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Book Eight: Hybrid War Without Tanks

This book is a work of artistic documentary prose.

All events, characters, and dialogues are presented through the lens of authorial interpretation, synthesis, and the artistic reflection of real-world processes. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or circumstances is either coincidental or a reflection of broader social phenomena.

Inside this book, you will find:

	The Anatomy of Betrayal — how the pressure of ideological manuals, fear, and human envy corrodes even the strongest bonds.

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


This is not just a novel. It is a chronicle of moral crimes. It is a mirror placed in a hall where those who deemed themselves untouchable were once used to celebrating in silence.

From the Author

"I am the author. This is my vision, and I have the unconditional right to it. My book is a space of my visions, my dreams, and my illusions. If you suddenly decide that these illusions look too much like your biography—congratulations: that is your personal diagnosis, not my investigation.

Furthermore: if you believe you can sue my imagination — Welcome. But remember: your lawsuit for '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."

This book will be heavy.

It is not about the war you see in the news, where frontlines are marked in red on screens. It is about a war without explosions — but with long-term destruction.

A war that doesn't smell of gunpowder, but of shattered trust and decomposed conscience.

It describes 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 others.

I do not write this for revenge. I write this so that impunity ceases to be comfortable.
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She Was Not Destroyed.
She Was Used.

PREFACE: THE HYBRID ATTACK AS A PSYCHOLOGICAL PRECEDENT

This chapter should not be perceived as a chronicle of a private conflict or the story of specific individuals. What lies before you is an artistic interpretation of a typical hybrid attack, dissected at the molecular level so that the reader may recognize similar mechanisms in their own life.

We utilize this narrative as a laboratory study of how meanings are annihilated in the modern world. This is a story of how the war raging on the battlefield has its own "invisible front" in our living rooms, workshops, and smartphones.

Literary Context and Conceptual Roots

In world literature, the mechanisms of the "silent murder of the soul" and the "inversion of truth" were best described by George Orwell in his seminal novel, 1984. His concepts of "doublethink" and "newspeak" serve as the direct foundation for understanding the events of this story.

Orwell demonstrated how, by altering the meaning of words (e.g., "War is Peace"), one can compel an individual to betray those closest to them. The author of this book adopts the Orwellian approach to the deconstruction of totalitarian thinking and translates it into the realm of modern hybrid technologies.

Drawing upon the Orwellian tradition, we aim to show that when a traitor labels assistance as "control" and a benefactor as an "exploiter," they are employing that very same "newspeak." Its sole purpose is to erase the boundaries between good and evil.

Why Is This Important for the Reader?

This chapter serves as a mirror. We invite you to look past the figures of "Stefania" or "Kateryna" and instead focus on the mechanics of provocation.

	How is the "weak link" recruited?

	How is years of labor devalued by the single word "disposal"?

	How does a voice recorder in a friend's pocket become a symbol of the collapse of civilization?


The author deliberately chooses the path of artistic deconstruction to provide you with more than just an emotion—to provide an immunity. This is a case study of how a hybrid attack attempts to "multiply by zero" a volunteer movement by striking at the very heart of its leader.

THE HAMMER OF DESTINY, OR HOW TO BUY HAPPINESS 60 KILOMETERS AWAY

August 2023. Stefania was preparing for her trip to Hostomel — a place that had haunted her dreams for two years. Two years of fighting for survival in the "country of dreams," where every step she took was met with her enemies’ attempts to trip her up: fines, fabricated incidents, and the endless "black marks" from Vira. Her finances were torn to shreds, as were her nerves.

But he was already there, by her side — the man. A person who gave her back the right to be just a woman, and not a soldier on an invisible front.

And it all began... with an icy shell and her own helplessness.

Winter. Minus forty. A northern country at "minus forty" is not a country; it is a space-scale freezer. Metal becomes brittle, the air cuts through your lungs, and life depends entirely on your vehicle. Her front-wheel-drive "iron horse" was her only pair of legs. Sites across the city, work, survival — without a car, Stefania would be paralyzed.

And then, one morning, the steering wheel simply... refused to turn. It became stone.

Numbers immediately began flashing in her head: "Steering rack failure? Power steering? How many hundreds, if not thousands of euros will this cost me?" Panic, fueled by two years of systematic bullying, painted the worst-case scenarios. Stefania reached out to Erik Larsen.

