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Chapter 1 - I Became a Jaguar
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In the lush, humid depths of the tropical rainforest,
a muscular jaguar crouched with its front paws pressed against a thick tree trunk, wide eyes filled with confusion.
Leo Barton had once been a graduate student in zoology.

One day, while out shopping, he was suddenly engulfed by a strange, dense fog.

In all his years, he had never seen mist so thick-it was impossible to see his own fingers, and every breath felt like swallowing half a mouthful of water.

With no other choice, he groped through the haze like a blind man.

Before he could make sense of it, something slammed into his head. Darkness swallowed him whole.

When he woke up, he was like this.

It took three days for Leo to accept the cruel truth.

He had really become... a jaguar.

Now he clung nervously to the tree trunk, unease twisting through him.

To be honest, the future looked bleak.

Would he live out his days like an animal-scavenging for scraps, struggling for every piece of meat, only to die before reaching twenty?

"Grrruu..."

His stomach growled. It had been days since his last meal.

If he didn't find food soon, he would starve to death.

But there was one problem: Leo didn't know how to hunt.

He was still a human inside. What did he know of hunting skills?

Though he had inherited the jaguar's body, he hadn't inherited its instincts.

After three days, the best he could do was walk properly on four legs.

The rainforest was full of dangers, but as a jaguar, he still ranked near the top of the food chain. His size alone scared off many creatures.

But intimidation wasn't enough. Small animals weren't going to throw themselves into his jaws.

With hunting skills so poor, he was no better than a stray mutt.

Still, he needed to eat. If he didn't, his strength would only dwindle further.

What should he catch? Leo propped his heavy paw under his chin and thought hard.

The big beasts were off limits. Charging at them now was suicide-a tiger's head on the chopping block.

That left small animals. A frog might be tiny, but enough of them could fill a belly.

He scanned the forest with wide, golden eyes and finally spotted a target.

A sloth.

True to its name, the creature lived in trees and moved at a snail's pace.

It was said a sloth could take half a month to cover a single kilometer.

Weak, defenseless, and slow. This was prey made for him.

But his confidence crumbled. He didn't know how to climb trees.

Jaguars weren't natural climbers, but they could manage it easily enough.

Leo, however, was just a human wrapped in jaguar skin-weak, clumsy, helpless.

Luckily, this sloth hadn't climbed very high. With effort, there was still a chance.

He might have been the most pathetic jaguar alive, struggling so hard to catch a sloth.

After all, jaguars were kings of the Amazon. Normally, they wouldn't even glance at such filthy, tasteless prey.

But Leo had known hardship all his life. Right now, food was food.

He decided the sloth would have to do.

He backed up a few steps, crouched low, claws digging into the soil. Then he burst forward at full speed.

Kicking off the tree trunk, his powerful body soared upward, pouncing toward the ugly creature clinging to the branches.

Even a sloth sensed danger. It flailed desperately, trying to escape.

Slow. Too slow.

No matter how it struggled, its speed was pathetic.

At the peak of his leap, Leo swung a heavy paw and sent the sloth crashing down.

He hit the ground with a thud as well, rolling painfully to absorb the impact. His fangs clenched in pain-but it was worth it.

The sloth was his.

Though shaken, it still clung weakly to life, scrabbling to flee.

Leo would not allow that. Not after so much effort.

Licking his lips, he stepped forward and pinned it down with one paw.

Got you, little brother. Shame you're not a sweet fruit but tonight's dinner.

A crooked grin tugged at his jaguar mouth. Human. Sinister. Unnatural.

Anyone who saw it would have been terrified.

A jaguar that could smile? This was no ordinary beast.

The sloth seemed to realize its fate. Exhausted, it stopped struggling and surrendered.

Leo sneered at its laziness. Too idle to resist, even in death. No wonder its kind lived forever at the bottom of the food chain.

The creature was filthy. Its fur, meant to be gray, was coated with algae until it gleamed green.

But hunger left Leo no choice. He pressed it down firmly, jaws opening wide. His fangs pierced its throat.

The sloth gave one last pitiful cry and fell silent.

A jaguar's bite was stronger than that of a lion or tiger-strong enough to crush even a crocodile's skull.

A sloth stood no chance.

Hot, salty blood filled his mouth, and Leo gagged.

Disgusting.

Even prepared, he could hardly stomach the foul taste.

Now he understood why such weak animals had survived for so long.

It wasn't because they were strong. It was because they tasted revolting.

Leo had endured much in life. Growing up poor, he had studied hard, fueled by his neighbors' kindness and his own determination. He believed he could withstand any hardship.

But compared to this meat, all his past suffering seemed like a feast.

Still, he had no choice. Starvation was worse.

So he chewed and gagged, swallowed and vomited, eating and retching until the corpse was gone.

Silently, he swore he would master hunting skills.

Not to become king of the rainforest-he cared nothing for such titles.

But for one reason only: never again to eat sloth meat.

Just then, a cold, mechanical voice echoed in his mind.

"Successful kill: sloth. Hunting System activated. Host meets binding conditions. Bind now?"
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Chapter 2 - The Hunting System

[image: ]


The sudden voice startled Leo.

Hunting system? What the hell was that supposed to mean?

He caught a sloth and somehow unlocked a bonus system?

Still, judging from the name, it had to help improve his hunting skills.

That was exactly what he needed!

Leo had been worrying about how to adapt quickly to this new body and escape the misery of choking down foul-tasting meat. Now the hunting system had dropped into his lap like a gift.

Overcome with relief, he lashed his tail-thankfully not what he first thought. A blessing in disguise!

No hesitation. Bind!

"Host accepted. Beginning physical scan..."

In an instant, a glowing panel filled his mind.

Host: Leo
Species: Jaguar
Age: 1 year, 6 months
Strength: 2
Speed: 4
Endurance: 1
Bite Force: 5
Hunting Points: 0. 1
So he really was just a cub.

