
 Oliver stared at the sharks weaving in and out among the young women in the 

pool. 

 "Never mind them," Shaw said. He raised his can of Guinness over his immense 

belly and removed the Cuban cigar from his mouth. "They only nip at you every now and 

then—kind of like dogs."   

 Oliver counted the sharks, all near six feet in length. Eight, nine . . . ten . . .   

Why were the women in the bikinis not afraid of them? They tossed a beach ball 

and laughed as if the sharks weren’t even there.  

 Ravi Patel, a shy young man Oliver met at this week’s business improvement 

conference, stood next to Oliver, twisting his ring around his finger over and over. 

 “He never said anything about sharks,” Ravi said. “Never.” 

 Ravi and Oliver met Augustus Shaw at the conference only a few nights ago. He 

was the guest speaker on the subject of how to overcome fear.  

Oliver always had problems being intimidated as long as he could remember: 

school bullies, sports, employers, confrontation, and beautiful women. His father used to 

call him a gutless wonder. After the conference, he and Ravi worked up the nerve to 

speak to Shaw about the matter in more depth. To their surprise, Shaw invited them to his 

mansion in Bel Air for the weekend for a little one-on-one tutorial. 

 Shaw cracked open another beer. "Go on in. The water's fine and the women are 

finer." 

 Ravi shook his head and pushed his towel up into his arm pit. “No, thank you.” 

 Oliver made no effort to get into the pool either. 

 Shaw shrugged, a disappointed look on his face. 

 Oliver sat on a lawn chair and watched the women throw the beach ball back and 

forth. They were the most gorgeous women he had ever seen. There was one in particular 

he thought was looking at him. She was a tall brunette with a sprinkle of freckles across 

her face. She beckoned him to join her. Oliver turned away. Even if there weren't sharks 

in the pool, he doubted he would have the courage to get in with her. 

 "Have you ever . . .,” Ravi swallowed hard and ran his finger across the Hindu 

symbols on his ring. “Have you ever had one attack a swimmer?"  

Shaw shook his head. “Nope. I have guests up here every few weeks. None of 

them ever get up the nerve to go in.” 

 “Except the girls it seems,” Oliver said. 

Shaw didn’t reply. He blew smoke in Oliver's direction. Oliver didn't look at him. 

Shaw’s eyes were like two deep holes and never seemed to blink.  

 "Go in," he said again. "The girls are a lot of fun." 

 Oliver shook his head and looked away. 

 Shaw looked down at his cooler. "Well shit, out of beer. Why don't we go in the 

rec room and shoot some pool for awhile? It's hot out here." 

 Oliver and Ravi followed Shaw through a glass door that overlooked the patio and 

into a large game room. There were pool tables, video games, dart boards, a bowling 

alley, and a large screen TV surrounded by couches on the far side of the room. 

 What really caught Oliver attention was the room's décor. There were shark's 

teeth, shark heads, and shark paintings all over the walls; a stuffed great white was 

suspended by cables in the center of the room.  



 Shaw went to the corner bar, opened a refrigerator, and pulled out a six pack. 

"You look like a White Russian type of guy, Oliver." 

 "Yes. How did you know?" 

 Shaw chuckled as he brought a bottle of vodka and Kahlua and a carton of cream 

to the counter. "I trust my instincts. It’s one reason why I do so well in business." 

 Oliver walked under the great white. God, how could a creature get so big? 

 "You like him?" Shaw said as he mixed Ravi’s drink, a concoction Oliver didn’t 

recognize. "Just an inch short of nineteen feet. Caught him about six years ago a few 

miles off Long Island." 

 Shaw walked around the bar and handed Oliver and Ravi their drinks. Shaw took 

a cue stick and rack off the wall.  

 Oliver took a sip as Shaw racked up the balls. It was a little stronger than he liked. 

"How did you get this fascination with sharks?" 

 "They're great role models for a business man." 

 Ravi jumped at the cue ball's crack of the break. Three balls went in the pockets.  

 Shaw took the cigar out of his mouth. "Many would call me an eccentric man, but 

I know my business." 

 Oliver nodded. Shaw owned one of the largest commercial fishing companies in 

the U.S.  

 "And what I have to offer you boys," he said, "is the opportunity of a lifetime." 

 Shaw chalked his stick. The smoke from his cigar clouded his face as he peered at 

the young men. "One has to be tenacious and posses a killer instinct to succeed in 

business. That's why I like sharks. They’re nature’s perfect killing machines. That's what 

I want to be when I enter the business arena.” 

