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      "Scrreeeeeeeeee!" The coach blew the whistle. "That's it for today.” He pointed at two young men in the water. “John and Steve- you guys need to work on those dolphin kicks. I've seen better than that on the girls' team." A couple of the other guys laughed.

      Steve rolled his eyes and grabbed the edge of pool. He hoisted himself out of the water and felt the change in temperature as the air conditioning washed over his dripping body. Before he dove in for another lap, he glanced at the clock on the wall.  It said 5:30.

      The coach saw where Steve was looking and glanced at the clock as well. He gave a double-blow on the whistle and shouted, "OK, that's it for today. See you Friday for the next practice; that'll be the last one before we crush Springfield College."

      Steve just stood there a moment, waiting for his team members to get out of the pool as well. He noticed a couple of people he didn't recognize sitting on the bleachers watching the team practice, probably students on break or “fans” of the team. The lifeguards were sitting there at a table, apparently working on homework. A couple of girls were swimming laps over in the open swim lanes. Nothing new was going on, so he headed on into the locker room.

      He picked the first stall by the door since he was the first one into the shower. He pulled the curtain tight and cranked the shower handle to a comfortable temperature. He quickly peeled off his swim-team Speedo and hung it on a hook. Others filed in behind him and did the same, and he heard the faucets in one stall after another turn on. No one wanted to be the last one in, because the shower on the far end never got hot. He lathered up and ran his soapy hands over his smooth chest, rinsing off the chlorinated water he'd been soaking in for the past two hours. He knew that, shower or not, he'd still smell like chlorine until tomorrow afternoon.

      Finished, he wrapped his towel around his waist and pulled open the curtain. He grabbed his Speedo and dropped it in the water extractor. He closed the lid and the device started spinning, pulling the excess water out and leaving the little suit almost completely dry. The machine whirred to a halt, and Steve walked over to his locker.

      He'd opened the locker door and had his socks on when someone came over and opened the locker next to his. Steve looked up and saw it was Manny. Manny had just started at the university this term, and had asked Steve several times where to find things. Steve was in his senior year, and he knew his way around well enough. Besides, he thought Manny was kind of cute, and was glad to help.

      Manny opened his locker and pulled out a pair of underwear. He put them on, not looking at Steve at all until Steve had put his own pants on. When Manny saw it was safe to look, he looked at Steve and asked, "I know you showed me how to get to the library, but I must have forgotten. I tried to go this morning, but ended up in a biology lab. Can you show me again?" Manny had a bit of an accent and spoke a little too formally, but his English was pretty good overall. Steve wondered where he came from, but hadn't thought of a diplomatic way to ask yet.

      Five minutes later, both young men walked out of the locker room and up the steps to the main floor of the Physical Activity Center of City University. It wasn't quite evening yet, but the air had gotten a little cooler since they'd gone into the Physical Activity Center two hours ago for practice. The smell of the chlorine in the pool didn't really bother Steve, but it was always a relief to get back outside in the fresh air.

      Steve pointed to their right and explained, "The library's about four buildings down that way. It's lucky you asked, because I was going over there anyway. I have to look up some stuff for an English paper due next week. What are you going for?"

      Manny looked at Steve as they walked, "American History. Apparently way back, Americans executed a bunch of women who were witches. You know about this?" He made a face as if he didn't quite believe it.

      "In Salem, you mean? Yeah that happened. You realize they weren't really witches, just people that a bunch of girls accused?"

      "Yes, odd that they would believe that. My paper is supposed to be about 'How to prove you aren’t a witch.' I need to look up the tests they used."

      "That doesn't sound too hard." Steve remembered reading some kind of play about the witch trials back in high school. After they'd finished the book, they'd watched the movie of it. He remembered a lot of screaming and lying, but no proof. Still, there must have been something. "Here it is." They'd walked up to the door of the university library and went inside. They went up to the second floor and picked out empty desks with computers. They put down their bags and split up, each one going their own separate ways for their research materials.

      A little while later, Steve returned to his desk with a handful of photocopied pages from some old journal. He sat down at the computer to see what he could find online. He looked over at Manny, who had three old-looking books that he was skimming through quickly.

      Manny saw that Steve had seen him and asked, "What is ‘pressing?’"