He calculated quickly: jaguars weren't considered mature until four or five years old.

Strength-wise, they ranked in the middle of big cats, nowhere near tigers or lions.

Speed was good. Jaguars-also called panthers-were fast by nature.

Endurance... poor. Jaguars relied on explosive bursts. If they couldn't catch prey quickly, they gave up.

Bite force was his real weapon. Smaller than lions and tigers in size, but in terms of jaw strength, jaguars ruled.

And these "Hunting Points"? They must be earned by killing prey.

That 0. 1 had to be his reward for the sloth.

Weak prey meant meager points. But still, points were clearly valuable.

Even if he hadn't unlocked all the functions, he was sure surprises lay ahead.

After all, if something as absurd as turning into a jaguar could happen, why not this?

When he first realized his transformation, despair nearly crushed him. The future seemed black.

What could he do? Rule the rainforest?

But what good was being a rainforest king?

He had been human once. He knew human power. In the face of technology, "jungle rulers" were jokes. A single burst of bullets could end even the mightiest predator.

That thought had left him wandering in confusion.

But fate finally showed him mercy. After a life of hardship, he had been given a system.

If the heavens wouldn't abandon him, then he would rise-train, hunt, and evolve into the most fearsome creature alive.

That night, he fell asleep in a tree, a faint smile on his jaguar lips.

At dawn, he woke early.

He had one goal: training.

Beasts were beasts because they relied only on instinct, never on deliberate effort.

Even lions and tigers simply grew until their bodies reached their peak.

But what if he trained intentionally from the start? A child who exercised from youth could surpass many adults-why not a jaguar?

Leo knew the system was just a tool. Without effort, he would still be nothing.

History was full of squandered legacies. He would not repeat that mistake.

This body had enormous potential. He just had to learn how to use it.

The priority wasn't hunting yet. It was mastering his own body.

If he gained control, he could walk the rainforest without fear.

System or no system, strength came first.

Jaguars excelled in bursts of power and in jaw strength. Bite force needed no training-biting was biting.

Explosive movement, however, could be trained.

He chose the simplest, most reliable method: run.

Like a baby learning to walk, or a child learning to ride a bike. The more you tried, the better you got.

Right now, his control was poor. Slow walking was fine, but any faster and his limbs tangled into a mess.

The only reason he'd caught the sloth was sheer desperation.

He still thought in two-legged terms. Adjusting to four was awkward.

But discouragement never entered his mind. He had endured worse. What was relearning to walk compared to a lifetime of struggle?

Still, by the end of the day, he was battered.

From deep in the forest came heavy thuds as he fell again and again.

Pain twisted his face, but jaguars were tough. Any weaker animal would have broken bones by now.

And progress came. His control was improving. Running still felt clumsy, but as long as he didn't sprint at full speed, it was manageable.

Exhaustion set in. His stomach growled, and bitter saliva filled his mouth.

The memory of sloth meat turned his gut. Even his stomach acid tasted foul.

No. Never again.

He would rather die than eat another sloth.

But what then?

The Amazon was dangerous. The anaconda. The caiman.

Even they avoided jaguars, preferring easier meals than risking a fight.

And Leo wasn't ready for them anyway.

He needed prey that was weaker. Edible.

Then he spotted it: a dark, lumbering figure not far ahead.

An armadillo.

Leo recognized it immediately. Tender meat. The only downside-it could carry leprosy bacteria.

He remembered the tragic photos of leprosy patients in magazines.

But now? He was a jaguar. Top of the food chain. His body could handle it.

Licking his lips, Leo padded forward, stalking his new prey.
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Chapter 3 - Heaven Rewards the Persistent
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The armadillo, also known as the "armored rat," lived up to its name-like a mouse clad in armor.

This one was lazily digging at the soil for insects and worms, unaware that a predator watched nearby.

It wasn't really its fault. Jaguars rarely bothered with such small creatures. An armadillo looked no bigger than an oversized rat, hardly worth the effort, and its ugly, plated shell did little to whet an appetite.

But this one was unlucky. Leo wasn't picky-anything but sloth meat would do.

He pounced.

The armadillo sensed danger and frantically used its survival trick: digging on the spot. Its small claws blurred into motion like tiny excavators, earth flying everywhere.

Every animal had its own way of staying alive. Even the sloth had one-its flesh was so foul it kept predators away.

The armadillo's defense, however, was more serious.

If it made it into the ground, it could seal the entrance with its plated hindquarters, leaving only its armored backside exposed like a shield. For many predators, that defense was nearly unbreakable.

Now, half of its body had already disappeared into a fresh hole, its plated rump blocking the entrance. A war of attrition had begun.

But its trembling gave it away. It was terrified.

Leo struck. A powerful swipe of his paw sent the little creature flying, tumbling through the air before it crashed down.

His strength was frightening, even uncontrolled.

The armadillo rolled itself into a ball, its ultimate defense. With armor on every side, there was no opening to bite. Like a hedgehog's spikes, it was a proven survival strategy.

But against a jaguar? Useless. Jaguars could crush caimans with their bite. What was an armadillo's shell compared to that?

Pinning it down, Leo sank his fangs through the armor. He ended it quickly-at least granting the prey a swift death.

"Successful kill: Armadillo. Hunting Points +0. 5."

The cold, neutral voice echoed in his mind once again.

He opened the panel. Same stats. Nothing changed.

So what was the point of all this?

But his doubts vanished when the smell of meat hit him. Whatever the system did or didn't do, eating was real.

Ugly as it looked, the flesh was delicious-tender, juicy, infinitely better than sloth meat. Now he understood why people risked leprosy to eat it.

Flavorful. Addictive. Worth every bite.

But even after finishing, hunger gnawed at him.

A wild jaguar usually rested once it was full, but Leo had spent the entire day running drills. His body burned through energy faster than usual. And the armadillo wasn't much. Stripped of its armor, there was hardly enough meat to call it a meal.

Worse, the taste only sharpened his appetite.