 He sent a ball across the table into a corner pocket. 

 Oliver sighed. "I'm afraid I don't have the personality for it." 

 “Neither do I,” Ravi said. He went behind Oliver, as if he were attempting to hide 

from Shaw. 

 "Bullshit. You know, I was once a lot like you two. It’s why I invited you here. I 

look at you, and I see me ten years ago. Back then, I was in some two-bit restaurant 

company. They called me an executive partner, but all I was was the boss's little gopher 

man—get the coffee, fax this company, write this letter, call his wife. The son of a bitch. 

I barely made 20k a year and no benefits for doing his lousy work." 

 The thirteen ball bounced twice off the sides and into a side pocket. 

 "I was hesitant, soft, broke, never been laid." 

 Oliver felt his cheeks flush and took a drink. Shaw was describing him. 

 "One has to confront his fears, boys." Another ball in the corner pocket. "It’s the 

only way to succeed in life." He pointed at the great white.  "It will eat you up just like 

this big bruiser if you don't." 

 Oliver's hand was shaking. He downed the rest of his drink. "Are you saying you 

are going to show us how to confront our fears?" 

 "I've already given you the opportunity to do so." Another ball cracked as it hit 

the pocket. "But you have refused. Despite the obvious rewards." 

 Shaw brought his cigar up to his face and gave a knowing grin. Oliver looked out 

the glass door and watched the beautiful girls play among the shadows of the sharks. 

 



* * * 

 

 Oliver looked down at the silent pool from his upstairs window. The party ended 

hours ago. The women were gone. The moonlight reflected off the water. Occasionally, 

he saw a fin break the surface.  

Shaw had given Oliver and Ravi a sumptuous dinner of swordfish and artichokes. 

Afterwards, Ravi confided to Oliver privately that he intended to leave first thing in the 

morning. 

“That man scares me,” Ravi said. “And I will never go into that pool of sharks, no 

matter what.” 

He wanted to know if Oliver would join him, but Oliver hadn’t made up his mind 

on what he was going to do.  

Shaw's words about rewards followed him the entire day. After their conversation 

in the rec room, Oliver had ventured more gazes at the beautiful women. The brunette 

had watched him with interest and beckoned him, but he could not get past the shadows 

lurking in the water. 

 Oliver wrapped his robe around, walked down stairs, and went out to the patio. 

He heard the swish of a tail in the water. At first he did not see anything, but then he saw 

a dark shadow patrolling the edge of the pool. He shivered and took a step away. 

 There seemed to be so many of them, much more than there had been during the 

day. Oliver could imagine himself stepping in the water and feeling jaws tearing into his 

thigh. Shaw said no one had ever been killed by any of the sharks. Maybe they were 

harmless. The women weren’t afraid of them. 

 Oliver walked to the stairs of the pool and looked down at the dark water. He took 

a deep breath and removed his robe. He placed a foot in the water, but a hand on his 

shoulder pulled him back. 

 It was Shaw. He brought his cigar to his mouth.  

 "Never swim at night." 

 Shaw walked to the pool edge. He was holding a five gallon bucket of bloody 

meat. He scooped it up in his hand and tossed a bit in at a time. The pool foamed with the 

sharks' thrashing. 

 "Beautiful aren't they?" 

 Oliver hugged himself. "Terrifying is more like it." 

 "I knew there was something about you, Oliver,” Shaw said. “You’re different 

than all the others I’ve brought up here. In the morning, show the same type of courage 

you have showed tonight. If you do, by this time tomorrow you will be a new man. Now 

go get some sleep. " 

 When Oliver walked back inside the house, he happened to take a look back. 

Strange. For a moment it looked as though Shaw were eating from the bucket.  

 

* * * 

 

 

 Oliver walked into Shaw's study in the morning. Shaw was sitting at a big desk 

talking on the phone. He chomped his cigar. 



 "You tell that son of a bitch I said to sell those boats. I don't care what he has to 

say about it. You tell him to do what I say or I'll come down there personally and kick his 

ass." 

 He slammed the receiver down and gave Oliver a big grin.  

 "Nothing like business." 

 He clapped his hands and stood from the desk. He was wearing polka-dot swim 

trunks. His hairy chest was sunburned from the day before. 

 "You ready to swim?" 

 Oliver nodded. He followed Shaw toward the patio. 

 “Ravi’s gone,” Oliver said. He had just checked his room. The young man must 

have been scared out of his wits. He hadn’t even bothered to say goodbye. 

