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Book Three: Hybrid War Without Tanks
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This book is a literary-documentary work.
All events, characters, and dialogues are presented within the framework of the author’s interpretation and psychological analysis of real social processes. Any resemblance to specific individuals is not a direct assertion but reflects typical mechanisms of influence and behavioral patterns.
The third book in the series focuses on how hybrid war operates at the level of an individual.
Not through open confrontation,
but through the environment.
Not through violence,
but through rules, silence, procedures, and roles.
At the center is the psychology of exclusion and control through uncertainty:
how the space around a person gradually changes —
opportunities are limited, roles disappear, subjectivity is erased,
while formally everything appears “proper” and “legal.”
The book shows how hybrid pressure works in everyday life:

	through administrative decisions, work visas, and vague requirements;

	through constant postponement, silent refusals, and the absence of explanations;

	through the devaluation of initiative and proactivity;

	through the creation of a state in which a person begins to doubt not the system, but themselves.


Special attention is given to the psychology of those who participate in these processes:

	fear of losing personal stability and, as a result, readiness to comply;

	shifting responsibility onto “rules” and “orders”;

	conformism as a strategy of self-preservation;

	aggressive devaluation of others as a defense against one’s own guilt;

	the habit of seeing not a human being, but only a function or a problem.


The book analyzes:

	the mechanism of systemic depersonalization;

	the inner conflict between resistance and self-preservation;

	psychosomatic responses to prolonged stress — exhaustion, bodily tension, emotional numbing;

	everyday life as a psychological anchor — how simple routines help maintain mental integrity.


This is not a book about heroes and villains.
It is a book about people within a system —
about how some adapt through silence,
while others are forced to adapt through inner transformation.
From the Author

“I was interested not only in what happens to a person under pressure,
but also in what happens to those who apply or support that pressure.
Hybrid war is not only about the victim.
It is about the environment that allows it to happen.”
This book will resonate with those who:

	have experienced invisible yet prolonged psychological pressure;

	have encountered systems where there is no open enemy;

	want to understand how inner integrity is broken — or preserved.


This is not an accusation and not an instruction.
It is a psychological study of hybrid reality,
where war is waged not with tanks,
but through influence on self-perception, choice, and personal boundaries.
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The Cheap Paint of "Respected" People
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Sixty minutes. This wasn't just time—it was a sliver of freedom, wedged between the roar of trains and the chill of the station platform. Two floors. The heavy vacuum in her hand felt like an anchor, the only thing tethering Stefania to reality. The rumble of wheels in the background, the sharp tang of bleach and iron. Everything was routine, until the air grew thick, viscous as syrup.

Stefania changed quickly. Rhythmic movements were her armor. Bucket, water, rag. She went to the restroom to draw water, but instead, she stepped into someone else's madness.

The first blow was visual. The white tiles were no longer white. They were screaming. Red—thick, tacky, aggressive—was oozing down the walls like a ruptured vein of the building itself. The world tilted. A chemical stench of paint stung her nose, but her brain had already betrayed her body, conjuring the sickly-sweet copper taste of blood on her tongue. Her head spun. The restroom walls began to close in, like jaws about to snap shut.

This wasn’t just paint. It was a message written in the language of butchers: "We know where you are. We know when you’ll come. We own your fear."

The second blow was human. Stefania stumbled into the hallway, gasping for air, and collided with him. A man. He wasn't part of this war with the "respected people." He was just a random witness who had opened the wrong door.

He stood there, back pressed against the wall, fingers clawing into the cold concrete. Pale—as white as the tiles had been before the vandalism. Large, heavy beads of sweat rolled down his forehead. His hand was clamped convulsively over his chest, right over his heart.

"Are you alright?" Stefania’s voice sounded foreign to her, muffled, as if she were underwater.

He remained silent. His eyes were glazed with terror. In that second, Stefania realized: he didn't see paint. He saw a slaughterhouse. He saw death that had supposedly just occurred here. His heart was tripping over its own rhythm, thudding painfully against his ribs, and she felt that vibration through her own skin. It was the physical manifestation of terror.

The "respected people" wanted to break Stefania, but they nearly killed him instead. And therein lies their true essence. They strike blindly, indifferent to who they hit, as long as the blow lands.
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The third blow was the realization.
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Stefania stood in the middle of the station, her head spinning—not from exhaustion, but from the sudden instability of the world. Every step on this floor now felt like walking on thin ice. They had turned her job into a minefield. Every hour on Saturday, every hour on Sunday—it wasn't cleaning anymore. It was waiting for the next "performance."

Stefania looked at her hands. They were shaking, but she gripped the bucket handle tighter. A bitter irony: those who consider themselves the elite had sunk to the level of adolescent vandals with spray cans. Only their paint smelled of murder.

The station continued to hum. Trains departed. And Stefania stood by the red stain, feeling reality splinter. This was only the beginning of the exposure, yet the "honor" of these respected people already looked like that splattered toilet—filthy, cheap, and tainted with the aftertaste of someone else's death.
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Blood Smelling of Bleach
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Time has weight. At 13:55, the world around the railway station still seemed normal. The surveillance cameras—grainy, cold, indifferent—captured two teenagers. They enter the restroom easily, almost casually. In their hands, they carry not graffiti cans, but tools of psychological terror. They are the cheap labor of the "respected people." Those whose names never appear in reports, but whose hands are used to paint hell.

They left, leaving behind a crimson chaos. And then, the real performance began.

The Direction of Depravity. Right on their heels, as if following a script, a local drug addict enters. A convenient victim. The perfect scapegoat. The organizers had prepared a "gift" for him: the leading role of a suspect in a non-existent murder. Who would believe a man whose pupils are dilated and whose life is falling to pieces? The scheme is brilliant in its vileness: if questions arise, everything will be dismissed as the delusions of a madman.

Stefania watches the footage, and her head spins. Not from the imagery, but from how meticulously they calculated every step. This wasn't an accident. This was a surgical intervention into her reality.

The Witness and the Victim. A Finnish woman in the cafeteria—she saw those teenagers. She confirms: yes, they were loitering. Her words are a dry fact that shatters the illusion of coincidence. But the true horror unfolded later.

An ordinary man, a Finn, just wanted to wash his hands. He knew nothing of the "respected people," of her revelations, or the dirty games played behind the city’s curtains. He walked in and saw what Stefania saw. But his heart was not prepared for such a dose of fake death.

When Stefania saw him—pale, forehead slick with sweat, hand convulsively gripping his chest—she felt a wave of physical nausea. A man nearly died of a heart attack simply because he became an accidental witness to someone’s attempt to intimidate her.

His fear was real. His sweat was real. Unlike that cursed paint.
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The Psychologist’s Analysis
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They are employing a "domino effect." Teenagers spill the paint -> a drug addict becomes the smokescreen -> an ordinary passerby nearly dies of terror -> Stefania is expected to break. This is the rationalization of violence: to them, the life of that Finn or the fate of that addict is nothing. Merely noise. Mere scenery, designed to make Stefania realize: they are everywhere. They control even the minutes she spends cleaning. They have turned her sixty minutes of work into a walk on a razor's edge.

Stefania stands in the center of this crimson stain. Her head spins; the station sounds grow distant, muffled as if through layers of cotton wool. A bitter irony: the "respected people" are so terrified of the truth that they hire children to mimic death.

Stefania reaches for her rag. The water in the bucket is still clean. For now. They left her a "message." But they forgot one thing: Stefania knows the difference between paint and blood. And she knows that the real blood is currently running cold in their veins—out of fear that their masks are finally about to fall.
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