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Chapter 1: A New Life
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"Beep beep beep beep~ Beep beep beep beep~"

The alarm shrilled like a death sentence, dragging Leon out of his dreamscape.

Still half-asleep, he groped around beside the pillow for his phone.

Clatter!

The sound of the phone hitting the floor snapped him fully awake.

"Damn it! Screen protectors these days are way too flimsy."

Squinting at the shattered screen displaying 6:50 AM, Leon sighed over losing yet another 9.9 yuan protector.

It was Monday—a day so cursed even a dog would shake its head at it.

He had the strong urge to chuck the phone and crash right back into bed.

But thoughts like that were fleeting. Everyone talked about "lying flat," but how many really did it?

Leon brushed his teeth with eyes closed, moving like a machine.

It wasn’t just the mind-numbing work or boring routine that wore him down anymore.

Somewhere along the way—maybe in college, maybe after he started working—his body had started to decline.

He’d just turned 26, yet every morning felt like he was dragging himself up from the grave, and Little Leon couldn’t even be bothered to get up.

He joked aloud, "No way someone in their twenties needs kidney tonics, right? Right?"

Yet even when buying instant noodles, he preferred the ones that came with goji berries.

He tried doing planks to build core strength.

But before the YouTube ad had even finished, his back cried out like it had endured an entire episode. Saying he was "wrecked" might be dramatic—but "totally busted"? Absolutely accurate.

Leon had dreams once.

A straight stick could transform him into a wandering swordsman from an ancient epic.

An empty soda bottle made him feel like the happiest person on Earth.

Watching ants gather around rice grains, he believed he was destined to become a biologist.

But those straight sticks ended up smacking his backside. In the sleek, modern office towers he worked in, not an ant was in sight. Only the cheap soda remained, and even that didn’t taste as sweet anymore.

The spider-web cracks in the phone glared at him—it was 21:44.

Leon let out a long sigh. Not too bad—just an extra half hour of work today. As for 6 PM to 9 PM? That was "voluntary overtime." As compensation, the company generously offered a free dinner.

Factoring in the walk to the subway, the ride home, and then biking from the station to his rented place, he’d get home by around 11 PM.

Rest a little, tidy up, wash up—and it’d be tomorrow already.

Only after midnight did Leon truly feel like he had time to himself. A time when he could do whatever he wanted.

He stood up and looked around his cubicle. The tapping of keyboards still echoed faintly.

"I’m heading out now."

The key clacking paused briefly in acknowledgment.

Leon walked into the elevator, light-footed, feeling oddly weightless in both body and mind.

"I should play fewer games tonight and get to bed early," he reminded himself.

The sudden drop of the descending elevator helped him abandon that train of thought—until it hit him:

Why does this drop feel so intense?

Before he could answer, the lights dimmed rapidly—and then everything went dark.

Thud!

The sound of his body hitting the elevator floor was the last thing he heard.

When Leon regained consciousness, he was greeted by a splitting headache.

"How long was I out? Guess there goes this month’s perfect attendance bonus..."

Even so, a strange sense of relief crept in. For many office workers, falling sick almost felt like a form of paid vacation.

But when he opened his eyes, he wasn’t in a hospital room.

He was in a small, cramped bedroom.

The space was cluttered, and the desk was piled high with English books.

The unfamiliar surroundings triggered something in his mind. A flood of memories surged in like cream through a puff pastry, forcibly cramming into his brain.

"I... transmigrated?"

Leon walked to a mirror as he sorted through the memories.

The reflection showed a thin, black-haired, black-eyed boy wearing thick black-rimmed glasses. His face looked almost exactly like Leon’s—at least 90% alike.

"What is this? A parallel version of me?"

The original owner's name was also Leon, a high school student in a small town in Florida, USA.

Even their backgrounds were nearly identical—orphans from a young age.

The original Leon had lived with an uncle named Jim, who had recently died in a "zero-dollar shopping" incident three months ago.

His only inheritance: this small house and a modest sum of money.

Life had been rough since then—as evidenced by the swollen bruise on his forehead.

Leon recalled: the injury happened yesterday, the last day of school before summer break.

He was walking past the sports field when a football slammed into his head.

And this wasn’t the first time.

Judging by the other kid’s sarcastic apology, it was obviously intentional.

It wasn’t unusual. In American high schools, kids like Leon—good grades, weak physique, poor at sports—were often ostracized.

The original Leon had learned to endure it, focusing only on graduating. Everything else, he tolerated.

But this Leon wasn’t having it. Sure, physical pain was one thing. But a grown man in his twenties being bullied by teenagers? That hit his pride hard.

Thankfully, summer break had started—no need to face them anytime soon.

Aside from those grievances, Leon was quite satisfied with his new body.

Thin and nearsighted? No problem. He was seventeen—youth itself was his greatest asset.

No matter what, it was far better than his previous overworked, beaten-down body.

And this was America—the land that countless people risked everything to reach. It had its perks.

The only downside? This world had no supernatural powers. The timeline was the same as before, and he couldn’t exploit any knowledge gap to his advantage.

Leon rolled his neck and stretched with a yawn.

"Whatever. I’m already at rock bottom. Any step I take is up from here."

No sooner had he finished speaking than stars danced before his eyes and his vision darkened again.

