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Invisible Front is a book about a war that has no official starting date and leaves no shell craters, yet is capable of destroying lives slowly, systematically, and with impunity. It is a war that is not publicly declared, is not fought by armies, and does not require tanks. It unfolds within societies, institutions, and human relationships—precisely where, until recently, people spoke of safety, trust, and help.

The tenth book of the series captures the moment when hybrid warfare ceases to be a collection of isolated episodes and reveals itself as an integrated system of influence. It shows how an invisible front is constructed—through silence, bureaucracy, dependency, fear of being an “inconvenient person,” through the substitution of meanings and the gradual erasure of boundaries between normality and violence.

In this book, war does not arrive from the outside—it enters the home.
Through documents.
Through funds, organizations, social and humanitarian mechanisms.
Through “assistance” that slowly transforms into an instrument of control.
Through the demand for gratitude, which becomes a form of blackmail.
Invisible Front demonstrates in detail how modern systems have learned to destroy a person without physical violence:
not by prohibiting directly, but by exhausting;
not by threatening openly, but by creating a constant atmosphere of danger;
not by punishing officially, but by isolating, discrediting, and withdrawing support.
Special attention is given to silence as a key instrument of hybrid warfare. Silence here is not a neutral state—it becomes an active form of complicity. Where evil is not named, it becomes legitimized. Where the victim is forced to remain silent, the system preserves its outward respectability and inner cruelty.

This volume is neither a work of fiction nor an analytical report in the classical sense. It is a literary-documentary testimony written from within the process itself. The book records the psychological, social, and institutional mechanisms of hybrid pressure, showing how they intertwine and reinforce one another, forming a closed architecture of control.

Invisible Front offers no simple solutions and does not construct heroes or villains in the conventional sense. Instead, it poses difficult questions about responsibility, the limits of compromise, the cost of silence, and the role of testimony in times when war disguises itself as normality.

This book is about documentation.
About calling things by their real names.
About an attempt to preserve reality where it is systematically eroded.
The tenth volume both summarizes the previous books and opens a wider perspective: hybrid warfare is not an exception and not a local phenomenon, but a new form of prolonged conflict that transforms societies from within. Invisible Front leaves the reader with the understanding that today the true front line runs not across maps, but through human consciousness—through the ability to speak the truth and the refusal to accept silence as the norm.
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The Aid Shipment. Their Shared Initiation
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Late 2023.
A time when the air grew sharp as a blade, and the sky hung low and heavy, as if preparing to crush our remaining hopes. This was the beginning of Stefania’s shared path with Mikael—not through romantic dinners, but through steel, diesel, and the cold sweat of responsibility.
The metal bolt screeched shut as if signing a sentence against peace.
Erik Larsen stood in the middle of the yard, breathing in the damp air mixed with the smell of diesel fuel from the truck and the rot of old straw. Behind him, the massive Scania had finally fallen silent, though the engine’s vibration still echoed in the soles of his boots. This was not his first run—nor his tenth. He knew the weight of responsibility not in kilograms, but in sleepless nights.
“It will be safe here, Erik. The walls are thick, the roof doesn’t leak. Mikael and I prepared everything.”

Stefania’s voice was steady, almost dry, yet in her eyes Erik saw the same spark found in people who have finally been entrusted with something truly valuable. She held the contract folder tightly, as if it were a shield. For her civic organization, this shipment was a ticket into the “major league” of volunteer work.

Together with Mikael, they had gathered this aid for months—box by box, euro by euro, drop by drop. Now, thanks to Larsen’s experience and logistical chains, a mountain of boxes marked medical supplies and tactical equipment waited to be transformed from “resources” into “salvation.”

Mikael opened the doors of the old shed leaning against their house. The darkness inside was thick—and welcoming.

“Bring it in,” he said shortly.

Boxes began to fill the space, pushing out old garden tools and the spirit of peaceful domestic life. Erik watched as the valuable cargo disappeared into the belly of this primitive structure. Legally, they were partners—bound by stamps and force-majeure clauses. Psychologically, he had just handed over the keys to his conscience to people whose devotion had not yet been tested by this volume of other people’s property.

When the last pallet was in place, Stefania stepped closer to Erik. She was not smiling. Her face was frozen in the severe determination of someone who rationalizes every step as the only correct one.

