
​T h e N e v e r Ending: 

​Rising 

​F l a m e s

THE NEVER ENDING CYCLE

BOOK ONE

THE NEVER ENDING:

Rising Flames

Published by Isaiah J. Jackson

Copyright © 2026 by Isaiah J. Jackson  

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, 

or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, 

photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission 

from the author.

This is a work of creative nonfiction. Names, events, and details may be 

altered for narrative clarity, privacy, or thematic emphasis. Any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is intentional and rooted 

in the author’s lived experience.

Published by Isaiah J. Jackson  

The Never Ending Cycle™ Series

​First Edition: 2026

​Printed in the United States of America

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Readers Oath
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I did not write this story to be safe.

I wrote it to be honest.

I swear that every wound in these pages
was placed with purpose,
every silence chosen deliberately,
and every truth is allowed to hurt.
I will not reduce pain to spectacle,
nor simplify survival into fantasy.
If this story challenges you,
that is not an accident.
If it stays with you,
that is the point.
This book exists because cycles only end
when someone refuses to look away.
— Isaiah J. Jackson

A story about cycles, causation, and the cost of survival.
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Present – Truth

Time itself stands alone in the white void, staring at a moment that refuses to stay buried.

“I tried to stop them,” he says quietly.

The words hurt every time.

“I rewound. I interfered. I broke every rule I was sworn to protect.”

His hand trembles.

“And time punished me for it.”

He exhales, slow and controlled.

“That’s why I am what I am now,” he continues. “Why every jump costs me. Why some moments bleed through when they shouldn’t.”

He looks up, eyes glowing faintly.“I am Time’s mistake,” he says.
“And its keeper.”

“Because someone has to remember the moment that was never allowed to end.”
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​Chapter 1: Dark Cell
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Faze awoke in a dark, damp cell. A shadowy figure greeted him, face hidden in darkness. "Who... who are... are you?" Faze's voice trembled. The figure's voice was distorted, strange—like it wore a muzzle. "Maybe it has a muzzle on," Faze thought. It didn't seem harmful—until another voice echoed, demonic and twisted.
The environment, pitch-black, turned terrifying. Horrific visions clouded Faze's eyes. The distorted voice began fading, seeping through the cell walls. Fear clawed at him. Then, pain—sharp and sudden in his abdomen. 
Not fatal, but close. 

Then came the second strike—a decapitation.
"This is only the beginning of your suffering," the demonic voice hissed.
Faze reawakened in the same cell. This time it was wet. The smell was unbearable. Footsteps echoed outside. A woman's voice came: 
"Hey, here." A glowing shard emerged through a hidden slot. Her voice brought comfort. 

"Only you can break the Never Ending... the never ending cycle of suffering."

Hope flickered inside him. The shard entered his body. The scar on his abdomen throbbed once, faint as a remembered heartbeat. 

Suddenly, the dark wasn't empty. It was textured. He could see the grain of the stone.
What he saw horrified him. The wetness he’d been sitting in was blood. Human blood—he thought. The walls had no exits. Was he losing his mind? The voices, the woman—imagined?
A strange pain in his abdomen. A scar with odd symbols marked him. It wasn't imagination. The room shifted—larger now. A door appeared.
Memories
He approached the door. Deep breath. Before he could touch it, it flung open. Faze went through a hallway. Blood streaked the walls and floors. Portraits lined the walls, smeared with blood.
He climbed a chair to examine one. A woman's scream pierced the silence.
Flashback
"This is... only the beginning... of your suffering."
A demon fought a woman. Faze watched, powerless. The demon used him as a shield. A spear thrust toward him. The woman shielded him. The demon pierced both of them.
"Believe in yourself, knucklehead. You're your mom's soldier..."
Warmth crept under his skin like a promise learning to keep itself.
The demon decapitated her.
Flashback ends
Faze dropped to his knees, clutching his abdomen. That woman—his mother.
A staircase appeared. He descended.
Edge Kin: (Faze's mother's side)
Pitch black again. He remembered the shard—its light. But nothing happened. Faze widened his eyes and the floor began to change to rubbered concrete. The walls bore symbols. One glowed. His scar glowed too.
He touched the symbol.
Flashback
Dark Kin: (Faze's father's side)
A gentle voice: "Faze... His name will be... Faze Gleam."
"Perfect. The resemblance is uncanny," replied another.
Moments later
A pounding on the door. 

"This... suffering... is Never Ending!" A demon burst in.

The man stood tall, facing it and suddenly the house became a volcanic summit. 

The demon charged at the man, spear-first. 

The man didn't blink. His eyes sparkled like the night sky. He was massive, 7ft, radiating energy. Reality did not go against his will.
Earlier than the spear could move, the man did not move. Reality shook, in a flash. The demon was the one split.
"Epoch... the Ruler will not allow this. A half-born of Dark Kin... a blind spot..."
Epoch answered, "You have told him this" He says.
“Not because you want to. Because you have already done so”. While turning away and simultaneously, the space that occupied him and the demon had shattered. 