If it had been sloth, he would have stopped after a few bites in disgust.

Now half-sated, half-starved, he realized hunger might be one of the cruelest torments.

He needed more.

Half an hour later, he managed to snatch a wild fowl, something like a jungle chicken. Catching it wasn't easy-the bird was cautious, wings flapping at the slightest disturbance. Leo had to crouch in ambush for a long while before striking at the perfect moment.

It was a beautiful bird, with glossy feathers and strong muscles-almost a rooster in its prime.

But beauty didn't fill a stomach. Leo devoured it in a few gulps.

Not bad. Far better than starving.

"Successful kill: White-feathered Fowl. Hunting Points +0. 5."

The voice rang again.

He ignored it at first-last time, the system hadn't done a thing.

But then another prompt appeared.

"Host has sufficient Hunting Points. Would you like to learn a skill?"

A skill?

Excitement surged through him. Heaven truly rewarded the persistent. After all his effort-sloth, armadillo, fowl-he was finally going to gain something real.

"Learn!" His mental voice roared with urgency.

"Skill options: Savage Impact, Silent Stalk, Rapid Dash. Each requires 1 Hunting Point. Current balance: 1. 1."

Only one choice. He had to be careful.

Savage Impact: increase strength when pouncing.
Silent Stalk: improved concealment, harder to detect.
Rapid Dash: faster sprinting, but with heavy energy cost.
He considered. Savage Impact sounded good, but he was still weak. A stronger bite mattered more than a harder leap. Rapid Dash was tempting too, but jaguars were already unmatched in speed inside the rainforest. With practice, his control would only improve.

Silent Stalk, though... for hunting or escaping, stealth was survival.

Decision made.

"I choose Silent Stalk."

"Confirmed. Skill exchange in progress..."

A silver light descended into his mind, like leveling up in a game. His Hunting Points dropped to 0. 1.

At last, a real step forward.
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Morning sunlight spilled lazily across the horizon, painting the rainforest canopy in waves of golden fire.

Deep among the tangled roots of ancient trees, a jaguar moved with surprising agility, weaving in and out of the dense undergrowth. Its wide eyes gleamed with excitement.

It was Leo.

The skill Silent Stalk had proven far more magical than he ever expected. Not only did it make him stealthier, it also sharpened his control over his body to a whole new level.

Since learning it, Leo had practiced daily, fascinated by how effective it was.

The principle was simple: lighten each step, suppress each breath, make every movement so faint that even the sharpest eyes and ears couldn't catch him.

But simple in theory didn't mean simple in practice.

To remain truly hidden, he had to command every inch of his body-skin, muscles, even each strand of fur-down to the finest detail.

Only by mastering himself completely could he disappear from the senses of others.

In truth, this skill could have been called Perfect Body Control.

And once he grasped it, Leo realized he had gained far more than stealth.

Who in history had ever fully mastered their body? Even martial arts legends like Bruce Lee might not have achieved that.

Now, sprinting, climbing, leaping-none of it posed the slightest challenge. His body felt like a finely tuned weapon.

He had struck gold. One skill had brought him more than he could have imagined.

But what truly thrilled him wasn't just the skill, but the system itself.

If something this powerful counted as a "basic" ability, how terrifying would the higher-level ones be?

For the first time since his rebirth, Leo felt at peace with being a jaguar. The path ahead wasn't bleak anymore. A brighter road was opening before him-whether he walked it as a man or ran it as a jaguar no longer mattered.

With courage renewed, Leo finally dared to think about venturing deeper into the rainforest.

Until now, he had never strayed far, circling the same patch of forest over and over. Weakness had kept him cautious. But strength changed things.

Still, caution remained. The rainforest was no playground.

The Amazon stretched 5. 5 million square kilometers, the most complex and biodiverse ecosystem on Earth. Who knew what hidden dangers lurked here?

Everywhere he looked, towering trees and dense vegetation blocked his view. Direction meant nothing.

But he had to explore. To survive, he needed to know his surroundings.

As the sun climbed, he set off. Before leaving, he marked the roots of a large tree with his scent. A crude but reliable signpost. If he got lost, his nose would lead him home.

His spirits lifted, Leo padded off into the unknown.

The morning revealed little that could threaten him. Only endless trees, endless green. His eyes almost blurred from the monotony.

Still, he marveled at the rainforest's ingenuity. Every creature had its tricks. He spotted a leaf bug that looked so convincingly like a dried leaf-even its veins mimicked real ones-that he almost missed it entirely.

Life was relentless. Survival demanded creativity, even deception.

Following the sound of rushing water, Leo soon discovered a waterfall.

He bounded forward with a roar, plunging beneath the cool cascade.

"Rrrraawwrr!"

Water pounded his body, splashing in wild arcs as he slapped the surface with his massive paws.

Relief washed over him. Days of dirt, sweat, and insect bites rinsed away in the torrent.

He knew he had reeked before-no wonder the bugs swarmed him. Now, at last, he could cleanse himself.

Subconsciously, Leo had avoided the Amazon River itself. Its muddy currents hid too many killers: caimans, piranhas, anacondas. One mistake in those waters meant never resurfacing. He wasn't ready to gamble his young life.

But here, under this waterfall, he was safe enough.

A sudden splash caught his eye. A large silver fish arced through the air, scales flashing in the sun.

Beautiful. But beauty meant food.

Leo's eyes narrowed. His paw lashed out like a harpoon, piercing the fish mid-leap and slamming it onto the bank.

His childhood had prepared him well. Born poor, Leo had learned every survival skill-farming, hauling water, fishing. In his village, he had even been nicknamed "The Water Ghost" for his talent in rivers and ponds.

He never thought those old skills would matter again. Yet here they were, saving his life.

The fish flailed, bleeding onto the rocks. Leo ended its struggle with one decisive slap of his paw.

