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Annotation. Book Two: Hybrid War Without Tanks
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The second book continues the artistic-documentary series about a war that has no trenches and no sirens, yet changes human destinies every single day. It is a deeper immersion into the mechanisms of betrayal, fear, manipulation, and moral breakdown that operate under the cover of “normality,” social roles, and silent consent.

A central storyline explores the concept of credit of trust — how an intellectual woman, guided by humanitarian values and faith in people, makes a seemingly humane decision that becomes a point of irreversible vulnerability. Trust, extended without safeguards, turns into a tool that allows moral boundaries to be crossed and personal space to be violated.

At its core lies the hybrid front of Europe — a space where pressure is applied not with weapons, but with words, humiliation, isolation, and the erosion of trust. The book examines how ideological narratives, envy, and personal fears transform into instruments capable of breaking relationships, distorting reality, and dismantling human dignity.

This is not merely a novel, nor is it investigative journalism.
It is a chronicle of moral crimes and a testimony to processes that rarely reach courtrooms, yet carry long-term consequences for lives, futures, and inner freedom.
All events, characters, and dialogues are presented within the framework of the author’s interpretation and artistic reflection. Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental or represents broader social phenomena.

This book is heavy in content.
It is not about the war shown on news screens.
It is about a war without explosions — but with slow, systematic destruction.
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A Credit of Trust on a Powder Keg
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Vira said: “She’s a good woman.” In Stefaniia’s state back then, those words weighed more than any legal contract. They acted as an anesthetic: you don’t heal the wound, you simply stop feeling it for a while. Larysa was Vira’s friend. That single link in the chain was enough for me to shut my eyes to everything that was screaming right in her face.

Standing in that apartment, Stefaniia saw not a future roommate, but a function. I needed a roof; she needed money so she wouldn't have to pay alone. It was the mathematics of survival, an equation where the human factor had been fatally omitted.
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Portrait in a Cigarette Haze
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Larysa was petite, almost excessively grounded. Yet, in her low-slung figure, there was a weight that had nothing to do with physical mass.

She rarely looked you in the eye. Most of the time, her world was confined to her smartphone screen. She sat huddled over it, as if lying in an ambush. When she finally did look up, a spark would flare. Not kind, not cruel—calculating. It’s the look of people accustomed to finding a "scheme" in everything, even in a simple conversation about the utility bills.

She smoked frequently and greedily. The smoke hung around her like a protective shell. Now I understand: it was the scent of another world, one to which Stefaniia never belonged.
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Language Forged in Metal and Bars

[image: ]


The moment she opened her mouth, the air in the room grew heavy. Larysa wasn't just talking—she was "slanging." Her profanity wasn’t an accidental emotional outburst; it was the very foundation of her speech. It was solid, coarse, professional.

Stefaniia had no experience dealing with "cons." She didn't know the codes of that world. To her, this was just an "unrefined woman," when in reality, standing before her was someone hardened by laws entirely different from those Stefaniia had ever known.

Stefaniia felt a slight shock. It was like finding rust on a brand-new lock. But she quickly flipped her internal safety switch. “I have to endure one year. For my sons. For their start in life.” This thought became her primary executioner. It forced me to swallow anxiety as if it were a bitter syrup.

They discussed the terms, struck a deal, and retreated to the corners of their shared existence. Stefaniia entered this sublet like a cage, convincing herself it was merely a temporary sanctuary. She didn't yet know that the glint in Larysa’s eyes was only the first ember of a great fire that would soon begin to incinerate her peace.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Geometry of Inequality
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They drew up paper agreements, naive in their civility: no strangers without prior notice, rotating cleaning shifts, maintaining the appliances. Stefaniia drafted these points like the laws of a tiny state, failing to realize that Larysa had long been living by the laws of anarchy.

To her, the rules were merely noise. To Stefaniia, they were the last line of defense.
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Space as a Noose
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The apartment had two rooms, but justice ended at the threshold. Larysa—this petite woman who looked as though she could fit entirely in an armchair—unhesitatingly occupied the massive studio. A grand hall, a king-sized bed, a space where one could breathe deeply. She walked in first, silently marked her territory, and it was non-negotiable.

Stefaniia was left with the "cell." A room half the size of the hall was to become home for three people.

Three beds: They stood side-by-side, almost touching. This wasn't a living space; it was a Tetris of human fates.

A barricade of shelves: Stefaniia tried to salvage the remnants of her sons' dignity.

She partitioned their beds with shelves, constructing an illusion of privacy where, by definition, none could exist. These were paper-thin walls, her desperate way of declaring: “Here, our world begins.”

Stefaniia remained silent. She saw the absurdity—how this "petite woman" sprawled across the hectares of the living room while they huddled in a corner—and she said nothing.

Why didn't she speak up? Analyzing it now, Stefaniia recognizes the mechanics of the victim's rationalization. She convinced herself: “It doesn’t matter. The boys are only coming for a break. The main thing is they have a place to lay their heads. I will endure. I am strong.”

But the truth lay elsewhere. Larysa sensed a readiness to yield. She decoded Stefaniia’s civility as weakness, and her upbringing as a permit for occupation. In the world Larysa came from, if you don’t fight for the better cut, you don’t deserve it.

Stefaniia thought she was buying peace at the cost of square footage. In reality, she was purchasing a ticket to a zone of alienation, where her “rights” ended the moment Larysa’s “desires” began.
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