“Now this is our shared watch,” she said.

Erik remained silent. His gaze fixed on the shed’s latch—a thin strip of iron separating the world of hope from the world of temptation. He knew: contracts are signed in offices, but broken in quiet yards like this one, where the only witnesses are stars and the creak of old doors.

This was the moment of greatest vulnerability—the kind of silence that exists only when a home is left unattended. Stefania and Mikael left, confident in their locks and in the inviolability of their status as “saviors.” But for those who could only be called the directors of evil, this shed ceased to be a storehouse of aid. It became a stage for their repulsive performance.

That day the air above the yard stood motionless, like hardened resin. Stefania and Mikael were away—a brief pause in their endless marathon for resources. They had left the shed filled to the ceiling: boxes stacked tightly together, forming a dense labyrinth of charity.

The directors of evil did not enter as thieves.
They were not looking for profit.
They did not need medicine or tourniquets.
Their goal was to poison the very essence of the aid.

They moved quietly, with the peculiar grace of people accustomed to destroying reputations. In their hands were packages emitting a sickly-sweet odor of decay—used adult diapers. This was not mere filth. It was a symbolic act of sabotage. The calculation was cold and precise: among hundreds of identical packages destined for Ukraine, these “surprises” were meant to become delayed-action mines.

They shoved the dirty bundles deep into the stacks, among sterile bandages and baby food. The psychology of evil worked flawlessly here. They knew that once the truck crossed the border and volunteers in Ukraine opened the boxes, the stench of human waste would overpower any gratitude. A single such package could discredit Stefania’s entire organization, turning a noble mission into a humiliating scandal.

The sabotage occurred without a single shot.
The directors of evil left quietly, gently closing the doors behind them, leaving only an invisible trace of decay.
When Stefania returned, she sensed nothing. She walked past the shed, casually touching the cold lock. She did not know that behind those boards, among clean clothes and medicines, the smell of betrayal had already begun to spread. She continued adding new items, unknowingly burying the planted poison even deeper—making its discovery impossible until the very moment of unloading at the front line.

It was a perfect trap: evil hidden beneath the mask of care, waiting for its time to explode in the hands of those who needed support the most.

Preparation for the shipment resembled the deployment of a field hospital. In the yard stood brand-new, polished vehicles—steel horses ready to charge across the border. Feeling the weight of responsibility, Stefania called in the volunteers. The air crackled with the energy of collective action: the hiss of packing tape, scales endlessly registering numbers, laughter mixed with the focused breathing of people sorting “life” into boxes.

And then—the stench arrived.

It did not come suddenly. It seeped in gradually, like an invisible toxin, until one of the volunteers froze over a torn package. Work stopped. Laughter snapped like a broken string.

At the bottom of the box, amid the sterile white of medical supplies, lay filth. Used adult diapers, heavy with human waste, soaked in concentrated excrement and contempt from those who had placed them there. This was no accident. It was a manifesto. Someone had brought dirt into the temple of their faith.

Stefania stood over the discovery, her face turning to stone. She did not turn away. She did not cover her nose. She stared at the filth as if trying to burn it away with her gaze. In that moment, she was no longer just a volunteer—she was an analyst instantly decoding the psychological message of the sabotage:

You think you’re saving the world?
You’re digging through our filth.
“Everyone, look,” her voice cut through the silence like a scalpel.
“This is what they think of us.
This is what they want to feed Ukraine—with our own hands.”
She turned sharply toward Mikael. He stood pale, clutching the keys to the new buses so tightly that his knuckles had turned white. His patronage had just been struck across the face by the directors of evil.
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The Desecrated Temple:
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The Shed, the Storeroom, and the Smell of Betrayal**

They decided to collect the aid at their own place.
Their home in a small town. Clothes, shoes, blankets—mountains of items filled everything: the shed, the storeroom, the outdoor extensions. Every pair of boots was someone’s step toward survival.
But while Stefania and Mikael were building this temple of kindness, a shadow was already crawling nearby.

Vira.
She was part of their daily life—“one of their own,” a person with access to the most intimate spaces. Her job in a nursing home gave her not only a livelihood, but also a specific arsenal for hatred.
Psychologically, what she did was an act of refined sadism. She knew the aid was destined for those standing on the edge between life and death. And Vira chose to merge these two states of existence in the most repulsive way possible.

