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Dedication-

This book is dedicated to the countless souls trapped in the long history of American subjugation—those who came in hope, and those brought in chains.

It honors the descendants of Africans enslaved, the Native peoples dispossessed of their lands, and the immigrant communities—Irish, Chinese, Italian, and others—who endured discrimination, exploitation, and hardship in America’s making.

Above all, it honors the survivors: those who bore not only suffering, but also separation, loneliness, erasure, and the denial of dignity, equality, and belonging.

This tribute is not for the masters.

It is for those who endured, and for the justice they were denied on earth but still call upon heaven to answer.
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Prologue
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Throughout human history, democracy has been upheld as a beacon of hope, rooted in the ideals of freedom, equality, and justice. Yet as we enter a new year marked by deepening division, that beacon appears to flicker. This book is both a tribute to democracy and a warning: after more than two centuries of practice, the system now strains under the weight of apathy, self-interest, and entrenched injustice. By confronting these pressures directly, we can better understand the forces threatening democratic governance and renew our commitment to the principles it was meant to protect.

To grasp the seriousness of the present moment, we must first examine democracy’s historical foundations. Modern democracy emerged from the intellectual upheavals of the Enlightenment, when philosophers and revolutionaries advanced the radical idea that legitimate power should rest with the people rather than kings, empires, or inherited privilege.

Several milestones shaped that evolution:

The Magna Carta (1215): A foundational charter that limited the power of the monarchy and helped lay the groundwork for constitutional rule.

The American Revolution (1776): A defining struggle that elevated the language of liberty, representation, and individual rights.

The French Revolution (1789): A transformative uprising that proclaimed equality, citizenship, and fraternity as political ideals.

Global suffrage movements (19th–20th centuries): Long campaigns to expand the franchise and assert that political participation should not be restricted by gender, class, or property.

Together, these moments reflect humanity’s ongoing struggle to build a more inclusive and equitable society. Yet in modern political discourse, the meaning of those struggles is often blurred, reduced, or forgotten. 

What was once a hard-won promise of collective responsibility is now too often treated as spectacle, slogan, or entitlement.
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The Game of Fallacies is a story of faith undone, of hope surrendered in increments, and of the long, bruising journey toward self-knowledge.

At its center stands Centurion Marcus Valerius, a man divided against himself—driven by hunger, shadowed by duty, and bound to the dying wishes of his father: serve your nation, secure your name, and rise into the world clothed in honor, rank, and wealth. What begins as ambition hardens into pursuit. What begins as service bends slowly toward complicity. And with the aid of men whose loyalties are as uncertain as their morals, Marcus moves toward a destiny stained by history: a deception so vast it would outlive empires, a seizure not merely of power, but of belief itself. A religion, once born in spirit and sacrifice, is taken captive and remade in the image of men.

Across the ages, human beings have wrestled in silence with the things they claim to believe. Beneath doctrine, beneath ritual, beneath the inherited language of certainty, there is often a wound of doubt. It belongs not to the faithless alone, but to anyone who has ever searched the dark for meaning and found only the echo of their own questions. To examine one’s convictions is no small act. It is a kind of undoing. It strips away comfort. It unsettles the stories by which we have learned to live.

And always, somewhere in the private chambers of the mind, one question waits with terrible patience: What if the thing I have trusted most is founded on a lie?

It is the sort of thought that arrives uninvited in the stillness of night. It does not shout. It lingers. It presses. It stains peace with suspicion. Most people turn from it before it can fully take shape, before it can drag into the light the structures that hold their world together. For if one sacred truth begins to crack, what else might collapse with it?

This story walks willingly into that darkness. It dares to imagine that faith, in its passage through the hands of empire, ambition, and fear, may have been altered beyond recognition. That what was once tender, radical, and holy may have been seized, disciplined, and made useful. That the language of salvation may have been taught to kneel before conquest. That beneath the gold, the incense, and the sanctified performance of righteousness, something older and more violent was at work—reshaping belief into an instrument of rule.

From such corruption flow the familiar agonies of human history: racism draped in moral certainty, violence justified as divine will, slavery baptized as order, abuse hidden behind sacred authority, betrayal disguised as obedience. These are not aberrations standing apart from the story. They are among its darkest inheritances. They are the evidence of what happens when the soul of a thing is hollowed out and its body left standing.