— "The mechanic’s visit is paid. 60 kilometers one way," Erik barked drily.

There was no choice. Stefania prepared to pay for yet another catastrophe.

A Knight in a White Van

A fellow Ukrainian also came to the meeting to translate. The mechanic spoke English and was calm. Even in this freezing cold, he radiated a sense of reliability that caused my internal alarm sirens to begin to quiet down.

The mechanic pulled up in a white van and took out his tools in a businesslike manner. Stefania stood nearby, wrapped in a hundred layers of clothing, waiting in horror for the verdict. He walked around the car, sat behind the wheel, tried to turn it... and suddenly smiled.

That smile was strange. There was no malice in it, only a kind irony. He stepped out, walked to his van, and pulled out... an ordinary hammer.

That smile was peculiar. It held no malice—only a flicker of gentle irony. He stepped out, walked to his van, and produced... a common hammer.

Justice at the Price of a Blow

Stefania watched, paralyzed by the absurdity of the moment. The technician, who had traveled sixty kilometers, knelt by the front wheels and began methodically chipping away the ice frozen within the wheel arches. Heavy chunks of ice crashed onto the snow with a hollow thud.

“Done,” he said, wiping his hands. “The ice simply jammed the wheels. The steering will work now.”

This was Stefania’s moment of personal surrender—a white flag raised against her own terminal gravity. She had summoned a professional from the ends of the earth, prepared to pay a small fortune for a service call, only to watch a man strike the ice a few times with a tool.

Standing there, in the heart of the white Finnish wilderness, the realization hit her: this was the most expensive "ice-chipping" of her life. Yet, simultaneously, an incredible relief washed over her. For the first time in an age, a problem hadn’t been solved through blood, sweat, and litigation, but through... a hammer and a smile.

The Analytical Aftertaste: This incident became the blueprint for the rest of my life. Stefania had grown accustomed to viewing every obstacle as a calculated assassination attempt orchestrated by Vira. As it turned out, sometimes all you need is to chip away the ice that has paralyzed your movement. That day, the technician didn't just clear the wheels; he began to crack the icy armor encasing my soul.

THE VIVARIUM OF FORBIDDEN THOUGHTS

He stood there in the freezing cold, while Stefania watched him through the glass, fogged by the heat of her own breath.

His eyes. Vivid, piercing, betraying a powerful, restless intellect. This wasn’t just a technician; this was a man who grasped the essence of things before they even had a chance to break. His build spoke of a quiet, masculine strength that required no performance. He didn’t try to seem like anything—he simply was.

Stefania’s body, which for two years had forgotten the language of attraction, responded instantly. But her mind—that trained Cerberus of her safety—immediately lunged for her throat.

The "Not for Me" Wall

— "Forget it," Stefania commanded herself. "Don’t even think about it. Don’t you dare."

In her world back then, the harsh mathematics of despair reigned supreme: if a man is successful, intelligent, and attractive, he cannot be alone. He must have a home, a woman, shared Sunday breakfasts, and a stability that felt as distant to her as the stars. Stefania forbade herself from even glancing his way; she refused to become yet another destructive force. She had enough ruins in her own life—she had no intention of trespassing into someone else's family or dismantling another's fate.

Her own destiny at that moment mirrored that front-wheel-drive car in -40 degrees: frozen, blocked by ice, with a steering wheel that refused to turn.

The Survival Process: Work — Home — Children

Her schedule was her shield. Stefania crammed every waking minute with work, projects, and children. She "held it together," piecing herself back together like a shattered mosaic. Loneliness was her choice and her sanctuary. It seemed to her that she had to walk this path alone, without leaning on anyone's shoulder, so that no one would ever have the power to trip her up again.

But that hammer... that ridiculous, absurd hammer, with which he had chipped away the ice sixty kilometers from his home, did something unpredictable. It didn’t just unlock the wheels. It proved that sometimes, help can be simple. No hidden agendas. No NLP. No manipulation.

Stefania watched his hands, gripping the tool with confidence, and built a new wall around herself—higher than the snow-covered fences. "He’s married," she whispered to herself like a protective mantra. It was easier to believe in his lack of freedom than in her own right to happiness. Her world was composed of bills, fines, and the lingering shadows of Vira; there was no room in it for a man with such living eyes.