Fresh meat, clean water, and the promise of survival. For the first time, he felt the rainforest was no longer his prison-but his hunting ground.
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"If only I could scrape off the scales, this fish would taste even better."

Leo muttered as he chewed on the plump white bass. His paws were clumsy-hardly suited for scraping scales. The best he could do was pick at them piece by piece with his claws, which was more trouble than it was worth.

The system chimed in again.
"Successful kill: White Bass. Hunting Points +0. 5."
Huh? Fish were worth that much?

Catching the bass had felt almost effortless compared to the ordeal of chasing a sloth. Of course, that was only because he had gained better control of his body and still carried the sharp eye and reflexes of a man who had once fished with spears. Without those, a fish this lively wouldn't have been easy prey.

Thinking of sloths soured his stomach. Just the memory made bile rise in his throat. He shoved it aside quickly.

After washing himself clean beneath the waterfall, Leo resumed his exploration.

The rainforest was vast and teeming with life. Every step brought new marvels.

He spotted a frog the size of his fist perched on a broad leaf, its skin so green it vanished into the foliage. If not for the thin white secretion glistening on its back, he might never have noticed it.

Leo quickly gave it a wide berth. This was no ordinary frog but a poison dart frog. Just a trace of its toxin could kill a grown man.

He recalled a strange article he had once read about the "Cat People Tribe" of the Amazon. During their cleansing rituals, tribe members burned small holes into their skin and rubbed diluted frog venom into the wounds. The toxins would trigger vomiting, dizziness, and even fainting-but the tribe believed this purged sickness and rebirthed the body stronger the next day.

At the time, Leo had been shocked. Who in their right mind would willingly rub poison into their flesh? Whatever else he might endure, masochism was not for him.

By midday, the sun blazed overhead. Even filtered through layers of leaves, the heat scorched him.

"Too hot... gotta rest," he grumbled.

He scrambled up a tall tree with the ease of a cat. Silent Stalk made climbing effortless, a skill that should have been difficult for any jaguar, let alone one still learning its body.

Perched on a thick branch, Leo stretched his neck to look out. All he saw was endless forest-green upon green without end.

A lifetime here. That was his future.

He chuckled to himself. Survival here was gift enough. Who needed ambitions? The human world was beyond his reach. Better to carve out a life in the animal world.

He glanced at his system panel. Only 0. 6 Hunting Points remained. Too little to unlock anything new.

So stingy. The system wouldn't even show him options unless he had enough points to pay. No previews, no discounts. But fair was fair. Earn points, grow stronger. That was the deal.

He resolved to hunt more. Curiosity and survival both demanded it.

Then he saw it-a wild boar.

It rooted around the forest floor, tusks turning up plants as it wandered. Other animals, large and small, gave it a wide berth.

Unlike its domesticated cousins, a wild boar was pure muscle, its body hard as stone, armed with sharp tusks that even wolves and big cats preferred to avoid.

This one was smaller, clearly not yet fully grown.

Leo's eyes sharpened.

He stayed still on the branch above, body hidden, breath quiet. Patience would win the hunt.

Wild boars carried a fool's arrogance. Strong bodies made them careless. Few creatures dared challenge them, so they rarely bothered to stay alert.

This one meandered about as though the forest were its personal garden.

Finally, it wandered right beneath Leo's tree. Snout buried in the soil, sniffing and digging for roots.

Now.

Leo launched from the branch, muscles exploding with power. Nearly a hundred kilos of predator crashed down like a boulder. The combined force of gravity and muscle hit the boar with hundreds of pounds of crushing weight.

The boar squealed in rage, thrashing wildly, charging like a blind bull. Desperation gave it even more strength.

Leo clung on, tossed about as if riding a tiny boat on stormy seas. One slip and those tusks would end him.

His claws dug deep, anchoring into flesh. Blood welled around his paws, but he held firm.

Minutes dragged on. The boar's fury burned itself out. Its movements slowed, labored.

Leo seized the moment. His forelegs wrapped around its thick neck, locking it in place.

Then his jaws clamped down.

Fangs pierced into the boar's throat.
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Chapter 6 - The Thunderstorm
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Blood sprayed like a fountain from the gaping wound. Leo's fangs had pierced the boar's carotid artery clean through.

The beast thrashed in agony, movements weakening until at last it collapsed, lifeless on the forest floor.

"Successful kill: Wild Boar. Hunting Points +5."

The cold system voice echoed once more.

Leo's heart leapt. Just as he thought-the harder the prey, the greater the reward. The riskier the fight, the richer the harvest.

This was why he had chosen to challenge stronger animals. Small prey brought little gain. To survive long-term, he needed points, and to master points, he needed battles.

Of course, he wasn't reckless. He wouldn't throw himself at apex predators yet. He had picked this juvenile boar precisely because it was dangerous enough to train him, but not lethal.

And the gamble paid off.

Checking his panel, Leo noticed something new. His once-gray attributes now carried small red plus signs.

The truth hit him instantly: Hunting Points didn't just unlock skills-they could strengthen his very body.

Host: Leo
Species: Jaguar
Age: 1 year, 6 months
Strength: 2 (+)
Speed: 4 (+)
Endurance: 1 (+)
Bite Force: 5 (+)
Hunting Points: 5. 6
Everything could be improved. Everything.

Speed and bite force could wait. Against most creatures, he wasn't lacking there. Endurance was a weakness, but raising it from one to two points would hardly change much.

Strength, though... strength was survival. A boar nearly shook him off today. If it had been a tiger, the fight would have ended instantly. Raw power trumped finesse.

Decision made, he invested his points in strength.

The total dropped to 0. 6, but his body surged with new energy. Muscles hardened, his frame tightened, every line of his jaguar body smoother and stronger.

Even without testing, he knew: his power had grown.

The system vanished its red plus signs again, hiding them as though they had never existed. Stingy, merciless. Still, it worked, and that was all that mattered.

His spirits soared. Stronger muscles, a boar at his feet, and a meal waiting to be devoured. Perfect.

