"Wake, dear Jane."

A beautiful and hypnotic voice, of French accent. The tone was so soft and sweet.

Jane raised her head. She felt that she was somehow not in control of her own body.

"I must be dreaming..."
She pulled aside the sheets and stepped onto the floor, and then walked slowly towards the half open door, and out onto the veranda. It was strange; she felt indifferent to her environment, and she was searching. Though she didn't know exactly what it was that she sought.

Then, slow wisps of grey mist floated out of the dark trees around her, forming a thick cloud that moved towards her, and hovered before her.

It was a thing, she considered, that would usually have alarmed her. But instead she felt a willing acknowledgement of the presence. Still, in the far back of her mind was a nagging voice questioning her self control...but it was too small to dominate.

"Ah, Jane...it is of no wonder why Tarzan treasures you. Your mind is as beautiful as your body...and your soul. Just as powerful and amazing as his.

The mist reached the edge of the veranda and flowed around Jane's feet, then behind her, further across the wooden floor. She stood calmly, patiently. All questioning had disappeared from her mind now. The mist felt like a smooth, cool liquid as it passed her, and she remained frozen where she stood, facing out over the balcony while the mist floated away behind her, out of her sight.

Then, strange coiled trails of mist began suddenly swirling around her, and she became aware of a sold presence - a low moan and a pleasured sigh. Then, footsteps.

"Jane...gloriously, you are a gift to the life of all before you...especially, to me."

It was more clear and enchanting now than the echoes in her mind.

Hands curled upon her shoulders, softly, pale pure white skin and long, claw-like red finger nails, resting upon her flesh. It was ice cold, but the warmth of Jane's body absorbed the unpleasant feeling.

The white arms gently guided Jane's body to turn and face this creature.

Jane looked expressionlessly upon the pale woman that had her captured. Yes, this was what she had been searching for in that night. This was what had called her.
Jane felt her eyelids droop, as if she had been taken over by a sudden wash of fatigue, and her lips parted to draw breath. She felt one of those cold hands upon the side of her face, another had moved closer along her shoulder to her neck.

And then pain. A razor sharp fingernail that brushed the skin of her throat, and a trickle of blood on her skin. She felt again that vague, quiet, nagging voice.

"No."
But she was not in control of her own mind. The cold woman's fingers lifted a drop of blood to their owner's lips, and Jane felt the strangely warm breath upon her face.

Eyes still closed. The face neared, the nose brushing Jane's cheek as it passed and Jane was unsure for a moment of what would happen. Pain, again, but she did not draw away. A strange sensation, as those teeth she had seen broke her skin and drew out blood.

"No."

She felt weak. Her body relaxed more, and she found herself supported by the arms of this creature. Jane opened her eyes a little, and looked up into that pale face that towered now above her. A faint, full lipped smile, from which a slight trickle of blood ran down.

The face neared, and Jane felt those lips close upon her own, and she tasted blood. Her own blood.

"No!"
She felt a surge of repulsion, a part of her mind was drawing back and resisting. She struggled weakly and cried out, trying to wrench herself from that hold, not just on her body but on her mind.

Arms held her firmly, and she felt the tears of confusion and frustration began to run down her cheeks.

"Jane?"

"No!"

"Jane, open your eyes!"

 Jane drew a sharp breath, as if surfacing from water, and she opened her eyes and was confused again by what she saw.

"Tarzan?"

Her eyes searched about frantically, searching for that pale creature that had held her. But the two of them were alone on the veranda.

Jane collapsed forward into Tarzan's arms, weak, shivering, and she felt his warm arms around her, supporting her.

"Tarzan...I..."

"I think you've been sleep walking, Jane."

Jane felt confused by this statement, and her mind still frantically cast about for the whereabouts of the woman. But the gentle sound of his breathing and his heart beat lulled her back into calm, and reason.

"Yes...I suppose you must be right."

She laid her head upon his chest, and closed her eyes. Tarzan went to kiss her cheek, but his vision was caught by the small trickle of blood on Jane's neck and shoulder. He touched it, frowning.

"Jane...come inside now. You should sleep properly."

And they turned, and walked towards the door again, but Tarzan turned once more and eyed the dark jungle suspiciously, before closing the door behind him.

