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Book One: Hybrid War Without Tanks

A Work of Literary Non-Fiction
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All events, characters, and dialogues are presented within the framework of the author's interpretation, generalization, and artistic reflection of real-world processes. Any resemblance to real persons, events, or circumstances is purely coincidental — or reflects general social pathologies.
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Inside this book, you will find:
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	The Anatomy of Betrayal — an investigation into how the very fabric of human connections unravels under the pressure of ideological manuals, fear, and human envy.

	The Hybrid Front in Europe — a space where war is waged not with steel, but through manipulation, devaluation, and the systematic breaking of human lives.


This is not merely a novel. This is a chronicle of moral crimes. It is a mirror placed in a hall where those who considered themselves untouchable were accustomed to celebrating in silence.
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From the Author: On the Right to Vision and Your Diagnosis
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"I am the author. This is my vision, and I have an absolute right to it. This book is a space of my visions, my hallucinations, and my illusions. I write only what appeared to me in the shadows of observing this world.  If you suddenly decide that these artistic visions are too similar to your own biography — congratulations: that is your personal diagnosis, not my investigation. Furthermore: if you believe that my imagination is grounds for a legal battle... Welcome. But remember: a lawsuit against 'artistic fiction' will become the world's first official confirmation that you recognized yourself in the image of a criminal, a traitor, or a manipulator. I await you in the courtroom to explore together where my fantasy ends and your truth begins. Try to prove that my dreams belong to you."
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Warning
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This book will be heavy. It is not about the war you see in the news, where front lines are marked in red on smartphone screens.
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This is a war without explosions, but with long-term destruction.
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	It bears no scent of gunpowder, but it carries the persistent stench of destroyed trust.

	It leaves no craters in the earth, but it leaves a void in a decomposed conscience.


Described here are actions and processes that rarely become the subject of court rulings, yet for which people pay with their lives, their futures, and their faith in humanity.
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I do not write this for revenge. I write this so that impunity ceases to be comfortable.

Glass Dawn
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That morning was never meant to be special. It was supposed to be just another ordinary February dawn in a foreign land — cold, grey, and safe. But safety was merely an illusion, a thin glass screen that shattered into a thousand shards at the sound of a single word.

Stefania remembers every sonic nuance of that day. The man from whom she rented a room — a man whose face had long since lost its human features beneath an alcoholic fog — had returned from his night shift. He reeked not just of exhaustion, but of that familiar, cloying, bitter stench of stale booze that always made me shudder with disgust. We had fought bitterly the night before. His alcoholism had become a wall against which I battered my nerves, desperate to find even a drop of sanity in a creature I could no longer rely on.

He entered the room, breathing heavily. A strange glint flickered in his eyes — a mixture of primal fear and some twisted sense of triumph.

"— The war has started," he spat out, the words cracking like a whip. "There is war in Ukraine."

Her first reaction was not fear. It was fury. I looked at him and felt a cocktail of contempt and disbelief boiling inside me. "He’s just playing a cruel joke," flashed through my mind. "He wants revenge for yesterday’s quarrel. He knows exactly where to strike to hurt the most, and he has conjured this surreal horror just to witness my despair."

"— Enough," Stefania wanted to scream. "Your joke is too filthy, even for you."

But the air in the room suddenly grew too thick. She saw his hands trembling and realized: even he could not act this well. This was no joke. It was the end of the world as I knew it, and the beginning of another — a world where corruption, secret services, and religious masks would soon weave themselves into a tight noose around my fate.

He stood in silence. No arguing. No smiling. It was haunting. His silence was heavier than any scream. Stefania looked up — and for the first time, she saw something other than a drunken fog in his eyes. Fear. Confusion. Emptiness.

The woman picked up her phone. Without a shred of hope. Simply to prove to herself that he was lying.

The news loaded slowly. Excruciatingly slowly.

And then — the headlines. Dates. Times. Words that defied all logic: shelling, missiles, invasion.

At that moment, something inside her broke — but silently. No tears. No hysterics. It was as if her body had shut down all unnecessary reactions, leaving only one: survive and comprehend.

Stefania sat on the bed in a foreign room, in a foreign country, phone in hand, and suddenly realized: the war hadn’t started "somewhere out there" — it had started in her home, even if her home was not nearby. The war had started inside her.

Stefania thought of her son and his family. Of the streets she knew by heart. Of the windows where light always shone. Of how, at this very minute, someone was waking up not to an alarm clock, but to an explosion. And she was not there. She was abroad. Powerless to embrace. Powerless to protect.

The man left the room in silence. Stefania remained alone with a new reality that no longer asked if she was ready or not.

That is how the war began.

Not with a siren.

Not with a gunshot.

But with the moment you realize: your previous life no longer exists.

...Stefania began frantically dialing her son's number on Viber. Her fingers wouldn't obey; the screen swam before her eyes.

He answered in a sleepy voice:

"Hello..."

In that second, a cry tore out of the mother — not a voice, but an instinct.

"Son, the war has started?! Please, fill up our little old Geely so you can get out!"

Silence on the line. And then, a steady, detached voice:

"Mom, I’m busy. I’m at work
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