 “Yep,” Shaw said. “Ravi was just like the rest of them: chicken shit. Happens all 

the time.” 

 The patio was alive with the sounds of laughing women. Two beach balls were 

zipping back and forth across the pool. A busty blond turned on a radio, ran across the 

lawn, and jumped in.  

 The tall brunette with the freckles was again at the deep end of the pool.  When 

she saw Oliver, she gave an inviting grin. 

 Shaw put his cigar out in a stone ash tray and rubbed his hands together. "Nothing 

like a morning swim with a pool full of beauties." 

 He did a cannonball right in the middle of the pool. The girls laughed and swam 

out to join him. Shaw surfaced laughing. 

 "Come on in, Oliver." 

 Oliver walked to the edge, but had difficulty seeing the women for the black 

shapes circling Shaw. Yet the man was unafraid. The brunette with the freckles caught 

Oliver's eye. She was so beautiful. 

 He put his hand on his heart, hoping to slow its beating, and stepped into the pool. 

The women and Shaw cheered as he waded out waist deep. A shark came near him. He 

froze. It swam right by. A woman took his arm and led him out deeper. 

 "Ha!" Shaw smacked the water as three women flocked around him on the side of 

the pool. "You see? There is nothing to fear, but fear itself. You’re the first, Oliver. By 

damn, you are the first!” 

 The sharks swam past Oliver as if he wasn't even in the pool. Once or twice their 

fins or rough skin brushed against him, but there never was any harm. 

 A hand touched his. When he looked up, the beautiful brunette was there. Water 

dripped down her wet hair, down her cheeks, and to her neck. Her eyes were black as a 

raven's wing. She pulled him to her and wrapped her arms around his chest. He felt dizzy 

as she kissed his throat and ears. 

 "What did I tell you, Oliver?" Shaw said. "Are the rewards not worth it?" 

 Oliver did not see the sharks anymore. 

  

* * * 

 

 Oliver sat down at Shaw’s desk. He punched in numbers on his telephone. He was 

angry and ready for a fight. The phone on the line rang. A moment later, a voice 

answered.  



"Richey? Is that you? Yeah? Well, this is Mike Oliver. Did you send out the 

company portfolios like I told you?" 

 There was stammering on the other side. 

 “I thought so. You’re fired Richey. I don't want to see any of your . . .” Oliver 

hesitated.  

 “Go ahead,” Shaw said as he racked up a game of pool. “Cuss, goddamn it.” 

 “Any of your fucking shit when I get back on Wednesday. You hear me?” 

 “There ya go,” Shaw chuckled. 

 Oliver closed his phone and tossed it to the side. 

 "Nothing like business," Shaw said. “See? Fear is no longer an obstacle.” 

 Oliver chose a cue stick from the wall, sighted up the cue ball, and broke. A ball 

went into the corner pockets. 

 "God, I could laugh in the face of the devil and not be afraid." Oliver walked 

around the table to make another shot. "How did you come across such a cure for fear?" 

 Shaw blew smoke rings across the great white's belly. 

 "Remember that little shit job I had about ten years ago?" 

 "Yeah." 

 "Well, the company had a conference in the Dominican Republic one year. By 

about the second day, I had enough of that asshole employer of mine. I rented a small 

boat and went out to one of them little islands off the coast. Bad day to go out—a storm 

was coming and I got blown way out to sea. By the time the storm passed, I was out in 

the middle of nowhere, but with no gas. I could see an island not too far away, but I was 

drifting away from it. I was about to swim for it when I noticed the water was full of 

sharks." 

 "Hard spot." 

 "Yeah. But, I decided I was going to die either way so decided to swim." 

 He pointed out a scar on his side. "I had gotten all the way to shore before I was 

nipped." 

 Shaw walked around the pool table and glanced at the women outside. "The local 

natives helped me get back to the main land. When I saw that son-of-a-bitch employer of 

mine, I told him he could go to hell." 

 He stuck his cigar in his mouth and flashed his toothy smile. 

 "The rest is history." 

 

* * * 

 

 Oliver returned to the pool and swam with the women. The brunette was all over 

him. Within half an hour he wanted more than just her tongue in his mouth and her hands 

in his swimsuit. 

 "Why don't we go upstairs to my room?" he said. 

 He never said that to a woman before. 

 She traced his face with her finger and smiled. Shaw chuckled as they left the 

patio. 

 She was as fierce as a barracuda and they had passionate sex for hours. 

Afterwards they lay on the bed, their limbs intertwined. Oliver watched the sky darken 



through the window and soon the sounds of the party diminished. The brunette picked up 

her swim suit and stood to leave. Oliver grabbed her hand. 