He dragged the carcass to the base of a tree. Smaller animals fled at the sight of him, terrified they might become his next snack.

Sinking his teeth into the boar's hide, he tore it open. The thick skin and coarse bristles annoyed him, clogging his mouth.

The meat was tough, stinking of musk. Not pleasant. People bragged about wild boar being delicious, but that was only after chefs worked their magic. Raw, it was foul.

If only he could roast it. Fire would transform it. But looking at his thick paws, Leo sighed bitterly. He couldn't spark a flame, not even if someone tossed him a lighter.

So he chewed the raw flesh, grimacing at every bite.

Still, one thought nagged at him. Why was a boar here at all? Strange. But the Amazon was vast, full of mysteries even humans had never unraveled.

He dismissed it and kept eating.

Then the sky darkened.

Black clouds gathered in layers, dense as ink. They pressed lower and lower, charged with unseen energy. The sound of static crackling filled the air, like sweaters pulled from skin-only magnified a thousand times.

Leo froze. He had never seen such a storm.

But this was normal for the rainforest: heat and rain, lightning and thunder. He had endured the heat. Now came the other half.

The clouds grew heavier, thunder rumbling for hours, lightning snakes tearing across the heavens.

Finally, the sky split with a deafening crack. Winds roared, and raindrops the size of beans hammered down like an army descending.

The long-awaited storm had begun.

Under the endless downpour stood Leo, stunned, drenched.

Small animals vanished into burrows. Amphibians and fish sank deep into the waters. Even large predators retreated to their hidden shelters.

Only Leo remained.

No den. No refuge. No escape.

He roared in frustration, his first true curse since being reborn.

"Damn it-where the hell am I supposed to hide?!"
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Chapter 7 - One Deadly Move
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Hide in the tree? That was just asking for lightning to strike.

Hide under the tree? No-teachers had drilled it into him since childhood: never hide under trees during storms.

Hide in the river? Only a fool would dive into floodwaters in a thunderstorm.

Dig a hole? Please, he was a jaguar, not a mole. His claws were sharp, but digging burrows was out of the question.

Leo finally understood what it meant to be trapped-no refuge in the sky, no escape in the earth.

The rainforest stretched endlessly, yet not a single place offered him shelter.

Rain poured in sheets, soaking him to the bone. His fur clung to his body, dripping constantly, shivers racking him again and again.

For the first time, he deeply envied those with roofs over their heads. Even a shabby hut would be heaven now, so long as it kept the storm at bay.

"Ah, if only there were houses for every jaguar beneath the sky, and none of us would suffer the rain..." he muttered bitterly to himself.

The storm raged on, from noon until night.

Rivers overflowed, flooding the ground until it became a vast shallow sea. His limbs sank into the rising water as he stood, restless and uncomfortable.

His earlier good mood had been washed away, replaced by raw irritation.

The wild boar meat had already soured his appetite. Now hours of pounding rain only made it worse.

Even the smallest creatures had homes to crawl into. Yet he, a jaguar, was left standing in the storm, exposed and miserable.

No. He needed a lair. Somewhere to shelter in the rain. Somewhere to sleep without fear. If he was to rule this forest one day, how could he not even have a den?

But not tonight. Exhausted from the fight, drenched from hours in the storm, he needed rest.

Shaking the water from his fur, he rubbed against a tree trunk, then leapt nimbly onto a high branch. Curling on the fork, he closed his eyes.

Jaguars often slept in trees. It kept them safer from threats below-like boars, who could do nothing against a predator above.

Sleep claimed him quickly.

Night deepened. Moonlight spilled over the jungle, cold and silver, casting mystery on every leaf and shadow.

Along the riverbank, a massive snake slithered silently across the wet ground. Frogs, insects, even birds fled before its advance.

This was the apex predator no creature dared confront-the anaconda.

Its cold eyes scanned the darkness. Its forked tongue flickered, tasting the air. The smaller creatures weren't worth its time. It wanted something big. Something worthy.

The anaconda was a master of patience. Months without food meant nothing. When it struck, it aimed high. Coil, crush, suffocate, swallow. One move to rule them all.

Even adult jaguars avoided provoking such a beast.

But tonight, its tongue caught a familiar scent. A jaguar.

It paused, wary. It had fought one before. Dangerous prey.

Then it tasted again and decided-this one was young, not fully grown. Strong, but not yet terrifying. And it was starving. Tonight it would feast.

Silently, two hundred kilos of muscle and scale flowed up the tree trunk. Not a sound betrayed its climb.

Leo dreamed peacefully, unaware of death coiling closer.

In his dream, he was human again. The jungle was only a nightmare, his time as a jaguar nothing but an illusion. He had graduated, become a zoologist, saved a beautiful photographer during an expedition, and was about to embrace her at their wedding-

Pain exploded across his body.

The dream shattered. He opened his eyes to find the nightmare real.

A giant anaconda had wrapped itself around him. Each breath he took only made the coils tighten.

Panic surged. He knew the snake's method: wait for prey to exhale, then squeeze tighter, stealing breath by breath until nothing remained. Even a jaguar would eventually suffocate.

He couldn't let that happen. He filled his lungs to their limit, braced his muscles, and held.

The anaconda tried to constrict, but to its shock, the young jaguar resisted. Its coils refused to close. Impossible. This was only a cub-how could it have such power?

Leo understood his window was slim. Once he exhaled, the coils would crush him.

There was only one way out.

He twisted his head and sank his fangs into the serpent's neck.

Jaguars were renowned for their bite. Even armored scales couldn't stop his jaws.

The anaconda hissed in pain but held firm, convinced Leo was at his limit.

Not enough? Fine.

Leo tore free and bit again, harder, deeper, pouring every ounce of strength into the strike. Either the snake died, or he did.

Finally, the great serpent relented. It loosened its coils and slipped away, vanishing into the dark with surprising speed.

Leo collapsed against the branch, gasping for breath, his body trembling with exhaustion.