      Steve had no idea what Manny meant. He walked over and hunched down next to Manny and reached for the book. He placed one hand on Manny’s shoulder, and his other hand accidentally brushed Manny's as he ran his finger down the page. Manny didn't move to pull it away. Steve saw the line in the history book that Manny indicated. "Oh. Pressing means they piled a bunch of rocks on the man's chest until he couldn't breathe and died. It was probably very painful."

      "Oh. That sounds interesting," was all Manny had to say. He said it in a way that Steve looked at him carefully, almost as if he thought it would be fun to not be able to breathe. Manny turned the page and looked at the picture there. "They also tied chains around women and threw them in the river.” He looked down at the page as he decided to share something from his past. “They did that to me when I was young, but I escaped."

      At that, Steve did a double take. "What?" Where the Hell was Manny from? "Someone did that to you? What the Hell for?"

      "My father was the local constable, and there was a revolt. They shot him with a firing squad for working with the government. I was only ten, so they tried to drown me. I got out of the chains and swam away. Then I came to America."

      "No way!" Steve smiled at Manny's joke, but Manny wasn't smiling.

      "Why do you think I am on the swim team? I can hold my breath a long time."

      "Prove it." Steve had seen Manny swim laps, and they'd even been in a couple of early competitions this term, but he hadn't seen him do anything outstanding underwater.

      "I can prove it. Want to go back to the pool? I have all the books I need now." If Manny was joking, he was taking this pretty far. If he wasn't joking, then Steve was impressed. He felt the beginnings of an erection in his pants. He squirmed to adjust himself discretely, and stood up.

      "Sure, let's go."

      They entered the pool area at 7:45. The place was empty except for the two lifeguards, who had packed up their homework and were leaning against the table looking at the clock. Steve approached them and explained that the two of them had been instructed to practice, and they had permission from the coach to stay after closing. He was lying about that last part, but the coach had instructed him to practice. If anyone said anything, he could claim it was a misunderstanding.

      The two lifeguards knew Steve and Manny from the team, and had no problem with them staying after closing time. They told Steve that they would lock the door, and that he should remember to lock up and to turn out the lights when they were finished. Steve had been a lifeguard last year, so he knew how to work the locks and alarms. Steve and Manny went into the locker room to change back into their suits, and by the time they came back in, the guards were heading out. They waved goodbye and closed the heavy security door behind them. Steve went over and verified that the door was locked. They were alone in the university pool.

      Wasting no time, Manny cannonballed into the deep end.

      Steve walked over to the side and watched Manny surface about ten feet from him. “Cold?” he asked, knowing the answer already; they’d both only gotten out of the water two hours ago.

      Manny shook his head to shake the water off. It was an unnecessary motion, since they’d both shaved their heads the previous day in preparation for the upcoming match. “Nope. Come on in!”

      Steve didn’t cannonball, but instead carefully put on his goggles and then did a graceful surface dive from the side of the pool. Manny watched him glide effortlessly to about the center of the pool, then surface. He’d hardly made a splash at all. Steve took in a big breath and pushed himself down to the bottom of the pool, an act that took several strokes due to the depth. He remembered when he’d first visited this pool that he’d had trouble getting down to the bottom fourteen feet below, but now it didn’t faze him at all.

      He looked up and saw Manny above him, treading water. He reached up to grab Manny’s ankle, but from his position standing on the bottom, he couldn’t reach that high. There was a good three feet between them still. Steve kicked off the bottom and slid up behind Manny silently, putting his hands on Manny’s shoulders and pushing him downwards in one gracefully smooth motion. He dunked Manny hard, and Manny continued on downwards for four or five feet before he was able to reverse the descent and resurface. Steve grinned at the success of the maneuver; Manny really hadn’t seen that coming.

      “You want to play rough?” Manny said, spitting out a mouthful of water. “I can play rough,” he duck-dived under the water and approached Steve from below. He grabbed Steve’s wrist and pulled himself quickly to a position behind Steve’s back. He flung his right arm around Steve’s neck and had him in a loose chokehold. He released Steve’s wrist and grabbed his own right fist in the bend of his left elbow. If he squeezed with his right elbow, Steve would be unconscious in just a few seconds. He didn’t squeeze, he just held Steve in that position, forcing his face forward and down into the water.

      Steve’s face was underwater, but the back of his head was still exposed. He kept trying to lift his head from the water, but Manny was back there forcing him down. Steve pulled at Manny’s arms with both hands, but he had him in a solid wrestling hold from which he couldn’t break free. Steve kicked hard with his legs, reflexively trying to push himself out of the water or
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