After he was gone his voice still spoke. And rippled through reality.
"He won't be touched by any of you. Not in this leap either."
Flashback ends
(Splash!) “Wake up!”
Faze opened his eyes. A young man stood over him.
“Quantum eyes?” the man said. Faze sat up. “Where am I?”
“You're nowhere,” the man replied. “This is a leap. A possibility of your choices—another  or dimension.”
“A leap?” Faze asked. “And you are?”
“Call me Tum. Tum Tum.”
Faze groaned. “Help me get out of here—ugh!” He clutched his abdomen. “So hungry.”
Tum chuckled. “Impressive. An Edge Kin, yet still standing.”
“Edge Kin? I don't know what that means. I just want food and sleep.” Faze looked around. “Everything's white... except a few see-through spots.”
“No one can see those... unless—” Tum whispered.
Faze leapt into one. Gone.
“That pressure... those markings... those eyes,” Tum muttered. “He's something else.”

Flash Back (8 years earlier)(Faze)

The hallway vanished.

Not all at once—but the way memories do, folding inward until the present couldn’t hold its shape anymore.

Faze lay on his side, staring at the wall.

The room was small. Safe. Warm in the way homes always are when you don’t know they can be taken from you. Moonlight slipped through the cracks in the window shutters, painting soft silver lines across the floor.

He should have been asleep.

He wasn’t.

The screaming came again.

Not loud.

Not close.

But constant.

Faze squeezed his eyes shut and pressed his hands over his ears. It didn’t help. It never does. The sound didn’t travel through air—it crawled up from somewhere deeper, vibrating in his chest like it didn’t belong to his body.

A scream that wasn’t anger.

Not fear.

Pain.

Endless, exhausted pain.

“Make it stop,” he whispered to the dark.

The scream wavered—but didn’t disappear.

Footsteps approached.

The door creaked open, slow and careful, like whoever stood on the other side didn’t want to scare the night away.

“Faze?” his mother whispered.

He didn’t answer. He didn’t want to explain something he couldn’t understand himself.

She crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, her weight grounding, familiar. Her hand brushed his hair back gently, fingers warm.

“You’re hearing it again,” she said—not a question.

Faze nodded into the pillow.

“It won’t stop,” he murmured. “It’s like... someone’s stuck. Like they’re screaming and nobody’s listening.”

His mother went very still.

Just for a moment.

Then she lay down beside him, pulling the blanket up around them both, wrapping him in an arm that smelled like smoke and bread and something softer—something safe.

“Sometimes,” she said slowly, “the world makes room for pain before it makes room for answers.”

Faze frowned. “That doesn’t make sense.”

She smiled in the dark. He could hear it in her voice.

“Most true things don’t, at first.”

The screaming surged again—sharper this time. Closer.

Faze flinched.

“Why do I hear it?” he asked. “Why me?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead, she reached into the small pouch tied at her waist and pulled something out. Bread. Still warm, wrapped in cloth.

She broke it in half and handed him a piece.

“Eat,” she said. “Trust me.”

He hesitated, then took a bite.

The warmth grounded him instantly. The screaming dulled—not gone, but quieter, like it had been pushed farther away.

His eyes widened. “How did you do that?”

His mother brushed crumbs from his cheek.

“I didn’t,” she said. “You did.”

He stared at her. “I don’t understand.”

“I know.” Her voice softened. “But one day, you will.”

She rested her forehead against his.

“Listen to me, knucklehead,” she said gently. “If you ever hear something no one else hears... don’t assume it’s evil.”

The screaming flickered again—uncertain now, like it had noticed him noticing it.

“Sometimes,” she continued, “it’s not a monster.”

She pulled him closer.

“Sometimes it’s someone who hasn’t been found yet.”

Faze swallowed.

“Can I help them?” he asked quietly.

His mother closed her eyes.

“I think,” she said, choosing every word carefully, “that you already are.”

The screaming faded to a whisper.

And finally—

Faze slept.

Even in sleep the scar hummed low, a thread tying him to something that wont let go.

Chapter 2: A Possible
Faze awoke on a battlefield. Corpses everywhere. Blood on his hands. “What happened? Was that a dream?”.
A sword lay nearby, matching the symbols on his body. “I couldn't have... right?”
One corpse rose. “Eliminate the threat!”
Faze grabbed the sword. Energy surged through him. Hair raised. Sword glowing.
The corpse struck. Faze raised his sword sooner, blinding the enemy with its light. shattering it immediately.
Pieces of the corpse rained down.
“It worked.” He looked westward. A city shimmered in the distance.
Panting, Faze trudged across the scorched land. The heat was unbearable. He reached a campsite. “Anyone there?”
Empty.
He scavenged, rested, then moved on. A mirage faded, revealing the city more clearly.
At last, he reached its gates.
The scar pulsed like a distant beacon, syncing with the city’s shimmer.
“Halt, intruder!” a guard shouted from the watchtower.

The High Council of Five

Council of Five

The city gates of Xairon creaked open as Faze entered.

Towering spires lined with glowing crystal lined the skyline, and the streets buzzed with
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