
The Never Ending: 

Zero Wins

Copyright © 2026 Isaiah J. Jackson

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

First Edition

The Never Ending Cycle™ Series

THE NEVER ENDING:

ZERO WINS

Published By Isaiah Jackson

A story about the refusal to stay down.

Table of Contents

Fracture Log: Crucible Concentra Box

Crucible Underbelly.

The Untitled Champ

Flashback – Kura

Present

Fracture Born

First Pit

Zero Impact: Static Overload

Withdrawals

RENDER MONITOR: CRUCIBLE UNDERBELLY

Kura’s fight

Render Rip: Bored Impact

The Count Down

Kirov’s Countdown

Packing the Remains

The Data-Slate Memory

Board Update

Scatter

Low Flame

Rumor Spiral

Fight Night

Flashback - Dome

Back to Pit: Shark Form

Shatter Form

Announcement

Flashback – Riven

Metrics Hold

Back Matter

Characters

Key Locations

Forms / Techniques / Abilities

Key Quotes

World Elements / Terms

Cards

1. Iron Dome Card

2. Kirov Dove Card

3. Riven Shatter Card

4. Kura Eclipsar Card

5. Anvil Radiance Pit Card

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fracture Log: Crucible Concentra Box
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(Preserved record from the Aurenvale Crucible Underbelly – The Anvil Radiance Pit. Voice identified as “Iron Dome” – persistent Tier 1 fighter, zero wins, refuses deletion. Aurenvale Fracture, Book 2 era.)

Here I am. Lying in this stupid-ass Crucible Concentra Box again. How many times this week? Fight after fight. Uphill every single one. Each round breaks something new, rib, jaw, that stubborn part of me that still thinks tomorrow’s different, but the second I stop swinging, I die. I’m a shark out of water. Stop moving, stop surviving. Game over.

Chamber door hisses open. Render Warden Thorne walks in, deadpan as always. Suture Tech Lira right behind him, already grabbing fresh pressure-wraps, regen-gauze, and that lag-stabilizer vial that tastes like burnt copper.

“You’re back here again?” Thorne says, scanning the chart. “Not surprised.”

Lira drops the wraps and regen-gauze beside me and presses a cold vial to my temple to check temp. The sting makes my eye twitch. “Keep pushing like this and your body stays broken, fighter. We can only re-thread the Render so many times before it starts rejecting the repairs,” she says as she peels back a strip of regen-gauze. I catch my ribcage in the Concentra glass, scar tissue glowing faint, threads pulsing out of sync. For a second the stitches don’t look like they’re holding me together. They look like they’re trying to push me out.

I look Lira dead in the eyes.

Cold. No smile. “The moment I stop fighting, I die. Simple. I’m a shark out of water.”

Thorne smirks, the bastard actually smirks. “Why the long face?”

Lira side-eyes him like she’s half disturbed. She hands him the vial anyway.

The lag-stabilizer hits my tongue, burnt copper, thick and wrong. I gag it down, stare at the soft gold glitch in the ceiling tiles.

The taste drags me back under.
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Crucible Underbelly.
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Crucible Underbelly. The Anvil Radiance Pit. Fighters’ paradise, hell’s entrance, whatever name you want to slap on it. Crowd roaring so loud the Static vibrates the air like a live wire about to snap. Crucible banners hang torn and flickering overhead, gold threads sparking every time somebody slams the stone hard enough to crack it. No rules except the ones that keep the Render from crashing mid-fight. No-holds-barred. Death on the table if you’re sloppy. People lose their lives here every night, and the crowd still cheers like it’s the greatest show in Aurenvale, losing its mind, bets flying, voices shredded, Static chewing holes in the air.

Two fighters in the Anvil Radiance Pit, beating the living shit out of each other. Even match.

Fighter One: pure peek-a-boo, tight guard, short hooks snapping like Anvil Radiance lightning, shoulders rolling, head slipping just enough that every shot skims past.

Fighter Two: same base, all legs, low kicks cracking like whips, spinning heels whipping up pressure waves that turn the whole pit into a blender of dust and sparks.

