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By Marius Anton

Note on Names and Identities

Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect privacy.

Events reflect the author’s perspective and lived experience.

For clarity, the main actors are referred to as:

Elena (wife)

Patricia (wife’s assistant)

Alex (stepson)

Andrew (son)

Officer P. (probation officer)

Officer G. (probation officer)

Manager O. (probation manager)

Judge Whitfield (trial judge)

Judge Harrington (recorder)

Lord Justice Wycliffe (appeal judge)

Officer M. (police officer)

Officer B. (police officer)

Officer Y. (Cafcass officer)

Ms. D. (social worker)
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Dedication

For Andrew, my son —

may you one day know the truth they tried to erase,

and may you carry it as your strength, not your burden.

For every silenced survivor, every erased father,

every forgotten voice —

this book is also yours.

And for my mother and father —

who taught me resilience and endurance,

the roots that no storm could uproot.

TRUTH RECLAIMED: MANIFESTO

This book begins with a truth they tried to bury.

It is not the ordinary person who is the danger.

The real danger is the institution that drains humanity out of them

and turns them into a cog without conscience.

Where there should be judgment, there is only “procedure.”

Where there should be courage, there is only “I followed orders.”

And so, lives are destroyed — not by monsters —

but by ordinary people consumed by a cold mechanism.

They smile. They sign. They stamp.

And with one careless click, they erase a father.

They silence the innocent.

They cage the human being.

But the truth remains:

Responsibility does not vanish with a uniform or a desk.

Institutions may create silence,

but they cannot erase the consequences.

This book exists to break that silence.

To speak what the system buried.

To remind the world that beyond the system,

there are real victims, broken lives,

and a truth that cannot be destroyed.

This is not a memoir.

This is a resistance.

This is Truth Reclaimed.
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They Tried to Break Me

A Survivor’s Blueprint for Justice, Sanity, and Rebuilding After False Allegations
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​Ch. 1: Dreams and Drive
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“They turn people into cogs. But once, I was still whole.”

Between the ages of four and six, I was placed in a long-program nursery in Romania. It was supposed to be safe, a place where children stayed until their parents finished work. But for me, it became the first battlefield of my life.

The staff ran it like a prison. If they said sleep, we had to sleep. If we moved, we were punished. I remember being bitten, struck with toys, hit with objects not meant for discipline but for humiliation. I remember holding in the need to use the toilet until it was unbearable, because asking meant punishment. When the inevitable happened, they dragged me to a shower, turned on the hose, and scrubbed me raw with a brush — not to clean me, but to shame me.

The smells are still with me: stale food, damp concrete, disinfectant. The sounds too: children crying quietly, adults barking orders. It was not a nursery. It was a machine designed to break us.

One day, a staff member hit me on the head with a large plastic toy. It broke the skin. Blood ran, but something else cracked open in me too. A voice inside whispered: run. And I did. I ran out of the building, down the street, all the way home. I waited for my mother on the doorstep, small and shaking, but proud. I had defied them. I had escaped.

That day taught me something I would only understand years later: the system does not always protect. Sometimes it destroys. Sometimes the only choice left is to resist. It was my first confrontation with the machine. And even as a child, I learned: they could not break me.

Because even then, before I had words for it, the battle was already clear:

The System vs. The Human Spirit.
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​Ch. 2: The Man I Became
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“I thought I was building a future untouched by shadows, but the machine was already watching — and the spirit I carried would soon be tested.”

Adulthood, for me, wasn’t about drifting into life — it was about building. If I had survived the system’s attempt to break me as a child, then I was determined to create my own world as a man.

1990 — Phantom

At barely 18, I founded Phantom, a small game studio with friends. We sat in cramped rooms with ZX Spectrum PCs, writing code in Basic, dreaming that our pixels could tell stories bigger than ourselves. No money, no roadmap — just raw energy. When I watched our first game compile, lines of code flickering into something playable, I felt the spark that would never leave me: I can build something from nothing.

1994 — Vitrina

By 1994, I wanted to push beyond the screen. I launched Vitrina, the first colour advertising magazine in my city. It wasn’t just print — it was revolution. People flipped through it wide-eyed, unused to such vivid colour on glossy pages. I remember the smell of fresh ink, the weight of the paper stacks, the pride in seeing something that had never existed in my city until I created it.

1995 — Timisi

Not long after, I opened TIMISI, a computer shop. The hum of new hardware filled the air: monitors glowing, processors whirring, the future in boxes waiting to be unwrapped. Customers came in with curiosity, left with possibility. I wasn’t just selling machines; I was selling a way forward, a chance to join the digital age.

2009 — Supersfat

Years later, in 2009, I co-founded Supersfat, the first IT remote support service in my city. “Ai nevoie de un sfat, apelează la Supersfat.” That was our slogan — simple, direct, human. We solved problems across wires, connecting to businesses from afar, long before remote support became common. I remember the buzz of the first call, fixing a problem without stepping foot in the client’s office. It felt like magic — and like proof that my instinct to stay ahead of the curve was always right.

Through all of this, I wasn’t just learning business. I was shaping an identity. Every project was more than profit — it was defiance, a refusal to wait for permission, a belief that the human spirit could create, innovate, and elevate life.

