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An old, battered Silverado left a static trail of dust as it sped across a private road. It carried a lone figure into the darkness toward an exclusive private destination.

At first glance any outsider would say that the middle-aged Jim-Bob Sinclair had only two things in common with the desert that he called home: pale and nothing special to look at. They would be right on both counts, and at precisely five-foot- seven, his bony frame resembled that of an Ethiopian long-distance runner, something no one would dare to say to his face.

Many would challenge the physicality of his body, only to be left surprised or dead, since he would defend his pure Arian beliefs until his last breath at the mere hint of association with someone of color.

Jim-Bob, or JB, as he was called by friends and people from town, made light work of steering the bulky automobile over the somewhat rough terrain. Every now and again his longer-than-average head bounced around like a bobblehead figure, while he still managed to dangle a half-smoked cigarette out of the corner of his bearded mouth. His small, narrow eyes squinted as smoke evaporated directly into his dark-brown corneas.

“Fucking bitch!” Jim-Bob shouted while he spat the butt out into the darkness. Then, with his free hand, he lifted up his camouflage cap and scratched the bald spot on top of his head.

“Fucking bitch!” he shouted again and released his foot from the accelerator. “I should have...” the words died with the sudden jerking stop of the Silverado as both feet slammed onto the brake pedal. Jim-Bob flung himself from the car and kicked toward the front wheel. Luckily he missed, since the force of his action was hard enough to crack his foot against the solid rubber frame. For a moment he stared into the darkness and sucked in deep breaths of the Mojave Desert air. Although warm, it cooled down the anger raging from inside, and his thoughts drifted to the source of his fury: Sally.

They had been married for 20 loveless, childless years, and she knew precisely how to push his buttons. Smacking her around no longer worked like it used to. The last couple of times she did not even shed a single tear, and that drove him up against the proverbial wall. Sally’s vulnerability, fear and tears fuelled him with the power he craved, and the only reason left to keep her alive was the steady income she pulled in at Outer Mining Corp.

“Fucking cow!”

After a few more curses directed at Sally, God and the world, he climbed back into the Silverado, ignited the engine and sped off.

In the distance, he saw the shadowy silhouette of the mountain, the beacon for his destination. It resembled a tidal wave as it stood tall in the clear desert night, the full moon completing the picture. While the mountain was the beacon, a little wooden cabin was the destination. Almost hidden away, it stood shy and simple at the foot of the wave, like a surfboard about to take the ride of a lifetime.

When the Silverado finally stopped in a spray of sand and dust, excitement instantly replaced the anger in the heart of Jim-Bob. How he wished he could have said yes when the producers of a popular TV show called him up. They would have loved his place, unlike the amateurish attempts of some of the other “preppers” on the show. Before him stood his pride and joy, his life’s work and everything that consumed him. Unfortunately, he had to decline their invitation, as “The Father” would not approve.

Moments later, the door swung open as Jim-Bob entered the cabin. The floorboards creaked underneath his weight; some were in dire need of repair, while others demanded a coat of varnish.

Armed with his trusty M16 rifle, he scanned the nothingness outside before shutting the door. Being overly careful, he waited a few minutes, keeping guard. Jim-Bob knew that the end was near, and with World War III virtually upon them, anybody could have followed him to the cabin. Watchful, he made a final round inside the cabin and looked with peeled eyes through all three windows.

“Good,” Jim-Bob smiled and placed the M16 on a small wooden table located in the middle of the room. The cabin was modest and did not reflect the small fortune spent by him and the organization. It was mainly constructed from layers of short-leaved pine, and had three even-sized walls with mountain rock substituting for the back wall. The floor area was just large enough to house the table, a small kitchen on the west side and two rocking chairs gathering dust opposite the kitchen.

Against the mountain wall stood a small bookshelf with only a few loose magazines and a collection of old Louis L’Amour Westerns neatly stacked together.

After gulping two shots of bourbon, Jim-Bob gathered the M16 and walked over to the bookshelf. Excited like a boy waiting to open his Christmas present, his eager hands searched for a particular book title.

“Reilly’s Luck.”

Jim-Bob smiled with fondness at the worn-down book with only half of the cover still intact. He hated reading, but “Reilly’s Luck” was the first and only book he ever completed. Without picking up the book, he tapped his forefinger twice on the top of its spine and waited a moment.

Beep.

The sound was soft but right on cue. He tapped the censor another seven times.

Beep.

Followed by five more taps.

Beep.

Finally, he tapped three times.

Click.

Even though he had performed the routine a hundred times before, the moment the rock door slid down he was overwhelmed with tingles of excitement that trickled up and down his spine. This one feature cost him his own miserable inheritance from his equally miserable departed father; however, it remained money well-spent.

