

    
        
          Nasty Stan

        

        
        
          Chronicles of the Madmen, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Диего Мальхед

        

        
          Published by Diego Malhed, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      NASTY STAN

    

    
      First edition. December 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Диего Мальхед.

    

    
    
      Written by Диего Мальхед.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Emily had just finished a phone call with her lawyer. Her problem was simple: her ex-boyfriend wasn’t paying child support. The last time she’d received any money from him was six months ago, back when he still had a job. After he got fired, he seemed to renounce the entire world and hole up in his dump for the rest of his life. His psychological state, however, didn’t concern Emily in the slightest. She needed money. Where her former partner was supposed to get it was none of her business. He could sell his apartment for all she cared — just pay up.

Her lawyer, Mr. Joseph Miller, was doing his best to help her move the case forward, but he kept persuading her not to take it to court just yet. The reason was likely not male solidarity so much as a personal dislike for his client. He advised her to speak once more with the child’s father, Mr. Stan Evans, and convince him to find a job so he could pay support — or even help him look for one, if necessary. Emily didn’t like that idea at all, but Mr. Miller left her no choice.

Finding Stan turned out to be a problem. Emily checked all his usual hangouts and everyone who might know him, but nothing came of it. Stan didn’t have a phone — he’d lost it a long time ago. Or maybe sold it. He himself couldn’t remember. Finally, one of their mutual acquaintances told her that Stan was hanging around a subway line, shaking down passersby.

Stan wasn’t a big guy. Not muscular, never practiced any kind of martial arts. What he did have was nerve — a lot of it — along with rudeness and a complete lack of manners. That combination helped him pressure people when he needed something from them. He could fight, sure, but most of those fights didn’t end in his favor. Proof of that was the repeatedly broken nose on his face.

Once Emily learned where he might be, she hurried there and found him quickly.

“Where’s the money, you bastard?” Emily snapped.

“Well, hello to you too,” Stan replied with a smile, glancing around for a reliable escape route.

“Stay where you are.” She shoved him in the chest, pinning him against the cold subway wall. “You haven’t paid a cent in six months. I need money to support our daughter.”

“I know. I was just trying to earn something, but you’re kind of getting in the way.”

“You didn’t just start hanging around here today. What do you have?” Emily quickly frisked his pockets and pulled out a few bills and a handful of coins.

“Hey, hey,” he protested. “Easy. I need to live on something too.”

“You need to find a job, not shake people down. I’m ready to take you to court.”

“Sweetheart, I’m trying, but you have to understand — finding a job these days is really hard.”

“Don’t call me that.” Emily frowned, though she actually liked it. Maybe it had something to do with the cash in her hand. “You’ve been unemployed for six months. Plenty of time to find at least something. Did you try an auto shop? A café?”

“I ran all over half the city and pretty much destroyed my favorite sneakers,” Stan said, pointing at them. They’d once been white. “A little more and I’ll be barefoot.”

“There’s still the other half of the city. Look there.”

“I’ll go tomorrow.”

Stan was trying to end this pointless discussion as fast as possible, and the best way to do that was to agree with everything Emily said. His casual smile finally disarmed her, and she paused. Stan’s eyes drifted to her ample chest. The last time he’d had sex was about three months ago, with an old prostitute for twenty bucks. The experience was, to put it mildly, unforgettable — but he was doing his best to forget it.

“Listen,” Stan began awkwardly. “Maybe, for old times’ sake, you and I could, you know... one more time?”

“What?” Emily snapped. “Are you out of your mind? I didn’t come here for that.”

“But you got the money.”

“You’re such a disgusting pig, Stan. I can’t believe I ever fell for you.” She turned away and, as she walked off, added without looking back, “Find a job. You owe me a lot more.”

“I owe my daughter.”

Emily raised her hand, extending her middle finger from a clenched fist.
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Stan wandered around a late-night convenience store, waiting for the last customer to leave. When it finally happened, he walked up to the cashier.

“Open the register and give me the money,” Stan demanded, keeping his hands in the pockets of his hoodie.

“What?” The cashier had heard him perfectly well the first time — he just wasn’t ready for a demand like that.

“Are you deaf?” Stan raised his voice, pulled a gun from his pocket, and aimed it at the young guy behind the counter. “Hand over the cash. Now.”

“I’m sorry,” the cashier said, his hands shaking as he complied and handed over a few bills.

“Fifty-five bucks? Are you kidding me?”

“But the register was cleared an hour ago. That’s all there is.”

Suddenly, the store door flew open. A short, chubby police officer stood in the doorway, his gun trained on Stan.

“Drop the weapon!” the officer shouted.

“Alright, alright. Easy there,” Stan said calmly. He had no desire to provoke the law — especially since his gun was a toy and couldn’t hurt anyone.

“On your knees. Hands behind your head.”

“Whatever you say, buddy. Don’t shoot.”

The officer reported the incident over the radio on his shoulder and called for backup. Then he pulled out his handcuffs and moved toward the robber, keeping him covered. But as soon as he got close enough, Stan struck hard, knocking the gun from the officer’s hand, and bolted for the exit.

The officer instinctively grabbed the weapon the suspect had dropped — only to discover it was plastic. Tossing it aside, he rushed to retrieve his own gun and sprinted after Stan. To Stan’s surprise and dismay, the cop ran fast despite his build and was gaining on him.

The short chase cut through rows of apartment buildings and ended abruptly when Stan turned into an alley. A dead end. Stan hated running, and when he stopped, he realized he was out of breath. The officer advanced on him with his weapon raised, shouting orders to raise his hands and lie face down on the ground. Stan tried to say something, but he simply didn’t have the air.

Suddenly, a bright light flared above him. Stan thought it was a police helicopter, but the ringing in his ears drowned out any sound. Just a second before his mind slipped into darkness, he clearly saw the officer’s face — caught somewhere between shock and fear.
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Stan woke up in a strange room. Everything around him was bright white. At first, he thought he was dead — or maybe dreaming — but after painfully pinching his own nipple, he realized this was very real. He was lying on a table. Beside it stood something that vaguely resembled a chair, though it looked odd, almost space-age.

“What the hell?” Stan muttered. “Where am I?”

No one answered. One of the walls was made entirely of mirrored glass. Stan realized that someone was sitting on the other side, watching him. He found a door. Next to it, mounted on the wall, was some kind of device with a glass screen. Stan touched it, and strange symbols lit up on the display — hieroglyphs he’d never seen before and couldn’t make sense of.

About an hour later, the door opened and two figures entered. He couldn’t call them human — they looked nothing like people. Dark green skin with grayish patches. Large black eyes. Sharp cheekbones, a small nose, a thin chin, and hair that looked like long metallic tubes growing straight out of their heads. One of them had a slender, elegant body and face — Stan immediately figured it was female. The other was tall and broad. Definitely male. Stan backed away, unsure how to react.

“Uh... hello,” Stan said, raising his hand in an awkward wave. “Looks like I took a wrong turn into the wrong alley. Are you aliens, or am I seriously hallucinating?”

The aliens exchanged
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