She stood beside him, thanked him, paid the fee, while screaming inside at the irony: she had traveled thousands of kilometers to escape a war, only to continue warring against her own need for warmth. The master drove away in his white van, leaving Stefania in the silence of the frost-bitten morning. The wheel turned easily now. But her life was still pulled tight on the handbrake.

Spring in the land of dreams does not arrive suddenly. It seeps through the cracks in the ice, through the damp air, and through













































	A forgotten bobby pin in the bathroom;

	The ghost of a foreign perfume;

	A stray cup in the kitchen;

	Clothes in the wardrobes that didn't belong to him.















	Where was the bobby pin on the windowsill?

	Where was the second cup by the kettle?

	Why did the air smell of wood and paper, instead of perfume?
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	Mikael — The Financial Foundation. He committed 5,000 euros for the entry fee. For a man who had already liquidated his shares for Ukraine’s sovereignty, this was simply another shot fired at the enemy. He wasn't investing in a pageant; he was investing in their collective agency.

	Stefania — The Creator. She was to sew these gowns. Not merely garments, but armaments of beauty. Every stitch was to be her personal translation of love and agony. Stefania—the seamstress whose hands carried the memory of both the numbing cold of janitorial work and the warmth of her lost home in Hostomel.

	Kateryna — The Face of the Struggle. She would step onto the global stage and declare: "We are beautiful, we are unbreakable, and we exist."









[image: ]











































































































	Call help — "control."

	Call sacrifice — "exploitation."

	Call a just demand for reimbursement — "slavery."









	Who was truly in service? Stefania. She worked for Kateryna for eighteen months for free, investing her own capital.

	Why did Kateryna need this? To transform her financial and moral debt into a "struggle for independence." If she is a "slave," then stealing 5,000 euros (the loan from Mikael) from her "master" is not a crime—it is "liberation."

	The Hybrid Context: This is exactly how propaganda operates. It attacks and claims it is "liberating." Kateryna attacked Stefania to "liberate" herself from the burden of gratitude.
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	The Motive: Stefania’s success is an existential threat. If Stefania won on her own merit, Kateryna is no longer the "Sun Queen."

	The Mechanism: She devalues Stefania’s achievement by positioning herself as the architect of the win. This is classic control: "You are nothing without me." Kateryna fears her own irrelevance, so she "bestows" awards to keep winners on a short leash of gratitude. Her "help" consists of shackles stolen from a jewelry store.



	The Goal: They know that a clean victory is bad for the ratings. They require internal tension—a "debt" that Stefania supposedly owes.

	The Psychology of Manipulation: They exploited Kateryna’s vulnerability (her fear of being forgotten) and tossed her, like a grenade, into Stefania’s space. It is a "divide and conquer" system. They don't want women to unite; they want every victory to be poisoned by doubt.











	Defense Mechanism: She refuses direct confrontation, realizing that the rules of this particular field were not set by her. Her decision to "wait until next time" is not a sign of weakness, but a tactical relocation of the battle to a territory where the adversary possesses no advantage.

	Internal State: This is a moment of initiation. She ceases to be a "participant" and becomes a Player. Her ironic silence is her armor. She allows Kateryna to revel in her perceived power, while simultaneously striking her off the list of people who hold any sway over her. This is the birth of a cold, calculated rage—the kind that will serve as her ultimate fuel.



















	9,000 euros—this wasn't a trip. It was two high-tech prosthetics.

	Eighteen months of labor—this represented dozens of steps for the soldiers who had left their limbs in the black soil of hybrid warfare.
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	Absorption of the Script: Kateryna didn't just betray; she was "absorbed" by the system. The "Grey Cardinal" provided her with a narrative where her theft is "independence" and her cynicism is "strength."

	The Emoji as a Weapon: That final smiley face is a psychological marker of a "broken" empathy circuit. It is a sign that the person has fully transitioned into the role of a "shifter."

	The Power of Blocking: In the digital age, blocking is an act of sovereign hygiene. By cutting off the connection, Stefania reclaimed her territory. She chose to lose the "material" to save the "metaphysical."





	The Mechanism: Vira and her circle offered Kateryna something Stefania could not—the illusion of belonging to the "powerful of this world." They convinced her that Stefania was merely "service staff," exploiting Kateryna for her own PR.

