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King Marc was a large man standing 6’3. His hair was a beautiful shade of red. He always wore a beard, and his eyes were a pale green. His attitude was pleasant and he was not quick to temper. He was a thinker. 

He replaced his father when he was 38 years old. His father had a disease that was unknown to the doctors and when he died quietly, Marc was put on the throne. His father had trained him to be the next King. He even shared his ‘blue box’ that had all of the country’s paperwork in it that needed his signature.

Still, it broke Marc’s heart to see his father wither away. He was a good man and so undeserving of a disease like this, whatever it was. 

The day before Marc’s 38th birthday, his father whispered to his nurse. She left and came back with a red box and a key. She presented it to Marc and said, “Your father had this made for your birthday. He wants his blue box to be buried with him. This box will hold all of your royal business.” That night, his father passed away. Marc felt very alone, even though he had hundreds of thousands of people who lived in his country. 

He did not want a huge ceremony about becoming King. His father’s memory should be remembered and the crown silently passed onto him. 

King Marc sighed. There was much work to be done, yet everyone including his staff just wanted to celebrate. He hated to stop for dinners, christenings, and other festivities, but diplomacy was just as much a part of the job as signing decrees or making laws, to the public. How he would love to just take supper in his room so he could relax, but then the damnable public would think him ill and start looking for a new king. 

His secretary was his father’s old secretary John. He was around 85 years old and in need of retirement. He took his responsibilities seriously, however, he was absent-minded and forgot half of what he was supposed to tell the King. King Marc didn’t know whom he could really trust yet, so he allowed John to continue as his secretary, while he shopped around for a decent, honest person.

One thing that really annoyed him, was all the eligible young women who came to court to try and trick him. They threw themselves at him. It did not excite him, it made him sick the way he was constantly under scrutiny. If he were to bring a woman to bed, they expect him to live up to the reputation of being the most powerful man on their earth and in and out of the bed. It was too much stress. He could not perform under the pressure. 

He truly had no interest in sex, as he could reach the ending all by himself, with no need of a woman moaning and screaming. Worst yet, trying to become Queen. They over-exaggerated every time he touched them and it made him angry. 

Once while confessing these things to the residential cardinal, he notices the man had made a sour face.

“Why the face?” the king asked bluntly.

“Oh, to have your problems. I would love to have a soft, young, woman in my arms, moaning and screaming” the cardinal whispered back, with eyes closed, he shuddered.

“Let me think about it. I may have a solution for both of our problems.” The king said.

The king called the cardinal for a meeting. “I want to see what you think. In order for this to work, you must be completely loyal to me.”
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