"Am I dying?"

He paused for several seconds—only to realize he was just starving and experiencing low blood sugar.

Probably burned too much energy processing all those memories. Plus, this body was already weak.

Following his memories, he stumbled to the kitchen—only to find it nearly empty. The tools were all there, but the food wasn’t.

Clinging to a final shred of hope, he opened the fridge.

Inside: half a hamburger and two-thirds of a leftover pizza.

He shoved both into the microwave, set the time and temperature, and stood watch.

As the food reheated and started to glisten again, Leon couldn't help but marvel:

"Man, say what you will, but American junk food really is dirt cheap."

Take this Burger King beef burger—it only cost $1.99. Back home, that wouldn’t even buy half a burger.

Ding!

The microwave chimed.

He grabbed the slightly hot burger. The aroma of reheated beef filled his nose—it was pure bliss.

He’d never thought a day-old burger could taste this good.

In less than two minutes, the food was gone.

With a satisfied burp, Leon suddenly saw a flicker of something flash in front of his eyes.

This time, something was happening.
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Chapter 2: Attribute Panel
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[Breakthrough Point Gained: 0.03]

As the cold mechanical voice rang out in his mind, a glowing status panel appeared before Leon’s eyes.

Name: Leon
Strength: 6.91
Constitution: 7.03
Reflexes: 10.26
Spirit: 13.14
Breakthrough Points: 0.03
[Note: Standard values for an average adult male are 10 across all attributes]
If "heart racing at 180 bpm" were a mood, it’d be the perfect description of Leon at this moment.

The rush he felt was even more intense than the time he held hands with his middle school crush during a ballroom dance.

Sure, two of his stats were clearly below average, but Leon didn’t care. As long as he could climb up from here, even the lowest starting point had a future.

Unlike his past life—where, despite being above average in many areas, he couldn’t see any path forward. That kind of despair came from seeing your future too clearly... or from not seeing one at all.

After calming himself down, Leon began to seriously analyze his current situation.

Besides the attribute panel, the key clue had been the initial flash of text: [Breakthrough Point Gained: 0.03].

So, what had he been doing right at that moment?

His eyes drifted to the burger wrapper still slick with grease.

To confirm his suspicion, Leon quickly gulped down the leftover pizza with a bit of water.

Normally, he wouldn’t be able to finish that much food, but his focus wasn’t on fullness right now.

Sure enough, two or three minutes after finishing the pizza, the prompt appeared again:

[Breakthrough Point Gained: 0.05]

"So... eating gives me breakthrough points?" he muttered.

"But that makes no sense. The food’s barely hit my stomach, it’s not even been digested yet."

"Then again, screw science. If it actually worked, I wouldn’t be seeing a stats panel right now."

It took Leon only a second to snap out of his logical rabbit hole.

No point obsessing over how it worked—what mattered was figuring out the rules and exploiting them to the fullest.

He immediately conducted a series of tests: exercise, reading, talking, drinking water, squishing bugs...

Ultimately, it seemed that only eating would generate breakthrough points.

He also discovered that he could allocate those points directly to his attributes just by willing it.

Which made things simple—he might not be good at much, but he could definitely eat.

Glancing back at his panel, he decided not to touch his relatively high Reflexes and Spirit for now. Between Strength and Constitution, the choice was easy—Constitution.

After dealing with chronic fatigue and a steadily declining body in his previous life, Leon understood well: strength mattered, but constitution was the foundation.

Plus, he still had a bump on his head. Improving his constitution would speed up healing too.

Name: Leon
Strength: 6.92
Constitution: 7.13
Reflexes: 10.26
Spirit: 13.14
Breakthrough Points: 0
[Note: Standard values for an average adult male are 10 across all attributes]
Even though Constitution only rose by 0.1, Leon could feel the change.

The fatigue that had clung to him vanished.

And for the first time, he felt fully connected to this new body—like he truly had control over it.

Considering the change was only about a 1.4% boost—less than a day’s normal fluctuations—he would never have noticed it before.

Leon suspected this heightened sensitivity came from his Spirit stat being 30% higher than average.

Now that he had a grip on things, he checked his finances.

Even counting the coins hidden in his drawer, his total savings amounted to a little over $3,200.

Not a bad amount for a student—assuming he didn’t have to pay household expenses.

But the rural home he inherited came with an $800 annual property tax.

And the inheritance he received, after taxes, barely covered tuition.

Without government assistance, he wouldn’t have made it this far.

As for college? The original Leon never even considered it—not because he couldn’t get in, but because he couldn’t afford it.

He didn’t want to spend the next decade drowning in student loans.

And this new Leon? He wasn’t planning to waste time on some worthless degree either. He had only one goal now: get stronger.

He had just eaten the last of the food in the house.

There was a small corner store nearby, but Leon decided instead to ride out to the large supermarket in town—on the same hand-me-down bike that even the eight-year-old next door thought was lame.

For one, the big store had more variety and cheaper prices.

Secondly, he wanted to burn energy along the way, so he could eat more when he got back.

To carry more, he even strapped a wooden crate to the back of the bike. Between that, the front basket, and the handlebars, he could actually haul quite a lot.

As he hopped on the bike, Leon felt like he was back in middle school again.

