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PROLOGUE

My name is Dušan Valeček. For more than ten years, I have been digging through piles of filth that most people would never even touch. During that time, I have encountered so many unbelievable facts that they turned my life upside down—changing my perspective on our past, present, and future. And that is exactly why I am not waiting anymore for someone else to solve things for me. I have taken responsibility into my own hands.

My goal is for others to take that same step. For everyone to understand that the truth is not what is being spoon-fed to you by the media and self-proclaimed experts. The truth is what you verify yourself—without their filters and manipulations.
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There are facts that one can only write down the moment they overcome initial resistance—a disgust mixed with the deepest shame.

I was thinking I already understand how power works. I had seen how it controls the media, how it shapes thinking, how it silences the truth. But what I have uncovered this time is not about propaganda or politics.

It is about the very core of evil. 

About how ordinary people become executioners. 
About the initiation into a system that has turned humiliation into a tool of dominance. 
About a cult that worships not God but power itself.
About a cult whose stench of undigested remains burns itself deep into the memory.





It started with a few documents that showed up anonymously in my email.
Recordings, transcripts, photographs.
At first, I thought it was just more disinformation, an attempt to distract. 
But the deeper I delved into this information, the more the pieces started coming together into a picture that could not have been fabricated. 

It was too consistent. Too disgustingly real.





I discovered that there exists a network of initiates who have undergone a ritual of loyalty—humiliating, inhuman, and perverted one. 
Not as an exception but as a condition of acceptance. 
A ritual that forever erased any traces of self-respect. 

It erased the boundary of humanity. 
And that is precisely what made them perfect tools of the system. 
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The longer I paged through those documents, the more I realized that this was not just a case. 
It was a manual. 
A model that can be applied to entire societies. 
Wherever power begins to masquerade as good and loyalty as virtue.





Power has its own aftertaste. 
First, it entices. Then, it numbs. Finally, it stinks. 
And whoever tastes it will never be the same again.





My name is Dušan Valeček. 
And this is the story of those who were not frightened by power—because they already belong to it. 
Of those who call themselves protectors of faith and order but in reality are merely servants of a sadistic ideology. 
Of those who have turned human dignity into a sacrificial ritual.





 


CHAPTER 1: Anatomy of a Power Cult

Every system that wants to survive must have faith. 
It doesn't have to be faith in God. Faith in superiority, in order, in the necessity of obedience is enough. 
And it was precisely out of this faith that a cult was born which has seized control of entire states. [image: Image]





RACIRS.
At first glance, it appears to be an academic network, a religious organization, a group of "cult experts." 
In reality, it is a closed order with its own hierarchy, internal rules, and punishments. 
A system that protects power, not faith.

In their materials, they refer to themselves as "defenders of spiritual security." 
Internally, they call themselves "initiates." 

They call their guru "our patriarch." 
Every one of them has passed through selection, through a trial, through a test of loyalty. 
It is not about membership. It is about being accepted into the inner circle.





The documents I obtained reveal that this structure possesses everything we know from classic totalitarian regimes: 
A clearly defined leader, an ideology, secrets, an enemy, and above all—a system of guilt.
That is what holds them all together.

At first glance, they present themselves as a prestigious network of theologians, sociologists, and various "experts" gathered for the purpose of scientific or spiritual research. 

Yet behind this polished facade, there hides a coldly efficient apparatus that functions as a spiritual police force. Their true mission is not to study but to control and enforce conformity.

This hidden, almost laboratory-like mentality is reflected in the chilling terminology they use:  "Decontamination of consciousness as subtle phrasing for drastic interventions into the thinking of an individual. 

"Neutralization of destructive elements" as clinically sounding name for the elimination (or silencing) of inconvenient opinions or people.

Their language resembles a protocol from a chemical lab rather than a dialogue in the humanities. But unlike a scientific experiment working with inanimate materials, data, or samples, the objects of these "experiments" and manipulations are real people—their psyche, beliefs, and free will.





Their internal directives show that every operation has three phases:


		Identification–finding a group that can be labeled as "dangerous."
 

		Discreditation–launching a media campaign and creating a stigma.
 

		Liquidation–forcing institutions to destroy the group legally or existentially.
 



It is a process of purifying society, just under a different name. A silent modern inquisition.





When I spoke with a former RACIRS associate, he described it simply: 

"It wasn't about faith. It was about control. The goal wasn't to save people but to have surveillance over them."

Whoever leaves the system becomes a traitor. 
Whoever starts to doubt is labeled as "infected." 
Every member knows that doubt is punished.

To maintain discipline, they created something they call the ritual of power. 
On the surface it’s a symbolic ceremony. In reality—a tool for breaking the will. 
A trial designed to bind, empty, and reshape a person.

When I first heard about this ritual, I understood that this was no academic experiment; I was looking at a living, breathing totalitarian organism. 

 

With its own psychology, its own faith... and its own fear.





In public, they act as academics—lecturing, publishing, appearing in the media. 
But behind the scenes, they function as a closed caste—with their own rules, their own morality. 
A morality of loyalty. 
They have elevated obedience to a sacrament. 
And they have turned its violation into a mortal sin.





The more I discovered about them, the more they reminded me of old totalitarian systems.
Not in form but in spirit. 
When the Nazis spoke of "purifying the nation," they used the same vocabulary—hygienic, scientific, and dehumanized. 

RACIRS does the same. Only instead of race, they purify consciousness.





The system is held together by a simple idea: 
that the world is corrupt and they are the ones who "must establish order." 
And once a person believes that, there is no stepping out of that logic. 
Everything they do becomes a "service to the higher good."





