.

The old man was asking for three million for the whole estate.  That worked out at about a hundred thousand pounds for what was essentially a mansion in England.  I lowered my voice and asked Kamila if the man had made a mistake.  She explained that a lot of these old men were ex-communists who used to work for the state farming cooperative.  They lived there their whole lives, watched one channel on television, voted for the populist who promised them more money or was anti-immigration, and didn’t have access to the internet.  “On top of all that, most people aim for the cities, so this sort of place doesn’t really get a look in.” She explained.  “It’s a lot of land and house, for very little money.”

“We’ll take it.” I told her, “But I want a full breakdown of what to expect, issues, outstanding debt, anything which could harm us later on.”

“I understand.” Kamila agreed.  “I’ll request that from a place we call the Katastr.  That is where you will be registered as owners once the contract is signed.”

Three days later, we were in possession of everything to do with the house, the electrical contracts, the water mains connection details, linked debt, of which there was none, historical legal issues, nothing of importance there.  There was also the valuation report on the house, and of course, it was worth a lot more than it was being sold for, but the report also highlighted the disastrous state of the roof, the mould, and much more.  Still though, I hired a lawyer and experts to go over everything, and a month later, I was the proud owner of a run-down property in Central Europe.  Design, planning and renovations by the company I selected would take over eight months, and then once it was ready, we called up the moving company, and began our emigration from the United Kingdom. 
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The house had been transformed from dive to a gorgeous mix of historical exterior with modern interior.  The kitchen was huge with all the latest gadgets and appliances, and the master bedroom was airy, with plenty of storage space, connecting to a fantastic bathroom in a mix of black and gold.  The bath was a free-standing affair with legs, under a window which opened up to a spectacular view of our land and forest in the distance.  It was our dream home.

The barn had been converted into an art area for Vanessa, with space to paint, sculpt, even work on her computer for graphic design.  She loved every detail and couldn’t wait to begin work in her new studio.

For the first time in years, we fucked like rabbits.  Gone was the stress of daily life.  Gone was the worry and concern.  We were back to our old selves. 

Writing was not so easy.  I spent time jotting down ideas as they came to me, but really I came up with any excuse possible to procrastinate.  Whilst Vanessa seemed to be churning out painting after painting, I was struggling to put words on paper. 

My first excuse was the garden.  Whilst the builders made a lovely home, we did not contract anyone to do the garden.  I know Vanessa promised to do it, and I knew she would, but I began doing things to make it look a little better.  Then as summer approached, I realised how hot it got in the Czech Republic, so I ordered a huge swimming pool, and watched that get installed.  Of course, then I decided I wanted an outdoor kitchen, so invested time in that.  Then I wanted to dog, so I got one of those. 

By the time summer had ended, I had not written a single page, but I had everything I wanted for my home. 

Autumn, and I got to experience the raining wind of the Czech Republic.  But that was okay, because I had the fire on in my study, and I was working on my book.  Actually, I was staring at the blinking cursor on the screen right next to the word, “The”.  Urgh, what was I thinking?  I was no writer!  And god was I bored!

I moved over to the lazy-boy chair and powered up my Xbox and played Call of Duty, hoping to clear my head.  It was as I was playing that, that I heard the rumble of a truck pulling up nearby.  Looking out of my window, I could see a huge moving truck pulling up to the wooden gates of the castle, along with many cars.  I watched as a pretty yet older blonde woman got out of a Mercedes, followed closely by a plump man.  They walked into the castle grounds, followed by far younger and sexier women who got out of the other cars. 

“Honey?” I called out, then remembered Vanessa was painting.  “Never mind.” I called out again, for no reason at all.

The rain had abated, as had the wind, so I decided to take the opportunity to walk the dog, maybe say hello to the new neighbours.  I decided to go the back way around the castle, walking Logan around past the village houses, through the back field, and then back towards the front gate.  As I approached, the women were back out front smoking and chatting. 

“Afternoon,” I said, walking by with Logan.  Of course, Logan being the happy Goldie puppy she was, he ran over to the women desperate for their attention.  We cute giggles and ahs, the women crouched down to stroke him.  “What’s his name?” They asked me.

“Logan.” I smiled.  These girls were spectacularly stunning.  One of them had short brown hair pulled back in a bun, a slim body, wearing leather pants, a black top which stretched over her boobs, and a long red trench coat.  She was the one talking to me. 

“He’s mega cute.” She said in almost perfect English.  “What are you doing in this little place?” She asked.

“Oh, we bought the house over there.” I said, pointing at our house.

“So you’re the owners.” She smiled.  “We were wondering.  We saw the work going on there.”

“You own this place?” I asked her.

“No, our friend does.  We’re just helping get a few things setup and we’re waiting for our cleaning team to arrive.”

“It’s a nice old castle
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