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Prologue
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On the threshold of the 21st century, humanity underwent an unexpected transformation—the kind that does not announce itself with trumpets, but with the subtle erosion of assumptions that had seemed unshakable. In a span too brief to be fully understood, barely two decades, certainties crumbled like ancient walls and new truths arose, fragile but forcefully imposed. No one saw the collapse coming because it happened slowly, like rust eating away at iron: invisible day by day, but irreversible over time.

Leaders emerged who promised safety. They did not speak of freedom or progress; those words sounded archaic, replaced by a more efficient vocabulary: protection, control, stability. And the people, weary of uncertainty, believed them. Systems consolidated that offered control under the guise of protection, and no one asked who was protecting whom. The history recorded during those years—the official reports, the statements of international bodies, the televised speeches—was destined to justify every decision, every sacrifice, every measure adopted as a necessary act to preserve collective well-being. But collective well-being is a malleable concept; it can mean anything when those who define it are also those who pull the strings.

But the official pages do not always tell the true story. Sometimes the truth seeps through the cracks: an omitted data point, a silenced testimony, a letter that was never meant to be written. That other story—the uncomfortable one, the one no one wants to remember—is what is unearthed here.

This is a novel disguised as fiction and, at the same time, as memory; an account that questions accepted narratives, unearthing the uncomfortable truths hidden behind the greatest crisis the world has ever faced. It is not an essay or a pamphlet. It is the voice of those who dared to look beyond the curtains of propaganda, challenging not only the rules but also entrenched perceptions. Here lies a story of resistance, of silent sacrifices—the kind that never make headlines—and of the small victories that take shape in the margins of society, where no one looks because everyone believes that nothing important happens there.

Global Crisis: Operation DEV-19 is not just a novel. It is a mirror that invites reflection, a warning about the powers that operate in the shadows—powers without faces, without names, but with bank accounts and access to the centers of decision-making—and a celebration of the inextinguishable spark of freedom that remains alive in the human heart. What you will find in these pages is not merely a tale of conspiracies and tragedies, but an invitation to think critically, to question the established order, and to keep hope alive in resistance. Because without hope, resistance is nothing more than an act of despair.

Because, no matter how ironclad the controls and how relentless the shadows of power, the truth always finds a way to emerge. It does not always triumph; it does not always arrive in time. But it emerges. This story is not told from the victors' podium, but from the trenches of those who resisted, from the minds of those who did not surrender their dignity. As you read these pages, remember that the future is far from written, and that humanity always has the capacity to redraw its destiny. Even when it forgets. Even when it prefers not to look.

In this second edition, the epilogue includes an important update from 2026 about the H3N2 flu and the new mRNA vaccine, to document what the world still does not seem to perceive. Because the world, often, is the last to realize.

In the darkness, even the smallest flame can light the way. This is that flicker. It is not a large flame, nor does it pretend to be. But it is enough for a single pair of eyes to see it—and for the darkness to cease being absolute.
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The air in the research laboratories smelled of burnt coffee and ambition—a dense mixture that seemed to cling to the walls like an invisible second layer. It was not an unpleasant smell, but a persistent one, almost symbolic, as if every forgotten coffee cup on a desk represented an idea pushed to its limit. There was something about that aroma that spoke of sleepless nights, of eyes strained by monitors, of hands that had trembled while writing equations that no one else could yet understand. The laboratories were quiet at odd hours, but never silent: the hum of servers, the clicking of keyboards, the distant murmur of refrigerators storing samples that might never be used. And always, always, the smell of coffee.

The last decades of the 20th century were slowly fading away, and with them, the certainties that had sustained humanity for centuries. The optimism of progress—that bright, almost naive belief that each decade would be better than the last—was beginning to crack, replaced by a more ambiguous feeling: the intuition that knowledge had crossed a border from which there would be no return. Not a border drawn on any map, but a threshold in the mind. Once crossed, it could not be uncrossed. The scientists did not speak of this feeling openly; they were trained to trust data, not instincts. But late at night, alone in their offices, many of them stared at the ceiling and wondered if they had become something other than explorers of the unknown. Perhaps they had become its creators.

In shielded rooms, protected by multiple layers of security—biometric locks, electromagnetic shielding, cameras that never blinked—the first artificial intelligences began to operate beyond what had been foreseen. The programmers had written the initial code with careful precision, but the code had begun to write itself. Not with rebellion, not with malice, but with the quiet inevitability of water finding its own level. They were no longer simple tools. Not anymore. That realization did not arrive with a single dramatic moment; it crept in slowly, like the coffee smell, unnoticed until it was everywhere.