His body was still scrawny, but that youthful energy—he hadn’t felt it in years.

Riding the rickety old bike down a long straight road, flanked by vast fields, Leon felt like he had endless strength.

...Or so he thought.

After six or seven kilometers, his legs were starting to give out and his speed slowed dramatically.

And he wasn’t even halfway to the supermarket yet.

It was discouraging—but on the bright side, his appetite had returned.

"Honk honk!"

A car horn blared behind him. Turning his head, Leon saw it was Miss Sheila from next door.

From what he remembered, she’d helped him out more than a few times over the years.

For a lonely Chinese kid, that was no small blessing.

Sheila was in her thirties, single, and other than having a sharp tongue, she was pretty much perfect.

"Hey, kid! Where are you off to? I swear, keep pedaling like that and you’re gonna drop dead right here."

Blonde hair, fair skin, and cherry-red lips speaking in a teasing drawl—it was hard to say no to that.

"I—I think I can manage, thank you, Miss Sheila."

But just then, new information popped into Leon’s vision, and he swallowed the rest of his sentence.

Name: Leon
Strength: 6.93
Constitution: 7.16
Reflexes: 10.26
Spirit: 13.14
Breakthrough Points: 0
Skill:
[Cycling] 5/100 (Novice)
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Chapter 3: Supermarket Run
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Leon noticed something new at the bottom of his panel: a skill labeled [Cycling].

He quickly realized that only actions performed after he acquired the panel counted toward unlocking skills.

As the skill activated, Leon felt an immediate difference—he suddenly became one with his bike. It was as if he instinctively understood its structure and could maneuver it with ease.

He also noticed something else: his Constitution had increased by 0.03 and his Strength by 0.01—just from the ride.

"Can regular cycling really improve the body this much?" he muttered, surprised. Still, strength was strength—he wasn’t complaining.

After Leon declined Sheila’s offer, she pursed her lips and gave him a lingering glance before nodding. Her habit was to respect other people’s choices.

"If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call me."

With that, she flashed a phone gesture, stepped on the gas, and her Ford Raptor roared away down the road.

After a brief rest and having the Cycling skill solidify in his system, Leon found his speed picking up again—faster and more efficient than before. Even pedaling no longer felt as tiring.

Roughly thirty minutes later, he arrived at a large supermarket in Hillsborough.

The 20-kilometer trip might have been just a warm-up for serious cyclists, but for Leon, it was a grueling challenge. The journey had taken him nearly fifty minutes in total.

He parked his bike and spent a few minutes cooling off in the AC by the entrance before heading inside.

American supermarkets, Leon found, could be summed up in one word: massive—in terms of space, shelf size, and item quantities.

Compared to China, the layout and organization were a bit rough. But that made sense. With low population density and vast land, America wasn’t the place for neighborhood markets or corner grocery stores.

Most families shopped for a week or two at a time. It also explained the popularity of pickup trucks.

Leon ignored the snacks and drinks and went straight to the fresh produce and meat section.

With his limited budget, it was smarter and healthier to cook for himself—and cheaper in the long run.

Red, marbled beef sat on display—just $5.90 per pound.

Leon paused to convert that in his head. One pound was about 0.9 jin. He picked a large piece that came to just over $20.

In fitness, beef was a go-to protein source. If he stir-fried it, he could stretch it across several meals. If grilled or pan-seared, it wouldn’t last long.

He added two cartons of large eggs—60 for $11.99. Eggs were cheap, nutritious, and versatile.

Two gallons of milk at $2.99 each (around 3.78 liters per gallon) went into the cart. They could be treated like water for now.

He skipped the pork. In many Western countries, pork—especially from uncastrated boars—tasted... funky, to put it mildly. Since beef wasn’t much more expensive, he’d just stick with that.

The vegetable section was pricier compared to what he was used to—especially anything labeled "organic," which sometimes cost more than meat.

Still, in the name of health, he grabbed some broccoli, carrots, spinach, and a few basic seasonings.

After a brief internal struggle, he also tossed in some Coke, chips, ice cream, and chocolate. It wasn’t just about indulgence—he wanted to test if different foods yielded different amounts of Breakthrough Points.

He added some basic daily necessities and clothes as well.

By the time he reached the register, his cart was overflowing. The total came out to nearly $300—knocking his savings below the $3,000 mark.

But Leon didn’t mind. This was an investment. Like any startup, he needed capital first. When he got stronger, this amount would be pocket change.

Armed with three massive grocery bags, he stood at the entrance of the supermarket and looked at his beat-up old bike with a sigh.

He’d be hauling at least 40 pounds on the return trip. He wasn’t sure who would give out first—him or the bike.

The extra weight made every pedal heavier, and the two bags hanging from the handlebars added a frustrating drag to steering.

By the time Leon got home, the sun had set.

Earlier he’d felt full, but now his stomach was growling.

He tore open a chocolate bar and downed it in two bites, chasing it with a big glass of milk. Finally, the hunger subsided a little.

Maybe it was the hunger, or maybe his Constitution had increased, but Leon noticed his appetite had grown.

Before, with his tiny stomach, a glass of milk would make him 70% full. A chocolate bar on top of that could pass as dinner.

But now? He was maybe 40% full. He could easily devour a double burger.

