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Saturday, 20 June 1999, 4:29 AM 
Piedmont Avenue 
Atlanta, Georgia 

Leopold sat with Michelle draped across his lap. 
They were both naked, though the cold of his work­
shop basement did not affect Leopold's body as it did 
hers. Though unconscious, Michelle reacted to the 
chill. The nipples of her small breasts were pointed 
and ripples of goose bumps appeared and disappeared 
across her long legs and up the small of her back to 
her slender neck. 

He'd bitten her inner thigh, where the femoral 
artery began its descent down the length of her leg. 
She had feigned her passion at first, but she was 
slightly startled when he bit. He swallowed several 
mouthfuls of blood very quickly then, and her ex­
citement became more authentic. Light-headed 
almost instantly, Mic.helle must have imagined 
Leopold very talented and eager to please. 

After those first few mouthfuls of blood, though, 
Leopold was only interested in satiating himself. He 
fed infrequently because he felt awkward luring 
women to his basement for what he knew they as­
sumed was sex despite the excuse of modeling for him. 
They always laughed at that, and then took it back a 
little when they saw that he really did have a work­
shop in the basement, but then laughed again when 
he asked that they take their clothes off. 

It was even harder with men, because the man 
he might desire as a model wasn't necessarily gay, so 
rarely did he get them to his basement willingly. With 
them, it took some careful convincing, Kindred-style. 
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