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    To the flames that never went out.

To the ones who laughed through blood.

This one's for the broken legends still walking.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Even hell has a punchline. Even Gods know the sting of a joke too deep to forget "

-The Wells of the Spiral flame, 

Codex Fragment  009

      

    


​👑 📖 DOMINION: HELL’S A JOKE (AND IT’S ON YOUR HEELS)

​Then let the world laugh... and let the laughter rot in its throat.



​Prologue: “Laugh Before the Flame Eats You”



BY DOMINION LAW — BOOK III of the Chaotic World Saga Begins Now

––––––––
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SHE DIDN’T LAUGH WHEN the world ended.

Not when the sky blinked sideways.

Not when Sovereigns screamed into the Wells.

Not even when gods stripped naked and begged for forgiveness.

Niaru Shemata just stood there — one foot in ash, one in memory — and smirked like the joke hadn’t landed yet.

Dominion had rebooted. That’s what they called it. But what actually happened?

The code failed.

The flame forgot.

And in the glitch between prophecy and punchline, the wrong bitch survived.

They said she was supposed to die in Book I.

They said she wasn’t main character material.

Too dry. Too armored. Too serious.

Fuck that.

Dominion don’t choose favorites.

It chooses the ones who don’t flinch when the punchline tastes like betrayal.

Reitan's scream still echoed.

The Book of the Unwritten still smoked.

The Unrecorded Child? Gone.

Solace?

Missing in action. No capes. No saviors.

Just Niaru — boots split, armor cracked, and spirit still loading like a bad memory disk.

“Let them laugh,” she whispered. “Laughter makes blood run easier.” The ashes around her didn’t move.

Not until she moved first.

She pulled the flaming thread from her chestplate — a serpent-shaped glyph that once told her future.

Now it just hissed like a bitch that knew she was about to go off.

The world below was funny now.

Funny like bad acid.

Funny like your mama laughing while she burns your birth certificate.

Funny like watching Sovereigns choke on their own slogans.

They built new gods out of memes.

Broadcast Sovereign failures on live glyphstream.

Turned war into a reality show.

“Hell’s a joke,” they said.

“And it’s hot on your heels.”

So Niaru decided:

She’d stop surviving. She’d start staging the murder of the punchline.

She stepped through the mirror gate with nothing but her flame, her sarcasm, and the armor of a woman who’s been underestimated for the last goddamn time.

Her shadow twisted behind her like a stage curtain.

Her smile? Sharp enough to carve laughter out of god’s throat.
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​CHAPTER ONE — “LAUGHTER BLEEDS FROM THE TEETH”
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(Rated: Gut-Stabbed Comedy | Erotic Violence | Spiritual Trauma | Profanity Level: Soulburn)



––––––––
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LOCATION: THE GLYPH Rink — Sector Vyx Hollow, Dominion’s forgotten entertainment district.

––––––––
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THE LAST PLACE ANYONE laughed for real.

Now it’s just haunted by neon giggles and the smell of hot blood drying on broken microphones.

“You ever laugh so hard you pissed your flame out?”

That’s what the announcer said as he cracked his jaw open wider than any human mouth should go — revealing rows of obsidian teeth, each with a punchline carved into it.

He wasn’t a man.

He wasn’t even a being.

He was the Echo of the Final Joke.

They called him The MC — and tonight, he was hosting the first ever Post-Prophecy Roast Battle.

The crowd? Dead. Literally.

Skeletal Sovereigns, spirit ghosts, and two corrupted Pulse Dogs dressed in tuxedos. All watching. All waiting for someone to bleed out laughing.

Enter: Niaru Shemata.

Armored in cracked truth. Dreads tied back like a funeral crown. No jokes on her face. Just that unbothered snarl of a woman who already buried every punchline in her life.

“You signing up?” asked the MC, grin twisting sideways. She didn’t answer.

She just slammed her gauntlet into the signup table, crushing the laughter crystal embedded in its center. The light inside screamed.

“You’re not funny,” said a man with a flame tongue and a cane shaped like a question mark.

She looked him dead in the soul.

“Neither was your mama — but somebody still hit it.”

The crowd erupted. Skulls rattled.

Pulse Dogs howled.

The MC clapped slowly. “Oooh, she came to murder.”

“No,” Niaru said. “I came to erase the genre.”

They put her on the circle stage.

No weapons. No protection.

Just a microphone made of bone and one truth glyph glowing on her tongue.

Her opponent?

A resurrected talk show host turned flame cultist named Jax Smyle — half Sovereign, half pervert preacher.

He wore a crown of past victims’ regrets.

He smelled like punchline juice and failure.

“Let’s talk trauma,” Jax said, strutting. “You walk like your daddy was a mute and your mama had to teach you how to cry.”

Niaru didn’t blink. “You talk like your dick’s still waiting for its own Sovereign trial.”

The lights cracked. A memory shard shattered in the sky.

“Next round,” said the MC. “Give us your best death story — funny edition.”

Niaru stepped forward.

Gripped the mic like it owed her reparations.

“My first death was when I trusted the world to love a serious bitch.”

“Second death was when I laughed at a lie and called it healing.”

“Third death?”

“That’s this moment.”

“Where I choke the joke till it calls me mother and begs for one more punch.”

The air snapped. The crowd convulsed.

Jax Smyle started bleeding from his mouth. “Too real,” he gasped. “Too fucking real.”

Then came the final blow:

She walked up. Whispered into his soul: “You were never funny. Just tolerated.”
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