[Breakthrough Point Gained: 0.03]

The food gave him more than expected this time. But instead of adding it to his attributes, Leon turned his attention to the Cycling skill he had acquired earlier.

Skill:
[Cycling] 39/100 (Novice)
The return trip had added another 34 proficiency points. Judging by the distance, each kilometer added about two points.

With a single thought, Leon spent 0.01 Breakthrough Point, boosting Cycling proficiency by 5.

"Not worth it," he muttered, shaking his head. He invested the remaining points into Constitution instead.

Though exercise could improve it naturally, a higher Constitution meant more efficient energy use—and faster Breakthrough Point gains.

Dinner was simple: boiled broccoli, seared beef, and two poached eggs.

If this were a fitness diet, it would be bland and oily-free. But Leon wasn’t going natural—he was going point-boosted, so taste came first.

After dinner, he did another hour of cardio, freeing up stomach space. Before bed, he had another glass of milk and two more eggs.

That entire routine earned him 0.08 Breakthrough Points, and his Constitution increased by 0.02 naturally.

The most obvious effect? The dark bruise on his forehead had faded to a dull purple, and the swelling had completely subsided.

From experience, he knew most people wouldn’t heal this fast.

Clearly, raising his Constitution not only improved his baseline but also accelerated physical recovery.

By the time morning came, Leon was still in bed—but his little brother had already woken up before him.

He couldn’t help but smile to himself. "Yep. Everything’s back."

Just as he was getting dressed, he heard someone calling his name from outside the window.
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Chapter 4: First Earnings
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"Leon! Come out, I’ve got great news for you!"

Leon opened his window and saw a tall—not exactly athletic—white teenager with reddish-brown hair looking up at him.

With a sigh, Leon replied,
"For the last time, it’s Leon, not Lyon."
"And this so-called good news—does it really warrant me walking all the way down to open the door for you?"

The 6’2", slightly chubby teen chuckled awkwardly.
"Trust me, you’ll want in on this."
"So here’s the deal—Uncle Wilson got a big shipment of grain, but his body’s in no shape to unload it all into the warehouse. He asked the two of us to give him a hand."

Leon sighed. Moving grain hardly sounded like good news.

Still, he remembered that old man had helped him out in the past. Morally and practically, he couldn’t turn it down.

Besides, hauling grain was still physical exercise.

"Oh—and he’s paying us ten bucks each."

"Charles, my man, this can of Coke is all yours."

Leon was down the stairs in an instant, grabbing a can of Coke from the fridge for Charles—his neighbor and one of the few friends he had at school. The guy loved canned soda.

Charles Henry wasn’t just his neighbor—they were kindred spirits. Despite Charles’ height and size, his timid personality made him a frequent target for bullies, just like Leon. Naturally, they bonded.

When they arrived at Uncle Wilson’s warehouse, Leon glanced into the bed of the pickup truck. The grain sacks looked like a lot, but manageable for the two of them.

"No rush, boys," Uncle Wilson said from beneath a shady tree, puffing on a cigarette. "Take your time. Don’t hurt yourselves."

They both nodded and approached the truck.

Leon picked up a bag to test the weight. It was heavy, but grain wasn’t as dense as cement or sand. He guessed each bag weighed about 70–80 pounds.

Charles, without hesitation, hefted a sack and marched toward the shelving.

Leon took a half-squat position, bracing the bag on his shoulder. His body couldn’t handle brute force yet, so he had to use the most energy-efficient method.

Wilson raised an eyebrow in mild surprise. Leon didn’t look like the type to do manual labor, but he seemed to know what he was doing.

After five bags, Leon’s shirt was drenched, but his eyes remained sharp.

He checked his panel:

Name: Leon
Strength: 6.96
Constitution: 7.34
Reflexes: 10.26
Spirit: 13.14
Breakthrough Points: 0
Skill:
[Cycling] 39/100 (Novice)
In that short span, his Constitution had gone up by 0.01.

Sure, it was equivalent to a few mouthfuls of food’s worth of progress—but unlike food, which had a limit to how much you could eat, physical labor burned calories and freed up stomach space. It was a win-win.

After about fifteen minutes, Charles had finished his half.

Leon still had four sacks to go.

Despite improving physically since yesterday, he was still no match for Charles—who stood 6’2" and weighed 190 pounds.

When Charles tried to lift another sack, Leon stopped him with a quick gesture.

"You’re done. Go rest. I’ll finish the rest."

His voice wasn’t particularly forceful, but Charles instinctively obeyed.

Truth was, he relied on Leon for all his schoolwork—so when Leon said something, Charles listened.

By the time Leon finished the last few bags, his legs were trembling.

But in return, his Constitution increased again—now 7.35—and he received a crisp $10 bill.

After getting used to mobile payments, Leon found the ink scent of actual cash oddly appealing.

"If you ever need help again, Uncle Wilson, we’re happy to come lend a hand."

He gave a polite nod and left.

Ten bucks for half an hour’s work—exhausting, yes, but a great deal for a couple of students.

As the two teens walked off, Mrs. Wilson appeared, puzzled.

"Didn’t you buy all that grain for your cousin? Why go through all that trouble moving it to the warehouse?"