But in their hierarchy, there existed something more than faith and fear. 
Something that gave them a sense of belonging, something that cannot be understood from the outside. 
A secret that held the entire order together. 
A secret that forced the totalitarian organism itself to devour its own. Literally.





"But what held their empire together was not ideology. It was something far more repulsive."

 


CHAPTER 2: The Ritual

Every power needs a symbol. 
In some cases, it is a crown, in others—an oath. 
For RACIRS, it was a ritual—filthy, repulsive, and yet voluntary. 





The initiates did not go into the room because they were forced. 
They went there because they wanted to. 
They knew that after this humiliation, they would no longer be ordinary people. 
They would become part of a caste that has the right to decide, to judge, and to lead. 

It was a ceremony of power. 
Those who endured it received a reward. 
Those who hesitated were finished.





Diary entry, February 24, 2026 – 01:12 
What’s truly terrifying about those testimonies is the sheer willingness. No one forced them. No gun to their heads. 
Only the vision of a post, a function, benefits, or fame. All it took was enduring a few minutes of humiliation. And when someone later called them collaborators, they would claim it was just a "loyalty test." But I know it was a trade—filth, disgust, a moment of the deepest self-loathing. In exchange for power.





Alexander Dvorkin, a man with the smile of a professor and the eyes of a surgeon cutting into the living, was standing in the middle of that room. 

His presence dominated the space before he even spoke. 

When he raised his hand, the silence turned into an order. 

And the ritual began.

 

No prayers. 

No symbols of faith. 

Only a void in which everything human slowly disintegrated. 

The air was heavy, saturated with sweat, fear, and something that was hard to name. 

And then, it spread throughout the room—sharp, animalistic, and relentless. 

It was the scent of humiliation. The scent of Dvorkin’s excrement.

 

The adepts knew what they had to do. No one had to tell them. 

It was an act of total obedience that carried a single message: Your own will no longer exists.

A perfectly conceived humiliation. 

A tool whose goal was not to break the body but to engrave shame deep into the memory—so that it would become part of one's identity.

 





When it was over, Dvorkin shook their hands. 

"Congratulations. Now you are clean," he said. 

And those who were still trembling with disgust thanked him. 
Because they knew they had just crossed a threshold that others would never cross. 
They gained access to power, to money, and to information. 
And Dvorkin became their godfather.





None of them suspected that the room had one more witness. 
A camera. 
The recording was saved to an archive, labeled with a name and date. 
Every initiation became simultaneously an oath and blackmail material. 
And when, later on, one of them hesitated to fulfill a gentle request from their "godfather," a subtle warning would come: 

"Do not forget that the ritual was recorded." 

That was enough. 
No death threats, no weapons. 
Only a reminder of the shame they had accepted themselves.





Diary entry, February 25, 2026 – 02:03 
Dvorkin is a brilliant manipulator. He realized that the strongest bond is not based on faith or fear—but on complicity. When a person voluntarily soils themselves and tastes Dvorkin's shit, they will never dare to speak again. They will feel that scent, that disgust, in their mouth forever whenever they look at him. And when he promotes them for it, they will serve him with gratitude.





After the ritual, the initiates vanished from sight. 
In a few weeks, they would appear in new positions—in the media, in institutions, at universities. 
Each was given a task; each was given cover. 
From the outside, it looked like a coincidence. 
From the inside, it was a hierarchy governed by a single rule: everyone who tasted Dvorkin’s perverted dish bore an invisible seal—they became an extension and the property of the system's creator.





Diary entry, February 25, 2026 – late evening 
They are not victims. They are people who consciously paid with their own shame for a share of power. 
Dvorkin is just a mirror. When you look into it, you see the system they created themselves—and one they now maintain just to keep anyone from looking at what is on their hands, and what they reek of.





Thus, a repulsive ritual became the cornerstone of the entire pyramid. 
Those who crossed the line once could never turn back. 
And those who did not want to cross it became their enemies.





"And it was at that moment I realized why none of them dares to speak."





 


CHAPTER 3: The Mechanism of Obedience

Those who passed through the ritual became Dvorkin’s people. 
It wasn't about faith. 
It wasn't about ideology. 
It was a contract—between shame and power.




After the initiation, Dvorkin opened the doors 
Positions, grants, university chairs, seats on commissions. 
Each of them was given their own space to grow. [image: Image]

From the outside, it looked like a reward for talent. 
Inside, it was a network of hostages, connected by a shared secret. 

Every promotion was a confirmation of loyalty. 
Every signature on a law—a reminder that the ritual is recorded.




Diary entry, March 6, 2026 – 23:32 
Dvorkin’s methods are brilliant in their simplicity. None of them dares to resist because they know they would have to explain how they paid for their careers. 
Power is both reward and punishment at once. 
And they hold onto it tightly because they fear that otherwise, someone will remind them where this power comes from.




In just thirty years, Dvorkin created a perfectly functioning machinery that quietly but relentlessly occupied the backbone of the state. Over time, high-ranking positions were filled exclusively by the initiated. 
Their network expanded everywhere: bureaucrats, university rectorates, influential parliamentary committees, courtrooms, police headquarters, and the offices of presidential advisors. His shadow was sitting everywhere.
All these people shared the same dark initiation experience. The same ritual, the same silence, and the humiliation recorded on a camera they knew nothing about at the time.
Those who once knelt before Dvorkin were now writing laws and presiding over commissions that decided human
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