Alive. Barely-but alive.
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Chapter 8 - A Chilling Realization
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That was far too close.

Even after breaking free from the anaconda's coils, Leo's heart still raced. Another minute-no, even half a minute more-and he would have suffocated.

The raw crushing power of the snake left a deep impression. If he hadn't strengthened his muscles yesterday, he would never have lasted long enough to bite back. His ribs still ached as though they had been bent to the breaking point.

"Pah!"

He spat, along with a bloody shred of snake flesh caught in his teeth.

"Today's humiliation will be repaid in full."

Balanced on the branch, his eyes burned as he watched the wounded serpent slither away, its neck torn and bleeding. A mark of vengeance. Someday, when his strength grew, he would finish what had begun tonight.

Sleep never returned. He stayed crouched in the tree until dawn, watching the jungle slowly brighten.

"I was too careless," he muttered. "I thought a tree was safety, but hunger drives even monsters to break their limits. If a beast will devour its own kind, why wouldn't it come for me?"

The truth settled cold in his chest. Every creature that survived here was merciless.

When morning came, the rainforest glittered under sunlight, every leaf shining like emerald glass. Beautiful-but beauty hid constant bloodshed.

Leo replayed the night's events again and again. Yes, he had been careless, but was it entirely his fault?

Not really. Hours in the rain had left him chilled and drained. Fatigue dulled his senses. By the time he curled into the branch, he had been too exhausted to stay alert. Even a jaguar needed rest.

But excuses meant nothing. The law of the jungle only cared for results, not reasons.

Leo knew the solution. He needed a den. A cave, a burrow, anything. A place to stay dry, to rest safely, to survive.

Climbing down, he discovered half the boar carcass he had left was gone. Not a scrap remained-not even bones.

He froze.

That was terrifying.

Only a powerful predator could have carried away such a kill without leaving a trace. And it had come while he was asleep in the tree.

The anaconda hadn't been his only visitor last night. Something else-something large-had been there first. And he hadn't noticed at all.

His lack of vigilance had nearly cost him dearly.

True jaguars never slept too deeply. Even in rest, their instincts kept them ready to strike. But Leo was no true jaguar. He was still human at heart, unaccustomed to such constant alertness.

Could he change? Perhaps. Humans were adaptable. But why should he force himself to live like a beast when he had a mind sharper than any animal's?

Why cling to jaguar instincts when he could use human intelligence? Why gnaw raw flesh when he dreamed of fire and roasted meat?

The thought of roasted boar made his mouth water.

No, a den was the answer. Better a secure cave than a lifetime of shallow sleep. Sharp senses might warn of danger, but they couldn't prevent it. A safe refuge could.

He climbed a tall tree and scanned the horizon. In the distance, he spotted mountains. Hills meant caves. Caves meant safety.

That was enough. He had his goal.

Of course, what looked close was not close at all. By the time he had trudged half a day toward the silhouette, the mountains seemed no nearer. The jungle distorted distance, playing tricks with his eyes.

Even so, he pressed on. This move was necessary. It would be hard, but the reward-security, stability-was worth the effort.

Sometimes survival demanded abandoning comfort. Sometimes safety meant tearing yourself from the familiar.

In the human world, few dared leave steady jobs for the unknown. That was why most remained ordinary.

But those who built their empires from nothing had always paid with sweat and pain unseen.

The old saying rang true: If you would wear the crown, you must bear its weight.
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Chapter 9 - This Cave Is Mine
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As dusk settled over the rainforest, Leo finally stopped.

He'd walked the entire day without sprinting, but the steady travel still drained his strength. Reaching the river, he bent down at a cleaner patch to drink.

The water tasted bitter and metallic, nothing like the fresh mountain spring he'd drunk days before. Dirty, murky, carrying who-knows-what from the bellies of river creatures-if not for the jaguar's strong constitution, it might have killed him outright.

If only I had boiling water... He almost laughed at himself. Back in his human life, he had grumbled about drinking boiled water. Now he'd give anything for a pot of it.

Wading in waist-deep, he scrubbed off the day's filth with a cold bath, then shook himself dry and moved on.

That night he still chose to sleep in a tree. Yes, he'd nearly been strangled by an anaconda the night before, but the canopy was still safer than the ground. He climbed high, surveyed the horizon, and spotted the mountains looming larger than ever. Tomorrow, he would reach them.

With that comfort, he dozed off-though this time he kept one ear open. No more free chances for lurking predators.

Morning came quietly. No ambush, no danger. Leo stretched, yawned a mighty rawr, and smacked his lips. His rest had been good... but his belly was empty.

He remembered the stolen boar and ground his teeth. If I ever catch that thief, I'll show it what happens when you steal from me.

The mountains drew closer as he walked. He paced himself carefully, saving energy. He was heading into unknown territory; the last thing he wanted was to be exhausted if a strong enemy appeared.

The rainforest felt endless. Every tree, every patch of ground looked the same. Without the scent markers he'd left along the way, he'd have been lost long ago. At least this way, if the mountains proved too dangerous, he could retrace his steps back to his old range.

By midday, the foothills finally rose before him. They weren't towering peaks, more like squat green humps. That was fine. He didn't need a grand mountain to flaunt status-he needed a practical home.

And there, halfway up one of the hills, yawned a cave mouth.

Leo's eyes lit up. Perfect. That one's mine.

Excited, he bounded up the slope. Smaller animals bolted out of his path as he charged. The cave's entrance was wide and tall, promising plenty of space inside.

But the moment he stepped in, a familiar stench hit his nose.

Wild boar.

Snarling, he spotted the half-eaten remains of his stolen kill. His saliva was still on the bones.

So the thief lives here.

His fur bristled with fury. He hated thieves more than anything-creatures too lazy to fight for their own survival, feeding off the hard work of others.

A low growl rumbled from deeper within.