Uncle Wilson just chuckled,
"A bit of hard work and pocket money—that’s exactly what boys like them need."
Passing by Sheila’s house, Leon was instantly captivated by a flash of crimson.

She stood there in a blood-red dress that hugged her pear-shaped figure, wearing black suede heels.

Most seventeen-year-olds might consider her a bit curvy, but Leon—who had the mind of someone nearing thirty—thought her figure was perfection.

Golden hair, blue eyes, red lips—all set against porcelain skin. No accessories needed; her natural allure was magnetic.

Clearly dressed up, Sheila was carrying a plate of apple pie, heading out the door.

"You’re just in time. I was about to come find you. Since you’re here, why don’t you come in and sit for a while?"

Leon instinctively wanted to decline—until he saw the apple pie balanced on her chest. He swallowed hard.

"I’d love to."

Her place was spotless. A TV blared in the center of the living room, loud but unattended.

Leon figured it was a habit among people who lived alone—the TV wasn’t for watching, just for making the house feel less empty.

The apple pie was warm, sweet, crisp, and rich.

Too sweet for some maybe—but for someone who had just spent 30 minutes hauling grain, it was perfect.

After praising her baking skills, a short, awkward silence followed.

"So... do you usually watch shows like this?" Leon asked, glancing at the TV.

It was playing a competition show called Slap Force—two contestants standing on a stage, taking turns slapping each other until one tapped out.

KO rates were higher than in boxing. Some contestants passed out mid-round.

The risk was high, but so was the prize: a million dollars for the grand champion.

Leon had seen clips of it on short video apps, but this was the first time he’d seen a full episode on TV.

Weird shows like this weren’t uncommon in the U.S., especially for paid channels—whatever got views.

The topic got Sheila excited.

"You know, Leon, these kinds of competitions really get my blood pumping. I’m over thirty now—you gotta find your thrills somewhere."

"Plus, I used to be a sports therapist. I still like keeping up with all kinds of physical competitions."

Their conversation flowed more easily after that, and Leon got to know her better.

As he was about to leave, Sheila’s eyes lingered on him, and she said softly:

"If your body ever feels sore after a workout... you’re always welcome to come see me."
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Chapter 5: Amazon, Activate!
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Although Sheila had spoken warmly, Leon—who had worked in the corporate world long enough—knew better. That kind of talk was classic sales bait.

Sports therapy? Definitely not in his budget range. He had no intention of falling into that kind of consumer trap.

Nope—his scrawny body wouldn’t survive the bill, let alone the treatment.

Right now, what occupied Leon’s mind most was that million-dollar prize shown on the TV program.

He’d been thinking about ways to make money in his spare time. At the rate he was burning through cash, his savings wouldn’t last long.

If he wanted to level up more efficiently, he’d need higher quality food, supplements, maybe even a professional nutritionist.

Then there were workout machines, training gear, gym memberships—all of which cost money.

Everything was interconnected.

Back home, an idea sparked in Leon’s mind.

If Cycling could become a skill, then why not Tai Chi, Iron Shirt, Boxing, or Jiu-Jitsu?

After over an hour of online research, Leon finally settled on learning traditional martial arts.

In terms of results, modern martial arts were more competition-focused. Training was geared entirely toward one goal: dominating in the ring.

Traditional martial arts, on the other hand, were much more holistic—combining combat with health preservation, mental discipline, philosophy, and cultural heritage.

If he only cared about short-term gains, modern training would be better. But if he wanted a long-term direction to dive into, traditional martial arts offered more depth—and with his leveling system, slow learning curves and complex methods weren’t a problem.

The deciding factor, however, was cost. Modern martial arts were expensive. Coaches, sparring partners, venue rentals—all charged by the hour. Equipment wasn’t cheap either.

As for which art to study, he was inspired by a short-video creator he’d followed years ago, a guy named Gewu Yuan, who practiced a style called Tongbei Fist.

This fist style focused on striking with the fists and palms. Leon had seen videos of it splitting bricks with ease.

Many of those videos were either tricked-out or just brute-force smashes. But this practitioner’s Tongbei looked natural, fluid, and efficient—clearly a style with refined mechanics.

Famous Chinese actor Vincent Zhao had practiced this style and even won national martial arts championships.

Without hesitation, Leon jumped on Amazon and ordered a set of books on Tongbei Fist—it cost him several dozen dollars.

In today’s world, martial arts manuals weren’t considered sacred anymore. More often, it was a case of begging others to learn your family style—and still getting turned down.

All those "secret techniques"? Keep hoarding them and they’d get buried with you.

Over the next few days, Leon settled into a strict routine. It felt like his final year of high school all over again.

Whether it was the transmigration or his enhanced mental strength, or simply his disciplined schedule—every day he woke up naturally at 7 AM.

Breakfast consisted of a large glass of milk, three slices of whole wheat bread, and three boiled eggs.

Thanks to recent binge eating, it seemed his stomach and esophagus had adjusted. His food intake had grown even faster than his Constitution stat.

Every morning began with a 5-kilometer jog to warm up, followed by 10 kilometers of cycling, then some bodyweight training: push-ups, squats, pull-ups.

Before lunch, he’d even squeeze in an extra meal, aiming to eat as much as possible.

Afternoons were more relaxed. Twice that week, he helped out at Uncle Wilson’s farm, earning another $20.

