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I had always wanted to explore Mammoth Cave alone. Three days underground with just my gear and my thoughts. Something about the endless dark and the weight of earth above felt like a personal test.

I went deep. Deeper than most tourists ever dared. My headlamp carved narrow tunnels of light through the limestone void. The air was cool and still, thick with moisture and silence. I had packed carefully—plenty of batteries, food, water, and supplies to last until Sunday.

But on the morning of the third day, as I sat on a cold rock ledge chewing dry granola, I noticed my headlamp flickering. My backup batteries weren’t holding charge either—too much humidity, maybe, or just bad luck. Either way, I knew better than to risk staying down there in the dark.

It was time to head back.

The walk to the surface felt longer, like the cave itself didn’t want to let me go. I slapped the side of the lamp every few minutes to squeeze more life from it. The air grew warmer, brighter. I began to smell earth, grass, distant trees.

And then... daylight.

I stood at the cave mouth, blinking furiously as my eyes adjusted. After three days of total darkness, even the overcast afternoon sky felt blinding.

I took a deep breath. Something tasted... off. The air was flat, oddly metallic. I coughed but pushed the thought away. Probably just a reaction after days breathing cave air.

I headed toward the parking lot. That’s when I saw them.

Bodies.

Scattered across the asphalt like forgotten mannequins.

A family near their SUV, a couple sprawled beside their picnic blanket, a lone hiker slumped over a trail map dispenser. People of all ages, shapes, and sizes... all still.

My heart thudded painfully in my chest. I ran to the entry booth, hoping, praying for signs of life. The ranger was inside, face-down over the radio microphone, unmoving.

Panic rose hot in my throat.

I stepped back, looking around. There had to be an explanation. Some kind of gas leak? A freak accident?

But I was fine. I’d been out of the cave for nearly half an hour and still breathing. No dizziness. No nausea.

Whatever had happened... it was over.

I climbed into my car, hands trembling, and drove the short distance to Brownsville. The streets were empty. Stoplights blinked on automatic cycles with no cars at the intersections. Shop doors stood ajar. Grocery carts sat abandoned in parking lots.

Not a single living soul.

I kept the windows up, breathing shallow, trying to stay calm. Nuclear? Biological? Chemical? Every disaster scenario I’d ever read about flickered through my head.

I needed a safe place. Somewhere with information.

The police station.

I pulled into the lot and climbed out, shotgun shells crunching faintly under my boots—somebody had dropped them in a hurry. The front doors hung open. Inside, the place was in mild disarray—coffee cups left half-drunk, radios left buzzing with static, papers scattered across desks.

But... the power was on.

That stopped me cold for a second.

Solar panels. I remembered seeing them on the roof on a previous visit to town. Small-town stations like this had backup systems—solar arrays and a battery bank in the basement.

I went straight to the communications room. The control panel glowed a soft green. I hit the switch for the radio transmitter and was greeted by the crackle of static.

It wasn’t dead.

I flipped through the emergency channels. Mostly silence... until—

“...sector echo-seven... quarantine still in effect... survivors avoid contact with others... contamination event remains active in central Kentucky... this is FEMA Outpost Juliet... repeating this broadcast every ten minutes...”

My skin prickled.

I grabbed the notepad from the desk and scribbled down the frequency and coordinates.

I scanned for local police frequencies next. Tried transmitting:

“This is a civilian at Brownsville Police Station. I’m alive. If anyone hears me... I’m alive. Requesting information. Repeat... requesting information.”

No answer.

I waited, then tried again.

Nothing.

I glanced at the battery monitor on the wall—about 70% reserve power left. Enough for basic lighting and radios for now.

I grabbed a handheld unit and stuffed it in my jacket pocket.

Hunger pulled at me next. I raided the break room but found little more than stale crackers and half-empty coffee pots. The supermarket nearby became my next stop.

The automatic doors were dead, but I pried open a side service door. Inside, the coolers were warming but still held packaged cheese and sealed salami. I grabbed what I could carry along with bottled water, then headed back to the station.

As night fell, the town darkened completely, except for the faint glow inside the police building.

I secured every door. Used filing cabinets and chairs to barricade weak spots.

Then I set up a sleeping spot on one of the couches in the squad room, the station shotgun propped within reach.

Outside, the silence deepened. A different kind of silence than the one I knew underground.

This wasn’t just absence of sound. It felt like... the world holding its breath. Waiting.

I lay there, staring at the softly pulsing light of the battery monitor... and wondered what tomorrow would bring.

*  *  *
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The next morning, with the first gray light bleeding over the horizon, I sat on the front steps of the police station, staring at the silent streets. The air smelled faintly of hot asphalt and something else... the creeping edge of decay.

The stillness was unnatural. Not just empty—but abandoned by life itself.

That’s when the realization hit me: If I was going to survive here long-term... I needed to prepare.

Food. Water. Supplies. Security.

The strong room inside the station—built like a vault, used for evidence storage—was the logical choice. Thick steel door, reinforced walls, and a single entry point with a manual lock.

I started with the small grocery store two blocks down. Canned goods first—soups, beans, vegetables, anything with shelf life. Peanut butter. Powdered milk. Salt, sugar, and rice. Then I moved on to boxed foods—crackers, cereal, anything that didn’t need refrigeration.

Next came the bottled drinks: water, juices, soda. Even the energy drinks and sports drinks. Hydration was critical, and I wasn’t going to get picky.

The work was slow and exhausting. I loaded everything I could into a shopping cart or carried it by hand, trip after trip, back to the station. The sun burned overhead, relentless. Sweat drenched my clothes by noon each day, but I didn’t stop.

It took me three days to strip the nearby stores clean. I worked fast—part of me always half-expecting someone... or something... to show up.

Not that I’d seen a soul since coming out of the cave.

Once the food and drink were secured behind the thick steel door of the strong room, I turned my attention to another problem: the bodies.

Summer heat was already doing its cruel work. The air around the streets had turned sour, thick with the smell of rot. Flies swarmed in clouds. I wasn’t a doctor, but I didn’t need one to know that disease wouldn’t be far behind if I left things as they were.

I borrowed a pair of gloves and a face mask from the evidence locker, then loaded each body, one by one, on my panel van and down



























[image: ]














































[image: ]







































[image: ]
































[image: ]














































































































[image: ]

































[image: ]




































[image: ]































[image: ]























[image: ]























[image: ]


































[image: ]






































[image: ]



































[image: ]


































[image: ]






























[image: ]
























































[image: ]





































[image: ]

















































[image: ]
























































[image: ]





































[image: ]































[image: ]








































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
TOUCH AFTER
SILENCE

WERNER STEJSKAL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