 "Why not stay here tonight?" 

 She reached down and kissed him. Her lips were so luscious. When he pulled her 

bottom lip to taste her once more, he froze.  Her teeth were triangular with serrated edges. 

Oliver released her. She gave him a thin smile and walked out the door. 

 Oliver scrambled out of the bed and rushed to the window. It was almost dark. All 

the women were gone, but there were now over a dozen sharks in the water. Oliver saw 

the brunette run across the patio and dive into the deep end. She changed from a lithe 

beautiful woman to a six foot shark on contact. 

 "Shaw!" 

 Oliver stormed down stairs, not bothering to grab his clothing. Oliver found Shaw 

in the kitchen chopping meat in the sink with a cleaver. Oliver became acutely aware of 

the smell of blood.  

 Shaw turned and looked at him with bored eyes. 

 "Yeah, Oliver, what is it?" 

 "You know fucking well what it is!" Oliver pointed at the patio. 

 “What? Her? What does it look like she is?” 

 “I have no fucking clue!” 

 Shaw tossed a chunk of flesh into a bucket and shrugged. "I don't know what they 

are either. When I was on that island all those years ago, they were the only inhabitants. I 

freaked out, like you, when I saw them turn into sharks at night. But during the day, they 

were so fucking gorgeous. I finally decided that the rewards were worth taking a risk, just 

like you did. Not only did I get the women, I also lost my fear. And there is more 

Oliver—strength, prowess, virility—all from swimming with those women."  

 Shaw gave him a grin. His teeth were shark-like. Oliver touched his own. Sharp. 

Serrated.  

 Oliver recoiled. "What--what have you done to me?"  

 "Relax. You won't turn into a shark. We aren't the same as them.” 

 Oliver touched his teeth again. “You piece of shit! You lied to me!" 

 "I didn't lie to you. I told you you would lose your fear if you swam with the 

sharks and you did. You're just pissed because you just got laid by a fish." 

 Oliver seized Shaw’s collar. Shaw yanked it free. “Quit being such a dumb ass. 

You were a scared shitless little fuck when I brought you here but I made a man out of 

you. And now all you can do is bitch." 

 Shaw hacked into the meat with his cleaver and tossed it into one of the buckets 

on the floor. As he grabbed another hunk, Oliver froze. Shaw had grabbed a human hand. 

A silver ring with Hindu symbols was around one of the fingers.  

 Oliver’s hand went to his mouth. “Oh, God . . .” 

Shaw looked at him quizzically then saw him staring at the ring. He plucked it 

from the finger, studied it for a moment, and tossed it on the counter. It rolled off the side 

and onto the floor with a ping. 

 Oliver felt dizzy. He collapsed against the wall. Tears rolled down his cheeks. 

 What have I done? 

 “No big deal,” Shaw said. “Ravi was a pussy. No one will miss him. There will be 

others who will come and won’t cut it, which works out for us and the sharks. We need a 



little human protein in our diet every now and then. It’s something you’ll get used to 

pretty quick. Tastes like pork.” 

 Shaw walked out of the kitchen and onto the patio. Through the window Oliver 

watched him toss the chum into the pool. Every few throws he would bring the mess up 

to his mouth and take a bite. 

 Oliver’s knees buckled and he fell to the floor. His eyes wandered to the nearest 

bucket. He wanted to taste it too. His teeth scraped against each other at the smell. He 

dug his hands into the bloody mess and brought it to his mouth as he sobbed. It tasted so 

good. 

 As he reached in for another mouthful, his eyes fell upon the silver ring lying on 

the floor, dark and bloody. 

No. 

 His breathing increased as a rage built inside him.  

No! 

Oliver hurled the bucket across the floor and stalked out onto the patio. Shaw 

looked up at him, blood smeared around his mouth. 

 "I don't want to hear any more of your shit tonight, Oliver. Sleep on it and we will 

talk tomorrow when you feel better." 

 "I don't think we have completely lost our fear," Oliver said. 

 Shaw brought his cigar up to his mouth. "Oh? What makes you say that?"  

 Oliver looked at the pool and back at Shaw. Shaw's eyes widened. 

 "Oliver, no, not at night—" 

 Shaw flung up his hands as Oliver leaped across the patio and tackled him into the 

pool. Through the foam and tangle of fins, Oliver watched a large shape bite into his 

thigh. Soon he and Shaw’s blood filled the water and once again they both knew fear. 

  

 