The rest of the time, he just pedaled aimlessly around town—soaking in the local scenery.

He kept up a five-meals-a-day habit, which drained his week’s worth of groceries faster than expected.

Through ongoing experimentation, Leon discovered that food-based Breakthrough Point gains weren’t just about volume or calories. He needed balanced nutrition and awareness of his body's deficiencies.

Interestingly, single-movement exercises offered far less attribute improvement than complex, multi-joint movements—further confirming his decision to learn a martial art.

Ding dong!

The doorbell rang.

Leon stood up from the floor, wiped sweat from his forehead with a towel slung over his shoulder, and revealed a faint line of muscle forming along his arm.

Opening the door—just as expected—it was his delivery.

He’d waited five days for this package. Not bad by American standards, though he couldn’t help but think that back in China, this would’ve arrived by the next day—two or three days, tops.

Still, delivery time aside, Leon was excited.

Funny how in his past life, just doing Tai Chi in gym class nearly killed him, and now, here in America, he was diving into traditional martial arts. Life was weird like that.

He opened the box. Inside were several books—plus two DVDs with practice notes and movement breakdowns.

Leon didn’t rush into training. First, he carefully browsed through all the material.

The version he’d bought focused on the Qi family’s Tongbei Fist, the original lineage of the style.

Its power mechanics were summed up in 20 words:
Cold, sharp, crisp, fast, hard.
Deep, lasting, agile, soft, subtle.
Heavy, fierce, light, nimble, vibrating.
Hollow, sticky, connected, responsive.
These described the essence of the technique—especially the idea of "power flowing through both arms" as the core of Tongbei's strength.

A key training routine, "Xiao Lian Shou" (Small Linking Hands), was central to the Qi family’s combat method.

Leon also read that over the years, the Qi family had continued to refine the technique, even incorporating modern scientific principles. This made its methodology quite different from other styles.

Before he began actual training, Leon decided to check his current stats—so he could better evaluate the effectiveness of martial arts compared to regular exercise.

Name: Leon
Strength: 7.91
Constitution: 9.88
Reflexes: 10.30
Spirit: 13.16
Breakthrough Points: 0
Skills:
[Cycling] 152/200 (Proficient)
(Trait: Lower body strength & endurance +10%)
[Running] 12/200 (Proficient)
(Trait: Lung capacity +10%)
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Chapter 6: Practice
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Over the past five days, Leon had poured almost all of his Breakthrough Points into Constitution.

Combined with his daily high-intensity training, the result was a physical body that had finally reached the standard of a healthy adult male.

But don’t underestimate what that meant—because "standard healthy" didn’t equal "average."

In fact, Leon’s current Constitution probably exceeded that of 90% of ordinary people. For most folks, without consistent exercise and a proper routine, maintaining full health was nearly impossible.

Most people were like the former Leon—working adults stuck in sub-health, bodies gradually breaking down.

His regular running over the past few days had also leveled up his Running skill to Proficient.

Leveling up a skill not only granted better movement mechanics and technique—it also came with a surprise: a new green-text Trait.

For example, reaching Proficient in Cycling had granted a passive +10% boost to lower-body strength and endurance.

What surprised him most was that the increase didn’t come slowly—it hit him all at once. The moment he leveled up, he felt stronger.

In just five days, Leon had made more progress than he could’ve in five months with his old body.

His arms were now visibly toned, and his abs were starting to show.
Previously, he had visible abs, but only because he was underweight.
At 175 cm and only 55 kg, he’d looked like a stick insect.
Now? He’d gained two kilos and even grown a centimeter taller.
That might not sound like much, but his entire aura had changed.

To put it in simple terms: he’d gone from classic nerdy science kid to sunny athletic guy.

Satisfied with his current condition, Leon reopened the martial arts manual and began practicing the movements of Xiao Lian Shou.

The technique itself wasn’t complex, but the practice emphasized flow—hand positioning, foot placement, even body orientation had to shift smoothly with each movement.

At first, he could only go step-by-step, slowly mimicking each motion and stance, focusing on form.

Once he had the individual pieces down, the next step was to link them together fluidly.

Coordination and explosive power would take longer—those weren’t things he could master in a day.

Compared to that, the accompanying stance work (zhan zhuang) was far simpler. After just half an hour, Leon felt like he’d grasped the basic posture.

By sunset, every joint in his body ached with soreness.

But frustratingly, his panel still showed no sign of a new skill called Tongbei Fist.

Even the stance work didn’t register as a skill.

Clearly, what he thought was correct posture was still far from the real thing.

Still, Leon wasn’t discouraged. If he could master it in just half a day, that would’ve been weird.

All things considered, he’d made solid progress—at least he’d memorized every move in the sequence.

Leon could tell his memory had improved drastically since his past life working a corporate job.

Back in high school, his memory had been decent. But college brought sleep deprivation, all-nighters, and endless screen time—all of which steadily eroded his brainpower.

By the time he started working full time, his recall had declined even more.

Forgetting keys or leaving things behind had become daily occurrences. If he didn’t write out task lists, something would always slip through the cracks.

At one point, he honestly feared early-onset dementia.

But now? He could memorize a whole routine and recall every detail with crystal clarity. His memory had clearly surpassed its previous peak.

