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            Every man needs a woman,

But sex does not hold a man,

What holds a man is the way you treat him

and be by his side in difficult times.

Like a chess game, the Queen always protects

the King.

              Unknown
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“SENATOR, YOU HAVE A visitor.”

Senator Roberts looked up from his task of reading an upcoming bill to limit AI. “Well, what are you waiting for, Sam? Show ‘em in.”

“No sir. I think you should come take a peek and see if you really want to let her in.”

“Nonsense Sam. I ran on the premise that my door was open to everyone.”

Sam bit his lip and shook his head. “Really, Senator, I think you should.”

Rising to his feet, Roberts walked over to the door. “If it’s the Queen of England you left standing out there Sam, you know I’ll do more than box your ears.”

Stepping aside, the aide nodded. “I know sir.” As Roberts grabbed the doorknob, Sam placed his foot so the door could only open a crack. Roberts eyed him. “Really sir. I think it be wise to take a look at her first.”

“Fine.” Opening the door a crack, Senator Roberts placed his eye close to it. He jerked back looking at Sam.

Sam raised an eyebrow.

Peeking out once more, Roberts turned pale and pushed the door shut. “It can’t be, she’s dead.”

“I know sir, but in taking precautions, security ran her finger prints.” Sam reached into his jacket’s pocket and produced a three by five card. “And they were definitely hers.”

“No! It can’t...” The past engulfed him in a vision of his wife breaking through the ice, screaming for him as she went under. He leaned against the wall. “I was there..., I tried to save her.... and I buried her.” Roberts struggled to make it back to his chair. Sitting down, he cradled his head in his hands. “Is this someone’s sick joke?”

The door swung open. A tall slender woman stood in the opening. “Darrin Roberts! Are really going to leave me out here all day?”

Hearing her voice, Roberts looked up at her. “Natasha, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean.... No. You’re not Natasha. Who are you?”

“I’m your wife, Darrin. Who else should I be?”

Closing the folder on his desk, Senator Darrin Roberts flipped it over as he thought for a moment. “You were sent over here by Mortan Industries as a lobbying prank, weren’t you? ‘Cause if you were, go back and tell them they just lost my backing for their contract bid.”

Gliding over to his desk like a runway model, the woman slipped into the chair across from Roberts, with the exact mannerism his deceased wife would use on her many visits to his office. Once in the chair, she pulled her legs together and leaned them to her left. Placing her hand bag in her lap, she folded her hands together on top of the purse and sat there with a smile on her face.

After several minutes of silence, Sam cleared his throat. “Will you be OK, Senator?”

Roberts sniffed, beging to answer, he stopped as he caught the scent of her perfume. It was the same as the one he had custom made for her in Marrakesh on their honeymoon.

“Senator?”

Staring at the woman, he muttered, “Yes?”

Sam tapped his knuckles on the desk. “Senator?”

Startled, Roberts looked up at Sam. “Umm, yes. Would you mind fetching her a glass of tea. Umm, with lemon and one sugar, and my usual?”

Sam glanced at the woman with suspicion, she smiled back at him. “Yes, sir... ma’am.” He closed the door behind him as he left.

At the sound of the door latch clicking shut, the smile on the woman’s face faded. “I’m worried, Darrin. You haven’t been home in the last few days. It’s not like you.” She stared out the window as she whimpered, “Are you getting tired of me?”

“Tired of you? I don’t even know who you are!” 

She bit her knuckle through her white cotton gloves. “Oh, Darrin. Can’t you see, it’s me, Natasha. Your wife of twenty years.”

Rising to his feet, he walked around and took her gloved hand in his. Sitting on the corner of his desk he slipped the glove off. The scar of her third finger being re-attached after it was torn off in a ski lift accident was there. Feeling her finger gently he could feel the mended bone.

“It’s me, Darrin.” She held up her other hand.

Roberts took hold of it. Slipping the glove off, he looked for the hairline scar where he had sliced her palm while showing her how to shuck oysters, on their holiday in the Cayman Islands. The cruise ship kept no medical record of it, so an impostor couldn’t have known about it. Yet, there it was, in the crease of her palm. Sliding his finger along the scar, her flesh felt warm and soft. Placing her hand against his cheek he savored the feeling. “Natasha,” he whispered.

“It’s me, Darrin.”

Roberts looked in her eyes. Something just didn’t look right. “Where have you been for the last two years my love?”

Casually blinking, she cocked her head to the right. “Why—-” A knock at the door followed by its swinging open, interrupted her.  

“Here’s your tea, Mrs. Roberts.”

Taking it from the aide’s hand, she smiled at him. “Thank you, Sam.”

“And here’s your coffee, sir.”

“Thank you, Sam.” Placing the coffee on his desk, Roberts turned to the under counter refrigerator behind him and pulled out a bowl of ice. He took several cubes and dropped them in a glass of water already on his desk. Sam shook his head with skepticism as he passed the bowl to the woman.

Natasha took the bowl from his hand, glanced at the different cubes before choosing the smallest one and placing it in her tea. “Darrin, hon, you are so thoughtful of me.” Darrin took the bowl from her and set it aside. Sliding back in her chair, Natasha crossed her legs and held the cup of tea close to her face.

Roberts sat there studying the love of his life’s every move.

She winked and blew him a kiss. “I love you too. But, I came by to see if you could have lunch with me.”

Blinking with astonishment at the perfection of her imitation of Natasha, he leaned forward over his desk. “Where have you been these last two years? I mean... I buried you.”

“Oh, hon, quit dwelling on the past. I’m here now, that’s all that matters.”

“Ma’am... I don’t know who you are. But I do know, that was my wife in the casket we buried. So... if this is some sick joke you were hired to play—-”

“Darrin!” Natasha cried out. “It’s me. Why are you such a doubting Tomas? How can I prove it to you?”

Roberts got to his feet, glancing over at Sam and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know.” Tapping the bridge of his nose, he muttered, “I’ve seen her scars.”

“So has everyone else,” Sam whispered. “Does she have any that are covered?”

Shaking his finger, Roberts smiled as he took a hard look at her.

The woman slyly grinned, “Not with him in here, you’re not.”

Sam bumped Roberts’ arm. “Modesty always was one of her traits, sir.”

Sighing, Roberts ushered Sam to the door. “Would you mind getting me a tuna on rye?  And for her...” he looked at Natasha.

“A Caesar salad with no dressing, please,” she answered.

Sam nodded and winked. “I’ll take my time, sir.”

“Please don’t. I’m not going to put myself into a precarious position.”

Natasha chortled, “That’s not what I remember.”

The senator closed and locked the door. “OK, let’s get this over with.”

She got to her feet. Slinking up next to him, she ran her finger from his ear to his lips. “Oooh. We haven’t played this game since college. How do you want it? Doggy style; or, doctor style?”

Coldly, but gently he grabbed her wrist. “Give me a break, lady. You’re not going to seduce me by pretending to be my deceased wife.”

Ignoring him, she turned her back to him. “You mind unzipping me?”

Her dress fell to the floor as he let go of the zipper. Her bra followed. Turning and facing him, she put her hands behind her back, swinging her shoulders and grinning like a school girl. Biting his lips, Roberts tried to maintain eye contact. She seductively licked her lips. “You remember which breast hides the red mole and which has the chicken pox scar?”
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