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Prologue

Kirk felt badly for the woman, but he couldn’t see a way forward.

“Ms. Martinez, I understand your frustration.  I can file the paperwork, but the court won’t grant you a restraining order without some sort of proof.  Your husband has to have done something demonstrable, that is, something we can show the court as proof that he has said or done threatening things.  If not, he, or his lawyers, will claim that he has a right as a father to see his children.  The fact that you still live with him will, obviously, be a sticking point.  If you could show some estrangement...” he trailed off as the woman broke down into tears.

Kirk felt obligated to take pro bono cases, but he never enjoyed them, at least not until they were over.  He couldn’t think of one case he’d enjoyed in the eight years he’d been with the firm since law school.

“Ms. Martínez?... Ms. Martínez don’t cry.  We’ll figure this out.”

“But I don’t have proof like you say,” she replied tearfully.  “But he has been extraño, different, ever since he had that interview.”

“What interview, Ms. Martínez?

“It was for a cleaning job in some building on the east side.  I don’t know what one.  But he look at me different now.  He whisper things to me like he is some other person.  I don’t know what is going on but I see in his eyes,” she said pointing to her own eyes.  “...I see the demonio

In his eyes.”

“Ok, Ms. Martínez.  I’ll file the paperwork, but maybe you should be speaking with social services.  I don’t think the court will help you here.”

She started quietly crying again.

He slowly packed up his brief case and after giving the woman a hug, left the apartment where she had taken the kids.

His heart broke for her, but he couldn’t do much more.  She had no recordings, no phone calls, no pictures or police reports, just his word against hers.  She was pretty shaken up, so he didn’t doubt the guy did something, but he just had no real legal recourse.

He just hoped nothing would happen to her.  He hated these cases.

Kirk looked at his watch as he walked back to his car.  “9:15AM”. Good, he’d be at his desk by ten he thought.  
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The phone rang on his desk and glanced at the clock.  Four o’clock, he’d need to finish up to meet Charlotte by five thirty.  He was pleased to have gotten so much done today.  His meeting with Ms. Martínez had not taken as long as he thought it might which had given him a leg up on the mountain of work on his desk.

“Hello.”

“Yes, is this Mr. Kirk Soliman?” a woman’s voice asked.

“Yes. This is Kirk.”

“Oh, Mr. Soliman, my name is Cynthia Wheeler, I am the building liaison for The Ivy on Lakeshore.”

Kirk sat up, surprised.

“Oh, Ms. Wheeler, yes.  What can I do for you?”

“Well, Mr. Soliman, I wanted to inform you that an apartment has come open here in The Ivy and I wondered if you were still interested.”

“Oh, yes, of course.  We’d be very interested in the apartment.”

“We?”

“Yes, my fiancée Charlotte and myself, er, me,” he said, nervousness creeping into his voice.

“Oh, very good.  We do like young couples.  They add such a nice energy!” she replied.

He could hear her scribbling something.  Maybe his engagement would actually help get the spot.

The Ivy was one of Chicago’s most exclusive buildings.  Built in the early part of the 1900’s overlooking the vast Lake Michigan horizon, it had stood as a beacon of exclusiveness for over a century.  Getting an apartment in the building was a cross between a lottery and admission into an exclusive secret society.  One of the senior partners in Kirk’s firm knew the right person to give Kirk’s name to and mysteriously an application had appeared on his desk.  He filled the document out and, following the instructions, sent it back to the address of another legal firm in the city, Grant, Fuller & Thom.  Months had gone by with no word from the building and frankly Kirk had forgotten about it, lost as he was in his work.

“So, we will see you and Charlotte at 6pm sharp next Tuesday, August 9th for your interview.  Do you have any questions?”

The notion of an interview wasn’t much of a surprise to him given how exclusive the building was.  But as he was the one applying for the apartment, he wasn’t sure why anyone else would need to come with him.

“You would like Charlotte to come as well?” he asked.

“Yes of course.  The committee will want to meet you both.  After all, it would be her home as well would it not?”

“Oh, of course, yes.  I’ll see if she if available next Tuesday.”

“Mr. Soliman, this will be the only appointment time we will offer.  It would be best if she were able to accompany you.”

There was a pause as these words sunk in.

“I see,” he finally replied.  “I’ll make sure she is with me.”

“Excellent!  We look forward to seeing you Mr. Soliman”

“Thank you, Cynthia.  See you next Tuesday.”

He put down his desk phone then wondered how they had gotten his direct line.  He had only put down his cell number on the application.

He pulled out his cell phone and made the call that would change their lives.

“Hey honey...I’m good, yeah.  Hey, what are you doing next Tuesday?” 
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THE REVOLVING DOORS off Lake Shore Drive opened in to and expansive marble lobby.  Two small seating areas were set up, one each side of the door, affording a comfortable and warm spot to wait for a car or taxi without braving the icy winds that could blow off the lake.  

Charlotte took Kirk’s hand as they walked toward the reception desk.  She had taken this evening’s interview rather seriously.  While Kirk was still in his suit and tie from work, Charlotte had changed from her work clothes into a far more chic and feminine Chanel outfit belying her family’s wealth.  She was six years younger than Kirk, but she looked like a woman of sophistication well beyond her years.

The designer outfit consisted of the telltale Chanel matching top and jacket in soft pink with a matching skirt down to just below her knee.  She accessorized with a matching set of pearl earrings and necklace, a smart gold watch and fashionable four-inch heels also in soft pink.  She had even taken the afternoon off from work for a trip to the spa.  Stockings weren’t appropriate for the late summer heat but her long smooth legs had a healthy sheen to them, like they had been shellacked, Kirk thought.  Her makeup was flawless, and she had her chestnut hair styled at the spa in long soft curls that swept over one shoulder.  

She was absolutely stunning.  The review board had no chance, he had thought to himself when he saw her.

“May I help you,” said the uniformed man behind the desk.

“Yes, we’re here to meet Cynthia Wheeler.  We have an appointment at six o’clock,” Kirk replied.

“Very good.  I’ll let Ms. Wheeler know Mr. and Mrs. Soliman have arrived.”

Charlotte squeezed his hand as if excited to be called Mrs. Soliman.  Getting an apartment in the Ivy would be the foundation for her standing in Chicago society.  They would soon be married and start a family and Kirk would later leave his law firm to start his career in politics.  Mayor, then congressman and then perhaps Governor or senator and the Ivy would be the foundation for their new lives as they climbed up the ranks.

Soon enough, Cynthia Wheeler came out from a door just beside the reception desk to greet them.

“Mr. Soliman, Ms. White.  How do you do, I’m Cynthia Wheeler, we spoke on the phone.”

“When had he given Cynthia Charlotte’s last name,” he wondered to himself.

“Very pleased to meet you Ms. Wheeler,” Charlotte started in.  “What a beautiful lobby, is this Italian marble?” she asked
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