That day’s practice had exhausted him more than his usual workouts.

—
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For dinner, Leon made a big pot of beef stew with tomatoes and potatoes. Thanks to his upgraded physical attributes, his senses—taste and smell included—had also improved noticeably.

He was quite proud of how it turned out.

In cooking, a chef’s sharp palate and keen nose are foundational. If you can’t taste your own food, don’t expect anyone else to enjoy it.

Before eating, Leon scooped a bowl and headed to his neighbor’s house.

After all, Sheila had brought him food before, and they’d gotten along well. He figured this was the polite thing to do.

Standing at her door, he rang the bell.

Thump thump thump.

Sounded like bare feet dashing across a wooden floor.

The footsteps paused, then the door opened—revealing a slightly flushed and very surprised Sheila.

She looked like she’d just finished a workout: a black sports bra on top, black yoga pants below, and no shoes.

A faint sheen of sweat glistened on her forehead, and her cheeks were tinged red.

"Leon, is this... for me?" she asked, her expression lighting up.

The smell hit her as soon as the door opened—rich, savory, mouthwatering.

"Yeah," Leon nodded.
"Not sure if it’s to your taste, though."
Oddly, his heart was racing. Maybe he’d just pushed himself too hard during training.

"How about you come in and eat with me?" she offered. "It’s way too much for one person, and I’ve got some pastries baking in the oven too."

She had intended to simply thank him, but the words shifted mid-sentence.

Something about Leon felt different from a few days ago. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but if she had to describe it...

He had more of a manly aura now.

"Uhh, probably not—I still have rice cooking at home..." Leon replied, suddenly flustered. He had only intended to drop off a dish—not end up sharing dinner.

But before he could finish declining, Sheila grabbed his arm and pulled him inside.

"I must’ve overtrained today. My body has no strength left to resist."

Leon’s mind was spinning.

In the living room, a large yoga mat lay in the center, and the TV was still playing a yoga class. The scent of butter and sugar hung faintly in the air.

Once seated on the couch beside her, Sheila gave him a once-over and raised an eyebrow.

"Did you work out today?" she asked, eyeing his build.
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Chapter 7: Full-Body Recovery
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Sheila noticed the subtle redness on Leon’s exposed skin—signs of exertion that, with her experience, told her his training volume had been intense.

When she asked, Leon didn’t hide anything. He shared his entire training plan over the past few days, even mentioning his self-study of Tongbei Fist.

Part of the reason he was open about it was to mentally prepare those around him. His body was improving by the day, and soon people would start noticing.

What surprised Leon was that Sheila didn’t find his interest in traditional martial arts strange at all.

What he didn’t know was that in the U.S., traditional martial arts actually had a sizable following. Proportionally speaking, it was even more popular than back in China.

Sheila simply advised him to seek out a professional instructor—it would save time and help him build a more solid foundation.

Leon politely agreed, but in truth, he had no intention of hiring a coach.

Sure, a good teacher might speed things up, but he didn’t think it would drastically change the outcome.

After all, he had the skill panel. Every time he practiced, he could monitor his progress through proficiency gains, helping him judge whether his movements were correct.

And once a skill leveled up, he’d gain a flood of related experience and muscle memory.

So paying big bucks for a master? Not really worth it.
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The beef stew Leon had made with tomatoes and potatoes turned out tender and flavorful. The color might not have been the most appetizing, but the taste and aroma were flawless.

Since Sheila didn’t have rice at home, Leon settled for eating it with bread instead.

"You don’t want any carbs?" he asked.

"I usually limit my carb intake at dinner. The potatoes in this are more than enough."

Leon nodded. Everyone had different dietary needs. No wonder her figure was so well-maintained.

Sheila dabbed her lips with a napkin and then smiled at Leon.

"Honestly, I should be getting more protein."

"You’re right," Leon replied, still focused on his bowl. "Can’t work out without protein."

He scooped up the last of the broth with a piece of bread and cleaned the pot.

"Alright, now let’s move on to the next step," Sheila said, standing up.

At 5'7", with her figure and workout gear, she cut quite an imposing figure.

"Huh? Next step?" Leon blinked in confusion.

"Just trust me," Sheila said with a calm but commanding tone. "I promise your body will feel amazing afterward."

"Now, take off your shirt and lie down on the yoga mat."

"...Uh, is this not a little sudden?" Leon asked, startled. "I just ate..."

Sheila chuckled, seductive and relaxed.

"No need to move. You just relax."

Leon hesitated—but his body betrayed him. He obediently took off his shirt, revealing a lean, toned torso, and laid down on the yoga mat.

"Wait a sec."

Sheila disappeared into another room, swaying her hips as she walked.

When she returned, her hands were full of various tools and supplies, leaving Leon speechless.

He had questions, but didn’t quite know how to phrase them.

Then her warm hands—blended with massage oil—began to knead his muscles, and Leon realized:

He was getting a full-body massage for free.

"...Is that ice? And a hot towel?"

"For acute muscle strain, ice packs help reduce capillary bleeding," Sheila explained smoothly as she worked. "But for older bruises or soreness, heat promotes blood circulation."

She suddenly paused, then added, slightly awkward:

"You guys have a phrase in Chinese medicine, right? ‘Activate blood and dissolve stasis.’ That’s what I’m doing."