Hook. Low kick. They trade. Crowd howling. Static chewing the air.

Fighter One feints high, drops low for the kill, and eats a body kick that folds them in half. Air detonates out of their lungs. They spit blood, still firing.

Fighter Two plants, spins, heel slicing through the guard. Fighter One drops and doesn’t move.

When Fighter One doesn’t get up, the crowd doesn’t just cheer. They lean forward in one perfect motion, like something pulled their strings from above. For a second every face blurs into one open mouth, roaring for the next death.

One walks out. One stays down forever. Exactly what everybody expected.

The winner?
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The Untitled Champ
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Kura was the Untitled champion of the Crucible Underbelly.

The Crucible wardens try to hand him the belt every time. He refuses it like it personally insulted his bloodline.

When Kura spat near the belt, the whole crowd flinched like the floor dropped a level.
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Flashback – Kura
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“I knew you’d win. You always win.”

Kura wipes blood off his knuckles with the back of a wrapped hand. Doesn’t even glance at the guy holding the belt.

“It’s not that I always win,” he says, calm, like he’s talking about the weather. “They just always stay down.”

“Here’s your title. You earned it.”

“I don’t need a scrap of metal.”

He turns slightly. One eye catches the Crucible lights, cold, steady, makes the whole room feel smaller.

“If you leave that thing with me, I’ll sell it.”

Spits near the guy’s boots.

“I fight because it keeps me alive. Nothing more. Anything else wastes my time.”

Walks.

Crowd parts without being told.
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Present
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No one touches him.

No one even gets close.

That’s Kura. Moves like the Render itself steps aside.

Back in the Box, I’m staring at ceiling tiles glitching soft gold every few seconds. That’s how I ended up here again. I tried Kura. Not the first time. Just thinking the name makes my throat go tight. I try to swallow and taste barrier dust and blood like I’m back on the floor.

Damn sure won’t be the last. I got this thing: I see somebody at the absolute top, I lock eyes on them, and I don’t stop swinging till I win. Record’s trash. Don’t ask. Most days I’m right back here. Wardens keep stitching me together. Without them I’d be walking static by now.

First thing when I get out, check on the gang. Without them I wouldn’t have made it this far. They know I keep getting knocked down. They know I keep getting up. They just don’t watch anymore ’cause they already know how it ends. I know how it ends too. Still go anyway.

Thorne comes back later. Sits this time. Real talk.

“You’re healing faster than you should,” he says, tapping the chart. “Scar tissue’s already knitting with lag-thread. Body’s stubborn as hell. But stubborn only buys time, fighter. One of these nights Kura’s pressure wave hits you clean, and the Render won’t bother stitching you back. You’ll just... lag out for good.”

When he says, “lag out for good,” something in my chest answers, one heartbeat late, like there’s a second pulse trying to learn the rhythm.

I shrug. Ribs taped tight. “Then I’ll get up slower. Still get up.”

He sighs. Almost smiles. “Release tomorrow morning. Try not to be back by dinner.”

I grin through the split lip. “No promises, Warden.”

Before I clear the doors, I hear it from the street.

“Aye, that’s him! Look, Iron Dome’s finally crawling out. They kicked his ass that bad again.”

Same annoying static-heads from the upper stalls. Fists itch hard. “Ouch—shit.” Not today. I’ll take it easy at the Celestine & Pressure Kiln. Work back up slow. Then those mouths get an ass-kicking on the house.

Walking Aurenvale streets. City feels alive in that pristine, arrogant way only Crucible can pull off. Real city. Not some backwater. Crucible Underbelly below, big stadium sealed on top for now, stalls open. Ember-Spiced Flamefowl—hot, salty, grease dripping like liquid gold. Grab a wrap. Keep Static low. Pressure tight. Render clean. Last night’s winner was champion-caliber. Killed plenty before stepping in the pit. Still only one walked out. Mind-blowing.

I train. Slow at first body still humming leftover pressure from the last loss. Shadow box in the corner of the Kiln. Light on the feet. Feel the scar pull every twist. No full power. Just form. Speed returns in pieces. Hit the heavy
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