From the shadows padded a sleek, muscled jaguar-female. She met Leo's glare with her own, her throat rumbling a warning.

Unwelcome? She dared to be unwelcoming? After stealing his food?

Leo's rage exploded. Without hesitation, he lunged. Either she would die, or he would.

Caught off guard by his ferocity, the tigress twisted aside just in time, barely dodging his pounce. She had recognized his scent earlier-just a young male, not yet grown. She hadn't expected him to fight like this.

But the instant their bodies clashed, she realized the mistake. His strength was monstrous-comparable to a full-grown adult.

Every blow rattled her bones. She tried to strike back, but Leo's raw power overwhelmed her. He wasn't using finesse, only brute force, hammering her again and again until her legs buckled.

It was the oldest truth of combat: overwhelming strength crushed all technique.

Soon she lay sprawled on the floor, whimpering, too weak to rise.

Panting heavily, Leo stood over her, his chest heaving with exhaustion but his spirit soaring. Defeating a full-grown tigress head-on-few jaguars could boast that.

He roared at her, his message clear:

"Get out. From now on, this cave belongs to me."
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Chapter 10 - Strength Alone Isn't Enough
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The beaten tigress staggered to her feet, limping toward the exit. Before leaving, she turned her head and cast Leo a long, lingering look.

"What are you staring at? Get lost!" Leo roared without mercy. You steal my boar and still expect courtesy? Dream on.

With the intruder gone, Leo surveyed his new den. Shady, cool, well-ventilated, and dry. A perfect mountain-view estate.

Close by, he could stalk rabbits in the grass. From afar, he could gaze across the valleys.

From this day forward, this was his tropical mountain villa.

He felt a pang of irony. In his past life, he had dreamed of owning a home, yet here in the rainforest he had gained not only a house but an entire mountain. Who knew-maybe there were even mines hidden inside.

That night, Leo slept soundly atop a boulder. No rain, no ambush, no restless fear. For the first time since his rebirth, he enjoyed the peace a king of the jungle deserved.

At dawn, he woke early, scanning the cave. Spacious, airy, and cool. The only flaw: a bit too dark.

This was the benefit of strength. In both jungle and human society, the law was the same: winners take all, losers get out.

In the forest, strength meant claws and teeth. In human society, it meant money and power. Different tokens, same rule.

Leo rubbed his body against the cave walls, leaving tufts of fur behind-his declaration of ownership. In the wild, this was how beasts marked territory. Urine was stronger, but this was his home. He wasn't about to foul the entrance like a savage.

The day before, he had rushed straight to the mountain, ignoring the surrounding area. He knew the general layout but lacked detail. That wouldn't do. Unknown dangers were always the worst.

He took one last look at his new home and nodded. This cave is mine-but I'll only rest easy once I've scouted the land around it.

Compared to sleeping under trees, a cave was far safer, though still imperfect. If only he could install a massive stone door like in the movies-that would be true peace of mind.

But for now, this was luxury enough.

Today's mission was twofold: survey the territory and hone his fighting skills.

Many believed predators were born masters of the hunt. They weren't.

Yes, their bodies gave them a head start. But raw strength was not the same as hunting skill. Cubs, once weaned, were left to fend for themselves. At first, they were underpowered-slower, weaker, less enduring than adults. Worse, their techniques were clumsy.

Young predators often failed again and again, sometimes starving for days. Those that couldn't endure this trial vanished, erased by the law of the wild.

Only the survivors-those who learned, adapted, and evolved-rose to mastery, eventually standing at the top.

People watching documentaries saw only the survivors: majestic tigers, invincible lions, unstoppable jaguars. They never saw the countless others that failed.

That was the fallacy of survivorship bias.

In his human life, Leo had understood it well. People pointed to uneducated millionaires and said, "See? School is useless." But for every one who succeeded, countless others lived and died in poverty, unnoticed and forgotten.

The truth was simple: the dead and the marginalized had no voice. The world only showed you the ones who made it.

And Leo, in this new life, had no intention of being among the forgotten.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 11 - Just That Petty
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Those who've never been sidelined will never understand the feeling-like being invisible, as if the world had already decided you don't matter.

But this life was different. Leo lacked nothing.

He was a jaguar, born at the peak of the food chain. He had a miraculous system that could push him beyond even that. With such an opening hand, he already outclassed 99% of others.

If someone like Zhu Yuanzhang could start with nothing but a rice bowl and still claw his way to the throne, then with Leo's advantages, failure would only mean one thing: the fault was his alone.

He shook his massive head, driving away the spiraling thoughts. Live in the moment. Fight for the moment. No need to overthink.

Instead of rushing downhill, he prowled the mountain, inspecting every corner. No threats, just small animals.

That meant only one thing: this mountain already had an apex predator. The tigress he drove out.

One mountain cannot hold two tigers.

By that logic, the other eight peaks of this range likely had rulers of their own.

The thought chilled him. Imagine eight neighbors, each strong enough to kill you if they pleased. It would be like an emperor surrounded by eight treacherous ministers-no peace, only paranoia.

At first he dismissed it as overthinking. But an hour later, after circling the range, his face soured. He had been right.

Each peak reeked of its own musk-heavy, pungent markers. Only top predators marked land so boldly. Small fry that tried were long since gutted.

Snarling, Leo circled his own mountain base and drenched it with his scent. No half-measures. He would leave no doubt whose claim this was.

By day's end, after scouting five kilometers in every direction, he confirmed it: the major predators kept to their mountains. The rainforest below was empty of rivals.

It unsettled him at first, but then he understood. Animals weren't fools. Survival was written in their bones. Why waste energy brawling for scraps when the jungle gave more than enough?

This wasn't the savannah, with its brutal droughts and desperate bloodbaths. The Amazon rained year-round. With endless plants, herbivores thrived, and so did their hunters. Food was never scarce enough to justify total war.

Here, even predators fought only for territory, not survival. Intrude on another's land, and it was war. Otherwise, everyone ate in peace.

