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Dray Cula was a firm and fit six-foot tall lifeguard who also happened to be a vampire.

He was a passably handsome young man with dark hair and happy green eyes that seemed to reach out and say: 

"Hi! Don't be afraid. I'm a friendly kind of guy. What’s your name?" 

No one knew he was a vampire, of course, because he tried hard to keep it that way. He was the great grandson of the notorious and famous original Dracula.

>>>  >>>

It was midnight. Dray Cula sat in his lifeguard tower on the wide sandy Santa Monica Beach staring out at the deserted ocean.

He wondered what to do about his teeth. When he smiled they weren't unlike anyone else's, but when he was tired or lost his concentration his fangs jutted out from his upper gums and poked his bottom lip.

"Darn canines!" he'd tell his friends. "I should really do something about them by going to the dentist." But, of course, he never did. 

Such moments were not often but they were frequent enough to earn him the reputation of not quite being a regular kind of guy.

The pier to the south was lit up like a long decorated electric worm. To the north was the long lazy peninsula black against the night sloping out and around toward the sea like a sleeping whale. A few scintillating lights dotted it's course to the end.

Dray had his radio on low listening to rock music. He would have listened to soul music but did not because he lacked a soul. Instead, he had a liking for things close to the earth, in the earth, like rocks and coffins.  Hence, his love of rock music.

He scanned the flat sea until something caught his eye. A young couple were running or more like staggering down the beach.

Why are they always drunk? Whenever a young couple in love come to the beach in the middle of the night, they're drunk and they run and stumble and stagger and laugh and shriek hysterically in one big mess believing they're having fun. 

Dray sighed a mental sigh. He watched them as the young boy fell onto the mushy sand breathing hard.

“-—I -—I -—can't go on—!"

"C'mon! " the girl urged. "Let's go skinny dipping:"

Oh no! thought Dray. Still another cliche. Whenever a young couple come to the beach in the middle of the night, one of them always wants to go skinny dipping. 

"-—I can't—-" said the boy, before he could finish he was snoring the longest loudest rips Dray had ever heard. 

"You're disgusting!" the girl slubbered, "You're disgusting and drunk!" 

She staggered to the water's edge where she swayed in the offshore breeze.

She took off her bathing suit. Dray perked up with greater interest. He turned off his radio and watched.

Dizzy and with the sublime dexterity of a drunk, she unclipped her bathing suit which popped off her like a rubber band.

Dray could feel his fangs getting excited.

The incredibly naked girl stumbled into the water and swam away. Actually, because she was drunk, the way she stroked her arms made her look more like she was drowning rather than swimming.

Dray pulled down the window covers to his lifeguard tower and put up the sign: CLOSED. Before leaving, he looked in the mirror, patted down his hair with the palm of his hand, and checked his fangs.

He left the life guard tower, gracefully bounded across the sand and, leaping balletically, jack-knifed into a miniature swan dive and slipped into the water.

He bobbed up beside her.

"Hi!" he said, "Don't be afraid. I'm a friendly kind of guy. What's your name?" He smiled.

"... Hey ... you're not my boyfriend ...” she hic-cupped.

"And you aren't my girlfriend.”

"What? Stop it! Stop it!" She felt herself being goosed. She giggled, but it was too little too late. Dray had pierced her neck with his fangs and, within moments, she floated -—how else? -—face down in the water.

Dray smirked, licked his lips, and swam back to shore. The beach was as deserted as ever. He went home whistling.

>>>  >>>

The following day, which was Wednesday, the girl's body had been discovered by a group of wayward surfers. From what the authorities could gather, the surfers riding a huge crest and hanging ten -—“wow, what a wave!” -—had spotted the girl's remains. Shocked, they swerved away from her and into each other, piling up on the beach in a forest of surfboard splinters and shards.

>>>  >>>

By the time the coast guard arrived, the girl's body had been washed ashore and entangled with weeds and other odds.

Pelicans, pigeons and sea gulls were pecking at her; several men chased them away. The entire area had been roped off while ambulances raced in circles with sirens blaring.

The city coroner, Dr. Cornet, was already on the scene and studying the remains. 

He was a twelve year veteran of the city morgue and he considered himself quite a man about town, an opinion which unfortunately no one else shared. He was a bachelor, by default not choice.

"Darndest thing I ever saw," he said to his assistant, John Able, "I can't find any obvious wounds and yet there isn't a drop of blood left in her. This is strange, John, quite strange."

John Able worked for Dr. Cornet part time and weekends. He was an aspiring actor and had a most difficult time looking at reality in ways other than those depicted in old movies or fan magazines. He stared at the pickled withered body of the girl. His face was pressed and twisted into a disgust.

"Hey, doc," said John, "This reminds me of a movie I saw about a crazed shoe salesman who went berserk and murdered customers who bought bedroom slippers. He couldn't stand bedroom slippers."

Dr. Cornet, feeling the heat rise to the tips of his ears, scratched them irritably.

"John," he said pointing to the remains, "pick this up and dump it in the truck."

John Able stared at the remains unappetizingly. He squatted in such a way as to keep himself as far away from the corpse as possible, barely touching it with his fingertips. 

Dr. Cornet walked over to Brennley Brenmaster, Chief of Police. He was a short roundish man weighed down with the responsibility of overseeing the law and order of a sleepy and laid-back community. 

For Brennley, this was a first. He could not remember the last time in his entire career that someone was found washed up on shore except for the night he had gone on a binge with the boys from the audit department and the media -—which had been tipped off -—found Brennley himself washed ashore in a stupefied state of inebriation. To this day what had happened that night was a total mystery to him and he never talked about it. His little hat sat upon his tussled hair with a sighing and forlorn limp.

"Well, doctor," asked Brennley, "what do you think?"

"Chief, I don't pretend to be an expert in sharkology, but I would have to say that this was definitely done by a shark." 

"Shark?!" yelped the Chef as he grabbed his hat from his sudden jolt.

"Yes, shark. Of course, you’ll have to hire an expert in that area to substantiate my statement. The last thing we need in this community is needless panic. Legitimate panic, fine. Needless panic, no."

"But do we close the beach?" Brennley was perplexed.

"Don’t ask me. Ask the mayor. Ask the coast guard. I only inspect death. I don't make political or economic decisions." He smiled his Cheshire smile. "Formaldehyde's my name; embalming my game."

Dr. Cornet loved using that phrase. He felt clever and witty when he said it and somehow the phrase made his day. 

He had hoped when he came out to the beach that morning there would be reporters who would interview him for the six p.m. news so that—­ with the gleam he knew twinkled in his eye -—he might become the darling of TV. wit. He might even go viral on social media.

Perhaps from such exposure he would be given an acting contract. He would be recognized as he walked or drove down the street or sat in a cafe or fast food restaurant. Children and women might stop to point and say with quick excited sighs: 

"Look! It’s him! There's Dr. Cornet!" 

For these reasons, he wore his white blazer and white slacks, white Panama hat, and white tie, white silk shirt, and yellow fiber glass shoes. He smiled wryly at Chief Brennley.

Of course, Dr. Cornet had nothing to substantiate his claim that a shark had been responsible.   Dr. Cornet deduced shark from three undeniable facts: 

1) the victim was found on the beach, 

2) sharks were known to live in the sea
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