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Chapter 1:  A Face in the House


“Did you notice?” queried Zach.  “Someone moved into the house up on 58th.”


Michelle looked up from her books with a quizzical expression.  She and Zach were supposed to be studying for midterms.  They both had tests the next day and had come to the library to prepare.  As usual, Zach was more interested in talking about anything rather than studying.


Michelle looked across at Zach, admiring his blue eyes and dark hair.  He really was quite handsome, but that was not what had attracted her to him when they were sophomores.  Zach treated her like a lady, one of the few men she had dated who ever had.  He was considerate of her feelings and responded to her desires.  She knew he had to exert considerable self-control sometimes to keep their relationship from getting to physical too fast, but he was learning.  He had grown much since they had first met.  She liked that he was willing to grow.  She could see herself growing up with him.


Michelle considered his comment.  “You mean the vacant one?  Who?”


“I don’t know,” exclaimed Zach, pleased that he had pulled Michelle out of her studies for a time.  Michelle was always so studious, an attribute which both attracted and repelled Zach.  He loved her for the fact that she wanted to excel at whatever she set her mind to but hated when she set her mind with such devotion on something other than him.


Michelle was not like the transfer students from Asia who always seemed to him to be only interested in good grades to the exclusion of the social offerings of college life.  Like them, though, he recognized that her family and culture placed a high priority on academic success.  Through years of discipline, she had become who she was, capable of mastering any subject given time and an atmosphere in which to think.


Zach knew he would have to control his jealousy for her.  Her sleek figure and graceful poise produced a yearning for her in him.  Her eyes, hazel, had a hypnotic effect on him, revealing an inner depth and potency.  And the firs time he had snatched a kiss from her lips seemed to cause immediate satisfaction and desire to repeat the act over and over again.  But he had learned in the two years they had been dating that Michelle could not be confined to his image of the perfect mate.  Michelle was her own person, and he had to allow her to be that, not force her to be the person hi thought she should be, though he still had a difficult time accepting this.


Zach continued his interruption.  “I saw a car from out of state out in front of the place, and it looked like there was someone inside arranging things and the like.”

“Hmmm, interesting.”  She thought about this a bit, but then her mind refocused upon her upcoming test.  She bent her head to her book once again.


Zach watched her for a bit, hoping she would say more.  When he realized she would not, he decided to drop the topic.  He had thought it more than interesting.  The house had never been occupied since he had first enrolled at the University of Washington.  It stood one house in from the corner of 18th and 58th in the U-District, on a seldom
