
​The Rejected Tales

​By Steven Bazydlo


  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE REJECTED TALES

    

    
      First edition. June 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Steven Bazydlo.

    

    
    
      Written by Steven Bazydlo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Credits

Entries

A Week to Remember

Tether

Now what?

Frozen in Time

Unwanted Fate

Camera in the woods

Knowledge is Power

Broken Rose

Further Reading: Tower 4 Another one for the Books

Also By Steven Bazydlo

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Credits



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Tasha Schieddel- Editor

Sondra Bradford- Editor

Fabled Beast Design- Cover artist

––––––––
[image: ]


As a disclaimer, this book was edited by those credited, however all final decisions are that of the author. So if it sucks it is on me, not them.Enjoy!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Entries 


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


A Week to Remember

Tether

Now what?

Frozen in Time

Unwanted Fate

Camera in the woods

Knowledge is Power

Broken Rose

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​A Week to Remember






[image: ]


Monday

I think today is Monday. No clue what day of the month it is now, but I am fairly certain it is in fact a  Monday. Seems fitting given how everything sucks more than any other day of the week. I mean, I guess avoiding the sun and scavenging for food is still better than the soul sucking monotony of an office job; but I could really go for one of those rousing pizza parties right about now, my stomach won't shut the hell up.

I dipped into this little book store and found this leather journal on the shelf. Please bear with me, since I’ve never kept one of these growing up. I don't know the proper etiquette of keeping entries, or labeling them, but here we are, and as long as the blights are occupied with soaking in the sun, we should be good until nightfall.

Plus, let's be fair, with how everything has gone to shit, if aliens showed up, I wouldn't be surprised. And I am sure they would appreciate my yammerings as a form of entertainment in their research into just how fucked we are... or maybe I should say were. Because, to be fair, chances are that by the time anyone else reads this, I will be long into the past tense.

So, for those of you wondering how the planet went down the shitter, I won't keep you in suspense. Going back a few months, we as a species grew a little too big for our britches. We didn't just dip a toe into the waters of the unknown, we full on belly flopped.

I remember the day. It was a Monday. I had spent the first hour of my life that morning rushing out the door only to be stuck in traffic. I was on my way to be another cog in the machine that was corporate hell. My boss, Tim, was texting and calling me every thirty seconds wanting to know where I was and reminding me that “if I can't be there by nine, I can just not bother ever coming in again.” I had looked at my watch, saw that there was no way I was making it on time, and said it was a bet. Why should I care if I was only going to be fired for being tardy anyways? I was in a ten minute slowdown and after that still had twenty minutes before I could even start the hunt for a parking spot. It was already a quarter to, so I chose to just take the next exit and head home. The sun had been baking and my car’s AC had decided to go on vacation as well. No soul sucking data entry job was worth dealing with that. 

So, I said forget it. I tossed my concerns in the fuck-it bucket and will worry about rent tomorrow. However, that proved to be my best or worst life decision, depending on how you look at it, in my life. For ya see, when I got home that day, I went to sleep and when I woke up, the world had gone haywire.

I was woken up by my phone exploding with a nationwide alert, warning everyone to stay indoors. That something about our sun giving off some weird discharge of unknown radiation, and it basically bitchslapped our ozone, making any place not shielded from the light a death sentence.

There were a few reports of how when the initial flash happened, scientists that were researching the sun, tried to warn the powers that be, but were laughed off. They thought it was a gamma ray burst, something that even I knew couldn’t have been stopped by some drywall and wood, was hurdling towards us at mack fuck you, and my ass was asleep.

The thing that made no sense to me was that everything I ever heard growing up was that if gamma rays hit or if the sun went all weird, we would not survive, we would be instant vapor or cooked like a microwave dinner faster than a thought could cross our minds. Instead, what happened was that something like a weak laser hit us. The initial strike was strong enough to scorch the Earth for about eight seconds. A bright flash and all life not inside of a building or some sort of protection, was gone.

The footage they showed of the moment everything flashed, showed people there one second followed by what looked like a long camera flash, then they were just gone. The heatwave was so intense, that you could see the trees steam and wilt. And that was just the beginning. What happened to the survivors like me, was so much worse.

See, for those of us that were “lucky” enough to be inside, now had to face another issue. Those suffering from what has been affectionately dubbed The Blight. Ya see, whatever fuckery happened with the ozone mixed with god knows what else that was formed in the atmosphere, left the rest of us that survived, well...sick. We all feel an unyielding urge to go out into the light, but if we do, our skeleton decides to play a game of peek a boo and fries our little brains, turning us into screaming violent maniacs. Spice that up with starvation and you have a blind screaming skull faced zombie that has an addiction to tanning.

Once we give up the fight and go outside, we are compelled to stare into the big glowing orb until our faces literally burn off. Our skin scorches, but some survive by getting the worst tan in history, and then if all that happens, you will spend the rest of your nights howling in pain while grabbing at your face trying to cry, but your eyes have long been dried out.

And since all we would know is pain and hunger, you can probably guess, a barbecued-person sounds pretty good. Although the ones suffering from the blight are rare, that only means one of two things. Either there were fewer of us than I thought that survived. Or more of us are opting out of the game of life. In any case, it just means my life is gonna get harder.

I’m hoping that I can make it to the bunker soon. According to the map and my current speed, I should be there in the next few days. The last time I saw one of the blighted was about a month ago. Just the thought of that night makes me not wanna sleep.

