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The sea along the coast was calm
today, but Angela was not.

Arrayed
in front of her in several lines were the new recruits. These men
weren’t new recruits in the typical sense. Most of them had more
experience in the field than she did and were often older, prouder
and set enough in their ways that all they were seeing right now
was a strawberry blond in a PT suit with a figure that shouldn’t
have qualified her for the role of their instructor, let alone
having reached the rank of major in the army.

She ran her eyes along the lines and felt her own tension
grow. It was always rough with the new ones. A short distance away
group 2, who had been passed on to Lieutenant Frank Wilson a month
ago, were training. Not a man among them saw a strawberry blond
anymore. They knew what was up. Her nickname was
Sadist
around the base and
although she wasn’t such in her personal life, in her military
career she was nothing but the meanest bitch one could
imagine.

“I will break you of your pride,” she told them.

There was silence. This was expected.
Most of the eyes staring back at her were amused. Some were
curious. A few were openly aroused. All were going to have to learn
the hard way that everything Angela meant, she MEANT.

“As you can tell, I’m a woman.” She paused and smiled. More
men started giving her that hungry look. “I’m 25 and I outrank
every single one of you by a considerable amount. I’m your trainer
and I’m better than you in every single way.”

That almost made her laugh. Mainly,
because it was true.

“I’m also an atheist.”

A few of them drilled their feet
harder into the sand hearing that. Kuwait is a Muslim country and
several of the twenty men in front of her were natives. They had
their respect for the Christens - also believers in something - but
believing in nothing was something that they could not understand
and, therefore, had a distaste for.

She did laugh then.

“You will do everything I say, when I say it and how I say
it.”

Angela paused and her expression
became more serious.

“Your future is out there in the depths. Mine disposal is an
essential function of stability in war and peaceful times and
because you have reached this point, you will be training on the
real thing. A single mistake...”

She
didn’t need to say anymore. They had all seen it or they wouldn’t
have volunteered for this kind of work if it weren’t deeply
meaningful and personal to them.

“I will break you of your prejudices, recruits,” she
continued. “You will see what it is to exercise true--”

There
was an explosion from the water beyond. She stared at it for a
moment then with ice in her voice turned her sapphire blue eyes to
theirs and said, “Or, you will end up like that.”

Every single one of them looked back
over their shoulder. Someone had made a mistake. The observer boats
were slowly and carefully making their way over. A man was drawn
from the water holding his arm. From where she was standing, it was
clear this would have been one of the senior trainees finishing up
his course here. This would have been his final test.

They watched him being dragged into
the boat and the medics setting to work. Angela thought the diver
had got lucky. He probably thought he knew everything and found out
rather painfully that he did not.

Training in a live mine zone was like
that, she knew.

The recruits would all learn that the
hard way IF they made it that far.
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The jeep rolled to a stalled halt on the sandy beach that
led out to a small green area before turning into the endless
desert of Kuwait’s hinterlands. Angela glanced at it as the men drew out
their training kits for her to inspect.

“Ma’am,” the driver said on coming to a halt. “I got another
one for you.”

She nodded to the driver Larry, a
Marine from Kansas who had been drafted into rolling all the talent
around after showing no aptitude for keeping the books in the admin
section, and inspected the new comer.

Handsome, she thought with a little discomfort.

The young man stepped out from the
jeep. Lean, tough and with a long scar from his left ear down to
his lip that would have disfigured a normal man, but made this one
even more attractive due to the imperfection it added to what would
have been somewhat feminine features for a military man.

“Sergeant Rick Sharp reporting, Ma’am.”

He glanced down at her ample breasts
only once and then kept his vision mostly where it
belonged.

The younger man’s expression was stern and controlled, she
noted. Angela liked that. It was good that he saw an attractive
woman and could keep himself under control. You could usually tell
the first to bite the bullet by how they responded to her
appearance.

“You are late, Sharp.”

“Sorry, Ma’am. I was delayed getting my kit.”

Angela glanced at Larry in his jeep
and he nodded.

“Do you feel like getting wet, Sharp?”

“Ma’am.”

She pointed to the sea beyond. It looked calm, clear and
somewhat beautiful to those that didn’t know what was out there
hiding deep under the water.

“Swim out 100 meters and come back.”

“Major...” Larry started, looking a little
concerned.

“Shut it, Private. If you are going to be late then you are
going to get a taste of what we are doing here first hand.” She
stared hard at the new recruit. Others were looking on in interest.
They probably wanted him to say something to test her out. They’d
soon get their chance. The sea would swallow those without the
balls to back up their words.

“Ma’am, is that a live mine field?”

“Yes. G7s and X99s. Maybe a Shredder or two, but we cleaned
those out awhile ago.”

G7s and X99s: They were the ones that
exploded with proximity not with contact.

Without a word he started
forward.

“Lose the clothes.”

“Sorry?”

“You are doing this naked,” she informed him.

He stared at her.

“Ma’am?”

“That kit of yours increases your bulk and it can catch on
things. Wouldn’t want to see you die out there,” she said, only
half joking.

“Sure, got it.”

Knocking off his boots, drawing down his camo pants and
discarding his shirt, Sharp was soon mostly naked. To Angela’s
surprise, the young man had his share of scars. The woman in her
made her glance down and she found him fairly big in size through
the sporty boxers he was wearing.

“Swim out to the left. Stay underwater as much as possible.
Keep your eyes peeled,” she advised. “The water is clear enough
that you can spot them fairly easy. If you stay careful then you’ll
be fine.”

Rick Sharp ground his feet into the sand, straightened
himself and strode forward. She could see the focus on his face and
for a second felt a little guilty for doing this. The truth was
that there were some inactive mines on the left side, but most of
the truly dangerous ones were further out past the 200 meter mark.
He’d be fine, but the others needed to see that she could dish out
the kind of punishment that they would not want for themselves if
it came to that.

He entered the crystal blue water and started an easy pace
under the water from close to the shore. Angela nodded in respect
at his caution. Some of the more unpleasant nations would drop
their mines very, very close to the sea line. The smallest
underwater mine was a 5XE Shredder. It was made by the German
military back in World War 2 and was still in service now. A deadly
simple instrument, it involved a bunch of sharp spikes inserted
under a circular metal skin and packed with explosive. It wasn’t
very sensitive and it took a fairly good knock to loose it from the
weight attached via a short, thin chain to the base (which was it’s
trigger mechanism) and in that you found the reason why it was in
still use. The device could shred the base of a landing boat and
make it unusable. For a man, it would just shred them. Only 35%
died, but that remaining 65% were no longer good for anything - for
life.

Rick Sharp made his way out. The
others were watching and she said nothing to deter them. He made it
to the 100 meter mark and then started slowly making his way back.
The whole event had taken less than 2 minutes so far and would take
about as much on the way back.

Inwardly, she was relieved when he
stepped back on the beach.

“Ma’am, I found something out there,” he said.

Only then did she see that one hand
was behind his back and hanging between his legs was a short, thin
chain and a weight...

“Sergeant Sharp!” Angela yelled.

He smirked and threw it among the men
who were just now realizing what was happening.

They dived in all directions. Angela didn’t flinch. She
stared at the device. It should have blown them all
to...

“Fucker,” she breathed.

Rick Sharp chuckled and started for
his clothing.

“You disabled it on the swim back?”

“Pretty much had it done half way.”

She nodded and watched him bend down
to pick up his boots.

Angela smiled like the sadist that so
many here would take to calling her.

Then, she drew her boot back as far as
it would go and kicked him square in the nuts from the side as hard
as she could.

He cried out. It was satisfying to
hear.
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