Yet this is not merely an indictment of religion. It is a meditation on all corrupted systems of belief. Every ideology begins with a promise. Every institution claims a moral center. And yet, over time, even the purest vision can be consumed by power, deformed by fear, and guarded by those who profit from silence. What people call truth is often only the version that survived.

At its heart, The Game of Fallacies is a reimagined Christian horror story—one told not through spectacle alone, but through erosion: of certainty, of innocence, of the comforting boundaries between devotion and domination. It is a story meant to disturb. To grieve. To question. To follow the trembling line between reverence and manipulation until it disappears entirely.

So enter carefully.

What awaits is not simply a tale, but a reckoning.

Welcome to The Game of Fallacies.
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Chapter One: The Power of Commitment
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Centurion Marcus Valerius rose before dawn in the Roman province of Judea at the beginning of the twenty-third year of the Common Era. Morning had not yet fully broken, but the camp was already waking around him—iron striking iron, wagon wheels grinding over stone, low voices carrying through the chill air like fragments of some unfinished prayer.

He stood at the entrance of his tent, watching the eastern hills pale beneath the first touch of light. Judea always seemed suspended between revelation and unrest. Even in stillness, the land felt watchful.

By every outward measure, Marcus had become the man his father had wanted him to be. He had climbed the ranks through discipline, endurance, and blood. He wore the armor of a Roman centurion now, carried authority in his voice, and commanded the respect of men who had seen him tested in dust and violence alike. Yet none of it had quieted the hunger in him.

He had made a promise long ago, when he was still young enough to mistake a dying man’s wish for destiny.

“Honor our name, my son.”

His father, a skilled but unremarkable craftsman, had spoken those words with the desperation of a man who knew his life would leave no mark upon the Empire. Marcus had received them like an inheritance heavier than gold. He would rise, he had sworn. He would pull the name Valerius out of obscurity and fasten it to history itself. Honor. Status. Wealth. He had spent fifteen years pursuing those things beneath the eagle of Rome.

And yet wealth, the one measure that seemed to prove all others, remained beyond his grasp.

Across the camp, a cluster of soldiers sat around a small fire, sharing the last of their bread and laughing with the careless ease of men who expected nothing more from life than the day in front of them. Marcus watched them in silence. Their cloaks were worn, their hands calloused, their futures uncertain. Still, there was something in them he envied—some unguarded contentment untouched by striving.

He looked away.

The day’s assignment was routine enough: a reconnaissance expedition near the rough hills of Samaria, where resentment toward Roman rule lived close to the surface and violence could flare without warning. Such missions could bring distinction. Distinction could lead to notice. Notice, if favored by the right eyes, could open doors in Rome.

But as he adjusted the straps of his leather armor and called his men to order, a thought troubled him with unusual force: What was advancement worth if it never became abundance? What was honor if it could not purchase freedom from want?

His soldiers gathered around him, alert and ready. In their faces he saw trust, worn but real. Men who had marched beside him, bled beside him, waited now for his command. And for one fleeting moment, something within him shifted. He wondered whether he had mistaken the nature of wealth itself. Perhaps riches were not measured only in land, coin, or titles, but in what was forged between men who had endured danger together and had not abandoned one another in it.

The thought unsettled him more than greed ever had.

By dusk, the camp lay behind him.

The sky burned low and copper-red as Marcus stood at the edge of the encampment, staring westward. In his hand was an invitation to return to Rome—a summons that stirred in him the old ache of ambition. Rome was not merely a city. It was appetite given marble form. It was where names were made permanent, where men became more than flesh and entered memory.

He should have felt triumph.

Instead, he felt divided.

His father had imagined a life for him shaped by devotion to Empire, by rank, by wealth, by the hard splendor of Roman power. But somewhere in Judea, far from the architecture of certainty, Marcus had encountered something that did not fit within that inheritance. He had once stood at the edge of a gathering of the Ekklesia and listened as an early disciple of Jesus spoke of surrender, mercy, and a kingdom not built by force. The words had disturbed him not because they were weak, but because they seemed to contain a strength Rome could neither command nor understand.

To give without demanding return.

To lead without domination.

To become greater by desiring less.

Such teachings had no place in the world that had formed him. And yet they lingered.

As he mounted his horse and made for the coast, where a ship awaited him, Marcus swore a private oath. He would return to Rome not merely to pursue the greatness his father had envisioned, but to discover whether greatness itself had been falsely named. If there was some way to join ambition to meaning, power to purpose, he would find it. And if there was not, then he would carve one from the contradictions within him.

The road home was long, and with every mile the weight of expectation pressed harder upon him.