Jim-Bob hunched down when he entered the small passage. Just inside, on the left wall was a small light switch. After he pressed it, a couple of base lights flickered to life. Below the light switch, he entered an access code on a small control box, then waited for the door to close before continuing.

The crude, man-made corridor stopped, and he navigated himself up a short steel ladder for another few yards. This was the worst part of The Network, as he fondly referred to his mountain hideout. The ascent was tight, and he always felt a little claustrophobic until he finally stepped into the vast openness of the natural cave inside the mountain.

Once he reached the top, Jim-Bob took a deep breath. The air was clean and controlled by a modern purifying air conditioner, and like everything else inside The Network, it was self-sustainable, powered by the sun with solar panels strategically positioned around the mountain.

Jim-Bob continued, and with every step the loud constant sermons from The Father echoed and bounced from the walls into the maze of hallways and rooms. Currently, the base housed 27 people, almost everyone age 18 to 25, an equal mixture of runaways and those forced into the program.

According to him, the survival of the Arian race depended on young people, pure-blooded men and women to be trained to survive Armageddon. They also needed to re-populate the world after the final battle to ensure the future of white supremacy. Unfortunately, finding volunteers was nearly impossible. That was why The Father initiated Operation Remnant, the forceful abduction and indoctrination of young adults into the United Arian Brotherhood.

Suddenly, a soft, familiar voice shouted out to him.

“Howdy, JB.”

“Well hello, Erica,” Jim-Bob smiled, his eyes trailing over the woman’s youthful naked body. She winked and shot him a seductive smile. He followed her down the passageway until she disappeared into one of the luxury rooms. Jackson, his most trusted lieutenant leaned against the frame of the door, waiting for Erica. Jim-Bob returned the nod from Jackson as the door closed behind the two.

Part of the indoctrination was creating an environment perfect for young adults, and casual sex was encouraged from day one. It was the right of everyone in the establishment to sleep with whomever they pleased, and mandatory for all the women to submit themselves on demand. Even the abductees should—after enough indoctrination—willfully offer their bodies to the cause as proof of their commitment to the UAB. Those who refused after the indoctrination program tended to disappear and were never heard from or seen again.

Aroused by the thought, Jim-Bob turned into one of the many corridors opposite the television hall. He glanced back and caught sight of the gray beard of The Father on the large television screen and felt immediate pride and admiration. The Father created the UAB following President Murphy’s second term by uniting all white supremacists under one organization. It took hard work and a lot of money, but being one of the few multi-billionaires in the world gave The Father the ability to create and sustain operational networks like the one Jim-Bob was entrusted to run. 

Initially, Jim-Bob had to show his commitment to the cause by investing his own money. He did not mind, because even before he first met The Father, he already understood his hatred toward others and felt that the world would end soon.

Jim-Bob turned away from the television hall and recited the words thundering from The Father as if it was the first time he heard them.

“When the end comes, the masses will move like parasites toward the few resources available. There they will wipe out one another. We need to stay diligent and protect ourselves and our superior race.”

He took a few steps down and ended at the section called the Dungeon, home of the most recent abductees.

“Samantha,” he breathed out softly as he trailed his fingers along the first door. Samantha was about to graduate from the program.

Can’t wait to get a taste of that one, he thought, and a crooked smile formed around his mouth.

Jim-Bob stopped in front of the last room and unlocked the steel door. He pushed it open, and inside a dim light illuminated the modest-looking room that only housed a thin mattress in the farthest corner.

“Hello, Peyton,” Jim-Bob greeted the 19-year-old girl with a coarse voice. His words barely left his mouth when Peyton sprung to her feet to stand at attention.

Good, she is progressing.

He studied her for a while and remembered how easy it was to abduct her almost a year ago. He had his eye on her for a long time and was always mesmerized by her flawless, natural beauty. Peyton was on her way to college, and a local girl from town, which made the kidnapping so much riskier. Not many people took the last bus out of town, and luckily the bus driver was already a member of the UAB. Initially, like all the others, she refused and fought back vigorously. She spent many nights crying, but eventually started to accept her situation.

“You know it’s been nearly a year, Peyton?” Jim-Bob said after a while and hoped that Peyton would respond to the hint.

Her head dropped slightly and a streak of blond hair fell over her sad, green eyes. “I know,” she whispered softly.

“You need to decide soon,” Jim-Bob smiled and advanced toward her. He stopped a few inches from her and felt, even from that distance, the warmth radiating from her youthful body. Everything in him wished she would make her decision then and there. “Remember the words of The Father, the world as we know it will end soon, and we will be at war for many years, Peyton. You were chosen to be one of the mothers of the New Earth. You must use the body that God gave you for the cause of your brothers,” he said gently, lifting
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