But my greatest creation wasn’t measured in revenue or technology — it was measured in heartbeats. I became a father. Holding my son for the first time was unlike holding a magazine hot off the press or a balance sheet full of numbers. His small hand in mine was fragile and eternal at the same time. In that moment, all my ventures, all my ideas, all my ambitions crystallized into a single truth: everything I built had to serve him.

Marriage and fatherhood grounded me. I believed I had built unshakable foundations: a partner at my side, a son in my arms, a future I could control with my own hands. I thought love and family were eternal shields, the safe harbour for all my storms.

But looking back, I see how naïve I was. I thought that if I kept building, kept pushing, kept creating, the system would leave me alone. I thought innovation and determination were protection. They weren’t. The machine doesn’t need to move quickly — it only waits for a crack. And when it finds one, it enters.

I thought I was building a future untouched by shadows, but the machine was already watching — and the spirit I carried would soon be tested.
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​Ch. 3: Building Empires, Raising Sons
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“Every company I built, every sacrifice I made, was proof of what the human spirit can create. But I did not yet know how easily the system could destroy it.”

The ventures of my youth taught me one truth: creation was my language. By the time others were still figuring out their paths, I had already built studios, magazines, and shops. But ambition doesn’t sleep — it expands.

When I founded Yuuto Nutrition, I was no longer the boy with a ZX Spectrum, or the young man smelling ink on magazine stacks. I was building something bigger — a brand born from science and culture, drawing on Japanese nutrition principles and aiming to compete on a global stage. I can still remember holding the first bottle with Yuuto’s logo, its clean lines and bold design. It wasn’t just a product. It was a statement: I belong in this arena too.

And then came Smartunit — my vision of an empire that could outlast me. A consulting group that wasn’t just about technology, but about transformation. Smartunit was never just business. It was belief. A name, a promise, a structure I wanted to stand for decades.

But my greatest creation wasn’t measured in revenue or technology — it was measured in heartbeats. I became a father.

One of the most unexpected blessings came the day I met my stepson, Alex. He was just four years old. I still remember the smallness of his hand as he reached for mine. He looked up at me with wide eyes, full of innocence, and asked, “Do you want to be my friend?”

It was not the question of a child — it was a pact. In that moment, I wasn’t just an entrepreneur, or a man chasing ambition. I was being invited into something deeper: the trust of a boy who wanted a father.

I said yes, of course. But what I really meant was: I will protect you. I will guide you. I will be here. From that day on, the bond was sealed. It wasn’t written in law or blood, but in something stronger: choice.

Years later, when I held my son Andrew for the first time, the feeling returned — fragile and eternal all at once. His small hand in mine wasn’t just family. It was a promise that everything I built had to serve him, had to outlast me.

Those boys were my true empire. Yuuto, Smartunit, every sleepless night of work — they weren’t monuments to ambition, but gifts I hoped to leave behind for them.

And yet, even in the glow of success and family, there were cracks.

There were moments when trust felt thinner than it should have been. Times when a supportive smile masked a different intention. Moments when loyalty seemed conditional, dependent on convenience, not love. I ignored them, convinced that family bonds were unbreakable, that marriage could absorb the strain of ambition, that those I loved would always stand with me.

But shadows lingered. Whispers of jealousy. Manipulations disguised as concern. Arguments that ended not in resolution but in silence. I thought these were just the normal storms of family life. I thought time and success would smooth them away.

What I didn’t see was how quickly silence can turn into betrayal. And how betrayal, once weaponized by the system, could become a force more destructive than any outside enemy.

I thought I had built something unshakable — an empire of business, bound by love, protected by family. But empires don’t fall from weakness. They fall when the ground beneath them is already shifting.

Every company I built, every sacrifice I made, was proof of what the human spirit can create. But I did not yet know how easily the system could destroy it.
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​Ch. 4: The Quiet Cracks
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“Looking back, those small cracks were not personal failings; they were the first whispers of a system that feeds on silence, waiting for its chance to consume.”

The cracks were not only mine. They were there long before I entered her life.

When I met Elena in 2009, she was already in a war of her own. She was locked in conflict with her ex-husband, accusing him of having an affair and of domestic violence. She was fighting to take his son away from him, but the Romanian court refused her request.

At the time, I told myself I was stepping in as a protector, a builder, someone who could bring stability to a broken situation. I thought love could heal the anger, that family could replace the war. What I didn’t see was that I was walking into a cycle that had already been turning long before me.

What I mistook for wounds needing care were, in truth, patterns — patterns of jealousy, of accusation, of destruction. I thought I could break the cycle. Instead, I was being drawn into it.

The cracks didn’t appear suddenly in my life. They were there all along, fine lines across the glass. At the time, I told myself they were small storms, normal conflicts, things that would pass. But in truth, they were warnings — and I chose not to see them.

One night, I was in East London visiting a friend. We had been talking, and time slipped away. By the time I looked at my watch, it was after midnight. The underground was closed, the last trains gone. I called home to explain that I’d have to wait until morning.

Her response was not patience, not understanding, but a threat: “If you don’t come immediately, I will crash the car into a wall.” Then she hung up. For the rest of the night, she didn’t answer.

I sat there frozen, trapped. I couldn’t go back — there was no way home. I couldn’t call — she would not answer. And I couldn’t sleep — the weight of her words pressed down like a vice. That night, I understood how silence itself could be turned into a weapon.
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