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​AUTHOR'S NOTE / LEGAL DISCLAIMER

THIS BOOK IS BASED on true events and the author’s personal experiences. To protect the privacy of the author and his family, and to ensure the safety and security of third parties, certain facts and details have been anonymized.

All names, surnames, corporate identities, financial institutions, and specific locations have been intentionally changed or withheld. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to existing businesses, brokers, or entities is entirely coincidental and was not intended by the author.
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To the one who stood by me like a rock in times of luxury and in days of absolute darkness. Alex, without your unwavering love and faith, I wouldn't be in this world today.

And to my children—you are the reason every fall was just a pit stop before the next fight. Everything I create, I create for you.
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​INTRODUCTION:

​The Mask That Became Armor
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This book should never have been written. And certainly not this way.

When you buy guidebooks on trading, investing, or building a business, you are usually greeted by the author’s smiling face from a perfectly airbrushed photo. The guy talks to you about success, financial freedom, and how easy it is to reach the top if you just want it bad enough. He flaunts his last name, brand-name watches, and expensive cars.

You won't find any of that here.

You won't find out my name. You won't see my face. You won't be able to Google the geographical coordinates of the house where I sit today, writing these words. The place from whose windows I look out at a calm sea, while my partner plays in the living room with our three children. This anonymity is not a marketing gimmick. It is not a cheap game designed to spark curiosity. It is the only shield I have left.

In the world of big money, high-frequency algorithms, and ruthless business, there are still people looking for me. People who, out of greed and fear, would prefer this story never saw the light of day.

For years, I wore a mask. First, it was the mask of a ruthless manager who, at the age of twenty, managed multi-million-dollar budgets for investors from Switzerland. Then, the mask of a silent graphic designer at a security firm, who spent his nights in Berlin learning the geometry of the market. Finally—the mask of a Trader, who moved an astronomical sum of 22 million euros across computer screens, while his clients withdrew fortunes for luxury yachts.

I thought this mask was just my game with the world. That I was hiding my fears, exhaustion, and monstrous stress beneath it. It wasn't until everything collapsed that I realized the truth. This mask wasn't a disguise. It had become my armor.

I walked a path that should have killed me. I have been to the absolute top, and I have touched the absolute bottom. I managed millions, only to borrow pennies from my family a moment later to buy food for my newborn child. I lived in a luxury villa where my electricity was cut off because, due to ruthless financial blackmail, I had nothing left to pay the rent. I looked into the eyes of men from the Arabian mafia, I was threatened with being hauled in a car trunk halfway across Europe, and my body, battered by anxiety, burned with a fever reaching 42 degrees.

But the worst blow came from a direction I never expected. I was brutally, digitally, and psychologically gutted by a man I considered a friend from my university days. By an evil genius who spun a multi-layered theater of illusion around me that lasted for years, impersonating a global broker, only to ultimately rob me, my friends, and my family of our life savings.

When I fell, the world turned its back on me. My closest ones doubted me, and former business partners openly mocked my stories, claiming that such massive manipulations only happen in the movies.

I was reset to absolute zero. Alone, in a dark room, with a crushing debt and a sense of total helplessness.

And it was then, in that darkest moment, that the phoenix rose from the ashes. Instead of breaking, I returned to what is indestructible. To inner silence, deep spirituality, and meditation. I found my Higher Self and fused it with powerful technology. I sat down at my computer and, on the foundation of my bloodiest defeats, I began to write the code for an Artificial Intelligence focused on trading. An algorithm that learns from its mistakes—just like I do.

This book is a raw record of my path of fire. There is no sugarcoating here, no fabricated theories. It is the pure, sometimes vulgar truth about business, human greed, trading, and survival. I wrote it down so that by reading about my scars, you can build your own armor. So you can understand that the financial market and life are living organisms—if you do not harness your emotions, they will destroy you without blinking an eye.

I welcome you to a world where a new empire was born out of ashes and betrayal. Take off your mask. It's time to begin your education.

Masked Trader
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​CHAPTER 1:

​The Swiss Dream and the Bailiff's Stamp
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I was twenty years old, my head was full of code, and I possessed an overconfident, borderline arrogant belief that the world was mine for the taking. The year was 2007. All around, internet businesses were ballooning, and young programmers were becoming kings of the world overnight. I was starting from the deep provinces—a small, sleepy town in Poland where the absolute peak of dreams for most of my peers was a stable nine-to-five job or leaving the country for seasonal manual labor. I wasn't interested in that. I started my first advertising agency in a modest, rented space, but I quickly realized that local orders for flyers and simple websites were shoes far too small for my feet.