He thought often of his ancestors, of the stories attached to his bloodline, of men remembered as generals, magistrates, and servants of the state. He had been taught to see himself as part of that procession, another name destined for record and stone. Yet lineage, he was beginning to understand, was only another kind of commandment—one the dead imposed upon the living.

Several days into the journey, Marcus came upon a gathering of merchants stopped along the roadside. Their wagons stood in a half-circle beneath the shade of old trees, and among them was an elderly man whose presence drew the eye not by grandeur, but by ease.

He was dressed simply, almost modestly, but carried himself with the quiet assurance of someone who understood the movements of other people’s minds. His name, Marcus would later learn, was Arminius.

Marcus paused at a distance and watched.

Arminius spoke to the merchants with a warmth that seemed effortless. His voice rose and fell with practiced precision, weaving images of profit, rare opportunity, and futures just close enough to feel attainable. He spoke not as a trader, but as an architect of desire. The merchants leaned toward him almost imperceptibly, their suspicion softening into fascination, their caution dissolving beneath the spell of possibility.

By the time the exchange was done, they had rewarded him generously—gold and silver passing into his hands with a kind of grateful enthusiasm that struck Marcus more sharply than any battlefield lesson ever had.

He had spent years learning how to command men through discipline, fear, loyalty, and force. Yet here was another kind of power altogether: the power to lead men into surrender by making them believe they had chosen it freely.

Marcus approached him later that day when the merchants had dispersed.

He found the old man resting in the shade of an ancient olive tree, as though he had nowhere in particular to be and all the time in the world to arrive there. Up close, Arminius looked older than Marcus had first thought, but age had not diminished him. If anything, it had refined him. There was mischief in his expression, but also intelligence sharpened by long use.

Marcus offered a greeting and introduced himself.

Arminius returned the courtesy with a faint smile, as if names were useful but rarely important.

“I watched what you did,” Marcus said. “Those merchants gave freely. Why?”

Arminius chuckled, then studied him for a moment with an intensity that felt almost invasive.

“Because,” he said, “people seldom want truth. They want arrangement. They want a story that gives shape to their hunger.”

Marcus said nothing.

Arminius continued, speaking as if he were describing a craft no different from masonry or war.

“You can move men with facts, on occasion. But you can rule them with longing. Give them fear dressed as wisdom, vanity dressed as destiny, greed dressed as virtue, and they will call their surrender conviction.”

There was a glint in his eye now, something playful and dangerous.

“I have a name for it,” he said. “The game of fallacies.”

Marcus felt the words settle into him.

Not because he fully understood them, but because he recognized, all at once, that he was standing near a threshold. Rome had taught him the usefulness of strength. Judea had shown him the mystery of faith. But this man—this strange, smiling elder beneath an olive tree—was offering him something else entirely: a language for power that lived not in the sword, but in the mind.

As Marcus resumed his journey toward Rome, the road before him seemed altered.

He still desired wealth. He still desired rank. He still intended to rise.

But now another possibility had begun to take shape in him, darker and more seductive than simple ambition: that the greatest fortunes were not seized by force alone, but by mastering the dreams, fears, and errors of others.

And for the first time, Marcus wondered whether persuasion might build an empire far more enduring than war.
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Chapter Two: The Game Unfolds
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Marcus had not expected fortune to arrive by way of death, but Rome had always been a city that turned mourning into opportunity.

Dominus Carassius was dead of typhus, and in the reshuffling that followed, Marcus found himself lifted by the favor of local lawmakers who had taken notice of his discipline, his lineage, and his growing reputation for composure under pressure. Their support carried him into nomination for the Senate with a swiftness that felt almost unreal, as if events had begun moving not by merit alone, but by some hidden current eager to claim him.

He accepted.

To refuse would have been an insult to ambition itself.

What had once seemed distant now stood before him in marble and breath: the threshold of political life, the place where military honor could be translated into social permanence. His father’s voice, which had never fully left him, now sounded less like memory and more like vindication.

Honor our name.

Yet Marcus understood, perhaps for the first time, that honor alone would not be enough. Rome did not belong to the worthy. It belonged to the persuasive. To those who could make appetite sound like order, and self-interest sound like destiny.

So he sent for Arminius.

He brought the old man into his household quietly, giving him a role in matters of finance and strategy under the name of family administration. It was a sensible arrangement on the surface, even respectable. Beneath that surface, Marcus knew exactly what he was
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