It explained why even sloths-useless, slow, pathetic-could still exist here. On the savannah, one dry season would have erased them forever.

Leo chuckled bitterly. So it's simple. Stay out of their ground, and all is well. But if I want to be king of the Amazon, I'll have to challenge them one by one.

He stroked the white fur along his jaw, eyes glinting.

Which neighbor first?

Simple. He would start with the weakest scent.

Because Leo was just that petty. To him, the strength of a rival was measured by the sharpness of its piss.
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Chapter 12 - Don't Pull That on Me, Stay Away!
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Activating his stealth skill, Leo padded forward with light, measured steps, crossing the faintly musky border.

Every muscle was taut, every sense sharpened. The faintest rustle, the slightest snap of a twig-nothing could escape his eyes or ears.

The mountain was eerily quiet, too quiet. Almost as if no king resided here at all.

What's this, a recluse? Leo frowned, more determined than ever to scout the place thoroughly.

Bounding nimbly from ledge to ledge, his landings made no sound. His feline frame was built for silence, but the stealth skill took it to another level.

Soon he was crouched at the mouth of a cave.

Good grief... what's that stench?

It hit him like a wall-so thick and foul it made his stomach churn. Still, pinching his nose in resignation, he slipped inside. Sometimes, a tiger couldn't be picky.

Through a shaft of sunlight, he saw the cave's inhabitant.

A black, round head. Mouse-like ears. A long narrow snout. A white crescent stamped across its chest.

A bear.

A big, black bear.

Leo froze. A bear didn't belong here. Not in the Amazon.

Yet here it was, snoring like it owned the place.

The realization jolted him. First the wild boar. Now this. Animals that shouldn't exist here at all. Was this really the Amazon? Or something else entirely?

Leo knew one thing: caution was survival.

The bear stirred, sniffing the air. Its eyesight was poor-famously poor-but its nose and ears were razor-sharp. And right now, they told it something was wrong.

The intruder's scent clashed with its den.

With a roar, the bear surged upright, towering over Leo at nearly 1. 8 meters, muscles heavy with power.

Leo slipped aside, the bear's charge missing by a whisker. He leapt, soaring over the beast's head, and cracked its snout with his tail like a whip.

The sharp smack echoed.

The bear reeled in shock. No animal had ever mocked it so brazenly. Rage surged, and it thundered after him.

But speed was Leo's game. Compared to a jaguar, the bear's run was clumsy. Even when Leo slowed deliberately, letting it think it had a chance, he still pulled away in a heartbeat.

The bear lunged one last time, only to crash face-first into the dirt. Its nose met the earth with a sickening crunch.

Groaning, humiliated, the beast finally gave up and slunk back to its cave, growling under its breath.

Powerless fury, Leo thought with a smirk as he trotted home.

But what he found there wiped the grin from his face.

The tigress was back.

Leo's jaw clenched. Seriously? Didn't I beat you hard enough the first time?

Yet when she saw him, her dull eyes lit up like stars, burning with something far too intense.

Leo's heart skipped. What the hell? That look... no way. She's not a masochist, is she?

The tigress padded forward, rubbing against him, eyes soft and shining, her rough tongue dragging across his fur.

Leo shuddered. His human soul recoiled. Whatever game she was playing, he wanted no part of it.

He shoved her back with a heavy paw and snarled.

"Don't pull that on me. Stay away!"
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Chapter 13 - Hunting Skills Matter
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The first rays of dawn spilled into the cave, warm and golden. Leo stirred, blinking awake beneath the sunlight.

Ever since he'd claimed this cave, his sense of security had soared. At last, he could sleep deeply, peacefully.

Stretching his limbs wide, he felt strength coursing through every muscle, as if he could take on the whole rainforest.

Except-his stomach growled again.

That was the curse of a big body: no matter how much he ate, hunger always came back within a day or two. He wasn't like an anaconda that could gorge once and live half a year.

And then there was the tigress. She had practically glued herself to him, even wanting to sleep at his side.

Leo couldn't stand it. How could I trust her so easily? This was the cave he'd fought for, the territory he'd earned. A defeated tigress had no right to share it.

Besides, what if one night she snapped and "crunched" him in his sleep? Death by carelessness-there was no shortage of fools who'd gone that way.

Caution was survival.

Still, Leo wasn't cruel enough to drive her off entirely. She hadn't threatened his life yet, and she was... well, kind of cute.

But he couldn't keep calling her "the tigress." She was a jaguar, after all. So he gave her a name from an old game he used to play: Julie.

Even with a name, though, he kept his guard up. No way he'd let her follow him on hunts. Hunting was dangerous-if he got injured, she might not help him, she might finish him off.

That was why large predators rarely fought to the death. A "victory" often left them crippled, unable to deter rivals. In the jungle, a hollow win was just a slower death.

Julie, however, didn't see it that way. The moment Leo set out to hunt, she trotted after him, tail wagging, eager as a cub.

He ignored her. To him, she was more like an overeager pet than a partner.

He sprinted off, and within minutes, Julie was left behind.

Alone, Leo scaled the tallest tree nearby. From its crown, the world unfolded before him-a hunter's map.

Scanning east, south, and west, nothing worthwhile appeared. But in the north-

His eyes lit up.

A herd of alpacas, fifty or sixty strong, grazing lazily.

Alpacas looked docile, even silly, but they weren't fools. They felt emotions, posted sentries, and bolted at the faintest hint of danger.

Leo knew charging head-on would only scatter them. Sure, he could catch one eventually, but brute force wasn't the point.

Every hunt was practice. Hunting wasn't just strength. It was everything-scouting, stalking, striking, chasing, killing.

That was why this mattered. He had to sharpen all those edges, not just rely on raw power.

Crouching low, muscles coiled, Leo moved.

Every step was measured, silent. Not a twig snapped beneath his paws. He wove through thick brush, letting branches veil his form, his control so precise the leaves barely rustled against
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