I’ll probably end this entry here. I don't wanna remember that day. It was a real come to Jesus moment.
Tuesday

I’ve been walking all night. I managed to score a few cans of food. Gotta love canned corn. Not that much in nutrition, but it's at least gonna be filling. Caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror and I look like a Holocaust victim. I know that the possibility of whoever finds this won't know what the Holocaust is, but to put it frankly, be careful who you don't let into art school, they might just be one cunt hair away from being the world's worst sore loser. With a penchant for genocide.

The other can I have is unmarked, but I’ll have to save it for tomorrow. Food roulette I guess is what I’m getting to do then.

So, as I enjoy my feast, I figure I should probably give some details of the aftermath once everything went to hell. The initial situation saw almost eighty percent of the human population vanish in eight minutes, so as you can guess, there was a smidgen amount of panic that set the world into a death spiral. Over six billion people gone in a celestial moment in time. It really makes you wonder how many other advanced civilizations might have had something like this happen in the entirety of the universe. Almost all animal life on the portion of the planet facing the sun at the time is pretty much gone as well. It is such a heavy thought to have.

As of a few months ago, our numbers have been dwindling, and the last I had any knowledge of what was happening in the world at large, was when I ran into that blighter back west.

I was wandering around the empty ruins of some hole in the wall town. Although blights are rare now, back then you wanted to avoid anyplace that was densely populated. The simple act of being in the area was enough to pull the freaks out at night and they would hunt you down like a klan member in the Bronx. It was different for every one that you could or would run into. Sure most were blind, but some could still smell you, others were able to hear, while some I swear could simply feel the vibration of your steps. It all depended on how long they had been looking at the sun.

The fun fact though that I’ll dispense to you at the moment is, don't fuck with the ones that came from those that were already broken before the scorch. The blind, deaf, crippled or retarded, those fuckers turned into some demons. Which is a lesson I learned real quick. That whole, all senses get stronger when one is gone. Now imagine someone who was born blind and now they already were predisposed to figuring out their surroundings and can hear everything. It basically turns them into some kinda mutant supervillain. The group homes and mental health hospitals became their lairs. I’ve done all I can to avoid those places.

I had found myself setting up camp in a small school that had been for those that used to ride the short bus. It was early morning and the sun was starting to rise. I ducked inside and managed to find an inner classroom that didn't have any windows. I had figured that once I woke up that night I could do some scavenging. Schools had given me quite some luck when it came to finding food, and to a degree, weapons. Gotta love the American education system when it comes to shooting and archery. You might not be able to count to twenty-two, but you sure as shit will learn how to shoot one.

However, when I woke up that night, apparently the place had a resident still and I woke up to their wailing of pain. Now at that moment, I had no clue what I was dealing with. All I knew was it was loud, and not in a good mood. I gathered my stuff as quietly as possible before pushing myself as close to the wall next to the door.

It was dark in the room and the only light that I could see was the slight hue of the setting sun around the border of the door frame. Something about the gentle glow as  whatever blight laid beyond, passed by it, the shadow of which blacked out the light accompanied by the scraping of metal, and the squeak of unoiled wheels.

I felt my body shiver as the creature's cries continued down the hall. I remember feeling the adrenaline rushing through me and the rush of fear as I had to almost force myself to crack the door open. I listened to the sobbing as it was somewhere else in the hall, but the echo of it against the walls made it hard to place how far or where it really was. Another issue was that the direction the shadow went, was the way I had come in.

The beauty of schools though, was that there were multiple exits. So I figured if I just made my way down the opposite side of the school I was sure to find another one. Sure, that would make the most sense. However, I discovered that the majority of the hallways as well as the exits were blocked off, and that in order to clear them, it would have caused too much noise.

I was forced to turn back and hope that I could avoid whatever was currently patrolling the hallway. Spoiler alert, it didn't go well. I tried to jog quietly up a small set of stairs, but right at the top, it opened up to an area that had three hallways and from the one directly to my left, I heard the cries and screeches followed by the shadow of something charging towards me from the dark.

I’m not going to sit here and tell you I was some macho man that defeated the monster, no, in fact, fuck no. I ran like a bitch as this thing chased me. Its upper body was built like a freaking linebacker. It had a helmet on that looked like a bike helmet on steroids, and it was dragging a flailing wheelchair behind it. It looked like it had twisted its body so that the legs were up in the chair and it was using the big wheels like its hind legs as it chased me down like an animal. Its massive arms galloped on bloody stumps, its scorched face little more than a screaming skull screeching with spittle flying around like a saint bernard shaking its head.

The howls reverberated off the walls. Glimpses of the skeletal burned face lit up with its open maw and dried eye goop dripping down its face in the golden twilight. If I hadn't been so preoccupied with surviving, I would have been shitting my pants.

I dipped and dodged my way through all the debris as the mutant smashed its way against the walls behind me. Granted it was slower than me, but it was still catching up with every piece of crap that was blocking my path. And then, you guessed it. Like a white woman in a horror movie, I fucking tripped.

Wait... it just occurred to me that the concept of a horror movie might be alien to you, when you find this as well. So, another breakdown, a horror movie was basically a recorded film that we made in order to simulate situations that we currently live in. Not gonna lie, now that I’m living in an apocalypse movie, it's hard to believe that I used to like movies like this. I can't believe we wanted to feel this way, even paid for it. We were a bunch of freaks back then.

Anyways, where was I? Oh, yes, being chased by a muscle bound sped from hell. So I tripped and this oversized rhino of a child is ramming its way through everything between it and myself. Like it's a fat girl on her period and I’m a chocolate cupcake. Nothing was going to stop it.

I scrambled to my feet
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