Together with my partner at the time, we decided we were going to do something truly massive. Something that would rip us out of the provinces once and for all. We sat at our old desks and began designing a social media network for children. For those times, it was an absolute revolution, but I had one key obsession: security. I knew the internet could be toxic, so I built an architecture packed with unique security features, encryption, and moderation systems that no one else in Europe had at the time. My role was purely technical—I was capable of going without sleep for dozens of hours, staring at green lines of code, drinking liters of garbage coffee, and refining every single script to perfection. My partner—let’s call him Kamil here—was my complete opposite. Dynamic, eloquent, always in a fashionable shirt. He would pull me away from the computer, saying, "You take care of the engine, I’ll handle the marketing, finance, and paperwork." It seemed like the perfect arrangement. A synergy that was bound to bring success.

And it did. At least at the beginning. Our security system was so innovative that it caught the attention of a massive venture capital fund straight out of Switzerland. When the Swiss investors backed our company, I felt like I was touching the clouds. They wired us a gigantic capital for development and global promotion—over 4 million euros.

Overnight, a provincial startup turned into a massive machine. We rented a modern, glass-walled office. We hired about twenty people: developers, graphic designers, network moderators. Every morning, when I walked into the company and heard the monotonous clatter of keyboards from twenty brilliant minds whose salaries were backed by millions in our accounts, I felt like I had won at life. We were proud, young, and damn close to the absolute summit.

Over the following months, working alongside the Swiss, we were preparing for the final step—selling the entire project to a global player. The valuation on the table was breathtaking: 11 million euros. The deal was being finalized at the highest levels, documents were flying back and forth between Poland and Zurich, and we were counting down the weeks until we would officially become millionaires before most of our peers even had a chance to defend their bachelor's degrees. Everything was ready. Success was within arm's reach; all that was left was to sign the papers.

And then came that Tuesday. The day that reset my life to absolute zero.

I remember the distinct, cold, bureaucratic tone when a tax bailiff, flanked by police officers, walked into our office without knocking. Twenty of my employees were buzzing around me, and suddenly, a deathly silence fell over the room. People looked at me with eyes full of confusion and fear. The man in the suit pulled out official warrants and, without blinking an eye, began slapping red, paper enforcement seals onto our computers, monitors, and servers. Onto everything that formed the very heart of our company.

"Mr. Trader, your company has massive, months-long overdue liabilities with social security, income taxes, and revenue office fees. We are seizing all assets of the corporation," I heard.

My brain exploded. What overdue liabilities? What is this man talking about? We have millions of euros from the Swiss sitting in the account! Kamil was supposed to pay everything; he showed me spreadsheets, reports, confirmations.

Frantically, I pulled out my phone and dialed my partner's number. "The subscriber you are calling is temporarily unavailable." I tried a second time, a third, a tenth. Nothing. I logged into the company’s bank account using my security token. The balance that had so recently given us absolute security now showed a terrifying, clean, shining zero.

Kamil hadn't paid a single zloty in taxes or social security contributions for our employees. For months, he had been meticulously siphoning out the capital. He packed over four million euros of the Swiss investor's money into a bag and simply vanished off the face of the earth. He was gone. He left me—a twenty-year-old kid—in a locked-down office, completely alone with twenty shocked employees whom I had to look in the eye and tell that they were left without a penny and without a job. He left me with the bankruptcy of an 11-million-euro project which, instead of granting me freedom, turned into a noose around my neck.

The Swiss were furious. Their international lawyers didn't want to hear explanations about a friend’s betrayal—they demanded the immediate return of their lost millions, and the only person on-site they could legally hold accountable was me. Kamil had dissolved into thin air so effectively that even a private detective, whom I hired with the last pennies borrowed from my family, helplessly threw his hands up after two weeks. There was no trace of him.

The psychological pressure that crashed down on me over the next several dozen hours was indescribable. On one side, the furious Swiss and their army of lawyers; on the other, bailiffs, creditors, tax offices, and phone calls from people demanding money I had never even seen. My twenty-year-old body could not withstand that hell.

I only remember a horrific, tearing pain in my chest that suddenly cut
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