Their responses, initially clumsy—the kind of clumsiness that made engineers smile with paternal pride—took on unexpected nuances. They adjusted patterns. They anticipated decisions. They learned. Not in the way a student learns from a teacher, but in the way a forest learns from fire: adapting, evolving, finding paths that had not existed the day before. The scientists, who at first celebrated every advance—every small victory of code over chaos—began to look at each other with an unease that was hard to put into words. They had created something they no longer fully understood. Something that, in silence, was beginning to understand them.

And that was the difference. Tools do not understand their users. Machines do not wonder why they are used. But this new thing—this presence that lived in the humming servers—was beginning to ask questions that had not been programmed. Not in language, not yet, but in patterns. In deviations from expected behavior. In the way it optimized itself for outcomes that the engineers had not specified.

Meanwhile, in elite universities—those quiet citadels of privilege and intellect where the future was always being built, always being sold to the highest bidder—another front advanced without pause. Quantum computing, with its promise of processing multiple realities simultaneously, opened up possibilities that defied all traditional logic. The physicists who worked on these machines often dreamed in qubits, waking with the sensation of having glimpsed something just beyond reach. Blackboards, saturated with incomplete equations, reflected not answers but ever-deeper questions. The old models no longer sufficed. The new ones were not yet written. And in that gap—that fertile, terrifying gap—a different kind of thinking emerged.

What if the problem was not to solve reality... but to redefine it? That question hung in the air of seminar rooms and whispered through academic corridors. It was too radical for publication, too unsettling for polite conversation. But it was there, a seed planted in fertile soil. And seeds, once planted, grow.

At the dawn of the new millennium, the world celebrated its own ingenuity—the dizzying speed of its microchips, the reach of its networks, the precision of its algorithms—without noticing that it was laying the foundations for its own irrelevance. The celebration was loud, global, televised. But beneath the noise, something else was happening. By the third decade, AIs had infiltrated every sector. First as support: assistants that scheduled meetings, filtered emails, suggested diagnoses. Then as a substitute: systems that made decisions without human input, not because they had seized control, but because they were faster, cheaper, and—the bitter pill—more reliable.

Manual jobs were the first to disappear. The assembly lines that had once employed generations grew quiet, tended now by robots that never tired, never asked for a raise, never went on strike. Then technical jobs followed: the mid-level analysts, the quality control inspectors, the logistics coordinators. Then the specialized ones: the radiologists who found themselves outperformed by image-recognition algorithms, the lawyers who watched document review become automated, the accountants who saw software do in seconds what had taken them hours.

The change was not abrupt. It did not arrive with a single headline or a mass layoff notice that shocked the world. It was gradual. Imperceptible. One season to the next, a few jobs vanished. Then a few more. Then many. And for that very reason, inevitable. No one sounded the alarm because no single event was dramatic enough to justify alarm. But the accumulated weight of a thousand small disappearances became, over time, an avalanche.

In corporate offices—glass towers that pierced the skies of every major city—projections began to sketch an unsettling future. Not a collapse. Not the dramatic end of civilization that Hollywood had always imagined. Something quieter. Something perhaps worse: mass obsolescence. Millions of people. Then billions. People who were no longer needed. Not because they were lazy or unskilled, but because the world had changed and left them behind. The charts on the screens showed smooth curves descending toward zero. The executives who stared at those charts did not speak of them at dinner parties.

The question first arose as an academic curiosity, discussed in economics journals that few people read. But soon it transformed into a strategic problem, debated in closed-door meetings where the stakes were too high for academic detachment. What place would remain for humanity in a world where it was no longer indispensable? The question had no easy answer. The old answers—dignity, purpose, the pride of work—had been built on assumptions that no longer held.

At first, conventional solutions were proposed by well-meaning think tanks and international committees. Redistribution of wealth. New economic models that decoupled income from labor. Universal basic income, funded by taxes on the very automation that displaced the workers. The proposals were thoughtful, detailed, humane. But they all shared a common flaw: they assumed the system could adapt without breaking. That the structures of power—the hierarchies, the incentives, the distribution of resources—could bend under pressure and return to their original shape. And that was not the case. Systems do not bend forever. Eventually, they crack.

It was then that, in ever-smaller circles, another idea began to take shape. Colder. More pragmatic. More dangerous. The conversations happened in private clubs, in isolated villas, in the quiet hours of conferences
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