	The Result: Kateryna underwent a transformation from a grateful friend to an "agent of influence." She was reprogrammed to perceive sincerity as manipulation and aid as a debt that had to be liquidated.




	Psychological Meaning: The moment a person activates a recorder against a loved one, they cross a moral threshold. It is a definitive act of betrayal. By doing this, Kateryna burned the bridge back to her former self.

	The Purpose of Provocation: She needed Stefania to snap. In psychology, this is called reactive rage. If Stefania screams, the recording becomes "proof" of her "instability." This allows Kateryna to justify the theft of 9,000 euros to herself and to Vira: "Look, she’s hysterical; it was impossible to reason with her."




	Terminology: "Agreement," "fulfilled portion," "storage cost," "disposal."

	Why It Matters: This is a defense mechanism known as dissociation. It is too painful for Kateryna to feel like a traitor. Therefore, she displaces "friendship" and replaces it with "business." If it is "business," she owes nothing because she "advertised the gowns."

	Cynicism with a Smile: The emoji at the end of the message about disposal is a form of passive aggression. It is an attempt to exert power over Stefania. Kateryna is saying: "You invested your soul, but I will toss it in the trash, and I will feel no consequences."





	Financial Attrition: Depriving the NGO of 9,000 euros intended for prosthetics.

	Psychological Sabotage: Inflicting a deep trauma through the betrayal of a "confidante."

	Discreditation: Using orchestrated recordings to smear the reputation of a public figure.







	The Asset (Kateryna): Successfully compromised. She is now tethered to the system not by loyalty, but by the shared filth of her betrayal. She has no way back.

	The Target (Stefania): Supposedly neutralized. They expected her to plead, to bargain, to descend into a public scandal that would feed their recordings.
















	The Devaluation of the Sacred: That which was sewn to aid the wounded was now declared "refuse for disposal." They laughed at how easily one Ukrainian woman could be manipulated into burning the labor of another.

	The Triumph of "Their" Morality: Vira and her Russian circle viewed Stefania as an "anomaly" because she believed in integrity. By destroying her friendship with Kateryna, they proved to themselves: "Look, dignity does not exist. There is only money, fear, and voice recorders. They are all just like us."

	The Domino Effect: They knew this strike would knock Stefania off course. While she was reeling from the betrayal, she wouldn't be volunteering, she wouldn't be sewing, she wouldn't be obstructing them. It was a temporary neutralization of an enemy through the heart.
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	The Molecule of Manipulation: Vira injects Kateryna with a poisonous thought: "Stefania is using you to elevate herself." This is a mirror projection—the enemy attributes their own sins to the victim.

	The Goal: To destroy trust from within. When you strike from behind, Stefania’s shield becomes useless, for she was holding it to protect Kateryna, not to defend herself from her.




	The Mechanics: Create unbearable conditions (refusal of basic help, devaluation of 1.5 years of labor) to trigger an emotional explosion from Stefania.

	The Goal: To obtain an audio file of Stefania screaming or crying. This serves as "proof of instability," which Vira will use to discredit the status of Mrs. Excellence. It is an attempt to rebrand the victim’s righteous anger as a "diagnosis" of hysteria.




	The Molecule of Inversion: Kateryna transforms her actual debt (money for prosthetics) into a fictional debt owed by Stefania (an invoice for gown storage).

	The Goal: To devalue the volunteer mission. If the funds are not returned, there are no prosthetics. If there are no prosthetics, the mission is "failed." The enemy celebrates not the stolen paper, but the halted steps of our warriors.




	The Mechanics: Utilizing terms like "agreement," "fulfilled portion," and "refuse/waste" in relation to works of art and human relationships.

	The Goal: To sterilize guilt. It is easier for Kateryna to "dispose of refuse" than to betray a living person. Language helps her avoid smelling the ash of her own soul.




	Revulsion as a Shield: This is a signal from the personality’s immune system that a pathogen has entered the space. If you feel revulsion toward baseness, your moral compass is functioning perfectly.

	The Viral Nature of Evil: Vira, Kateryna, and the "directors" feel no revulsion because they have adapted to the filth. They live in it. For them, infamy is oxygen.

	Knowledge as a Weapon: Stefania emerged from this noose with the most valuable asset—X-ray vision. She now perceives the structure of a hybrid attack before the enemy even opens their mouth. She studied the manual in practice and burned it along with the gowns.
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