1. Biological terror: used adult diapers.
This was not just garbage. It was a symbol of decay, helplessness, and biological finality. To plant them among children’s clothing, among clean garments, was an attempt to infect the mission with disgust. It was her form of control: “I can turn your sanctity into filth.”
2. A metaphysical strike: cemetery candles.
The directors of evil brought them as “material for trench candles.” Paraffin for soldiers. But it was paraffin saturated with the energy of mourning halls and frozen grief. A greeting from the other side. An attempt to curse the road, to stop the vehicles through an archaic fear of death.
“Mikael,” Stefania said, pointing to the corners of the house, to the boundary of the shed where the illusion of safety had reigned just yesterday.
“By tomorrow, there must be cameras here. Everywhere. Every centimeter of this yard must be under surveillance. I want names of those who brought this ‘gift.’ I want to see the faces of the evil that enters our home uninvited.”
It was the rationalization of fear.
She understood: a lock on the shed door was nothing more than a toy. Their home now had to become a fortress with digital eyes. Trust died at the exact moment a volunteer’s hand touched the revolting bundle.
Mikael nodded. His charity now required protection. They had understood the essential truth: when you do great good, you automatically become a target for those who feed on darkness.

Seven tons of hope, packed in corrugated cardboard, slowly rolled out of the dark shed into the sunlight. The volunteers worked in silence, exchanging only brief phrases. There was something ancient in this rhythm—like a ritual of purification through heavy labor.
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The Analytics of Cleanliness: Sorting the Pain
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When Stefania and Mikael discovered the “surprise,” the air inside the shed became poisonous. Mikael stared at it with European disbelief—unable to comprehend how a human being could invest so much effort into creating such concentrated evil.

But they did not break.
They began sorting.
This was not merely an inventory check—it was a ritual of exorcism. They personally discarded the filth, cleansing every box. Every pair of shoes, every jacket passed through their hands. They tore the mission from the grip of Vira’s envy.

Stefania brought out trays. The smell of fresh bread and hot coffee cut through the air, pushing away the ghosts of the night’s sabotage. She approached each volunteer, thanking them not just with words, but with her eyes—serious, tired, yet clear.

This was her form of counteroffensive:
to evil she answered with order,
to chaos—with hot coffee.
Every sandwich taken by hands dirty from lifting was an act of communion with the shared cause. Mikael, wiping grease from his palms, looked at his buses. They stood heavy, filled with strength, ready to move into the unknown.

“Thank you,” she repeated again and again.

These words were not politeness. They were armor.

Now that the cargo was sorted and checked, she felt it clearly: they were not just transporting things. They were carrying proof that their will had proven stronger than someone else’s filth.
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The Appearance of the Chameleon: Roman
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When the loading began, he appeared.
Roman.
In that moment, he seemed like a messenger of hope. He moved with confidence, his speech measured—a blend of legal precision and pastoral gentleness. He “packed” the humanitarian aid with such sincerity, as if every loaded package were a brick in his own temple of virtue.

This is the psychology of perfect mimicry.
Roman was a human kaleidoscope. He effortlessly tried on roles: today a lawyer, tomorrow a judge, the day after—a spiritual guide. Such people subconsciously read your need for decency and instantly become your ideal reflection. They saw in him a “cool volunteer,” because after Vira’s meanness we desperately needed to believe in someone again.
These vehicles were a private army.
We were not merely preparing a shipment—we were preparing a breakthrough.
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The Irony of Loading
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There was something subtly ironic in the way they closed the bus doors. Seven tons of clean aid were sealed inside metal bellies, while they stood outside in the frost—exhausted, yet victorious. Vira thought she would stop them with disgust. Instead, she made them more vigilant. She hardened the shipment even before it crossed the first border.

They set off.
Four vehicles, two hearts, and an endless road ahead.
The smell of betrayal has a specific olfactory profile. In that cold shed it blended with mold, freezing air, and the bittersweet stench of disposal. They stood over piles of items meant to warm others, now carrying only revulsion. Part of the cargo had to be burned, buried—not because the things themselves were bad, but because Vira had managed to poison their soul.

But they cleaned what remained.
They defended the right to help.
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