Leon let out a relaxed sigh.
"Didn’t expect you to know TCM."
"Of course," Sheila replied proudly. "Actually, quite a bit of traditional Chinese medicine is really helpful in sports rehab."

She held up the bottle of oil.
"This one’s imported from China."
Leon gave her a big thumbs-up.

By the time she finished the session, Leon felt physically fantastic—but a bit mentally conflicted.

He couldn’t help but think:

A massage like that would go for $298 easy... add a hundred if it’s in the States...

His gaze wandered to Sheila’s figure as she turned away, and mentally added another hundred.

Looking at his nearly empty wallet, Leon sighed.
He really couldn’t afford this kind of "care." Not regularly, anyway.
All he could do was sincerely thank her.
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Later that night, back at home, he ate a second dinner—leftover beef stew and rice that had been warming in the cooker all evening.

[Breakthrough Point +0.05]

In his past life, he would’ve stressed over late-night snacking. Was it unhealthy? Would it make him fat?

But now? He ate whenever he had time and energy. It was all about eating with purpose.

His increasing Constitution had elevated his basal metabolic rate, and with the amount of exercise he was doing, eating less actually left him feeling worse.
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The next morning, Leon woke to the early rays of sunlight and stretched with satisfaction.

His whole body ached, but not unbearably. Everything felt like it was within healthy limits.

He figured it was partly because his body had adapted to the workout intensity—and partly thanks to Sheila’s massage.

The results were undeniable. If only it weren’t so expensive.

A quick online search reminded him that even hiring someone to fix a leaky pipe cost over a hundred dollars. Professional bodywork? Easily double that.

Labor costs in the U.S. were no joke.
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After his usual warmup, Leon skipped his cycling and jogging routines for the day.

Instead, he resumed practicing Xiao Lian Shou, the foundational form of Tongbei Fist.

Yesterday’s full day of practice had boosted his Constitution from 9.88 to 10.03—a 0.15 gain.

By comparison, the same amount of time spent running and biking over two days had increased his Constitution by about 0.22.

Not a huge difference—and especially impressive considering he hadn’t even officially unlocked the martial arts skill yet.

Finally, Leon was able to take off his glasses—his stats had pushed his body past that threshold.

And given that both Cycling and Running had reached Proficient, the stat growth from Xiao Lian Shou looked quite promising.

Leon estimated that once he reached Basic proficiency in it, the gains would rival—if not surpass—those two skills.
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Chapter 8: Allocating to Spirit
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Tongbei Fist emphasized the harmony of "hands, eyes, body, technique, and footwork." Just the hand techniques alone included 108 solo drills.

Each drill could be broken down into form, power, and application.
Only after mastering the form could one begin to explore how to generate power and apply it in combat.
To put it simply: first, you learn the movement. Then, you understand how to deliver force through it. Finally, you learn how to apply it in real fights.

As for "eye technique," it supported hand technique—like learning how to read an opponent or anticipate their moves.

"Body technique" was foundational to generating power. Without it, any strength used would be raw force, not refined power.

In other words, you'd be relying on isolated muscle movement rather than utilizing your entire body efficiently.

Solo drills for force training were, in essence, a way to strengthen body mechanics and movement pathways.

Only when all three—form, power, and application—were in sync, could one claim to have a basic level of combat readiness. After that came "linked movements," which would mark the start of real sparring capability.

After reading all of this, Leon found himself genuinely in awe of the depth and sophistication of Chinese martial arts.

No wonder traditional martial arts had declined in popularity.

Setting aside the question of whether they were effective in real combat—the entry barrier alone was enough to make most people give up before seeing any progress.

According to the manuals, even the most basic level of entry typically took months.

But Leon wasn’t worried. His skill panel ensured that every motion he practiced was on the right track. No wasted effort. No risk of self-injury from improper form.

From the moment he started training Tongbei Fist, Leon had stopped putting all his Breakthrough Points into Constitution and instead started saving them.

He wanted to experiment—what would happen if he invested in Spirit or Reflexes?

After breakfast, he had accumulated 0.24 Breakthrough Points.

He hadn’t allocated them earlier because he feared that if the increase was too minor, he might not notice any change at all.

He began by following along with the instructional video on the DVD, mimicking the full routine—clumsily and awkwardly.

Even with his improved memory, a night’s sleep had left some gaps. His movements weren’t fluid—let alone graceful.

After assessing his current baseline, Leon dumped all of his Breakthrough Points into Spirit.

Name: Leon
Strength: 7.92
Constitution: 10.03
Reflexes: 10.30
Spirit: 13.40
Breakthrough Points: 0
Skills:

Cycling: 152/200 (Proficient)
(Trait: +10% leg strength & endurance)
Running: 12/200 (Proficient)
(Trait: +10% lung capacity)
The moment he upgraded Spirit, Leon felt a refreshing, minty sensation flood through his brain—as if his mind had been dunked in cool water.

It passed quickly, though. If you asked him whether he felt drastically different—he honestly couldn’t say.

After all, a 2% boost to Spirit wasn’t exactly a seismic leap.

But during the next practice session, he began noticing subtle differences.

His thoughts were more active. While performing each move, he found himself visualizing the posture internally.

At the same time, questions naturally bubbled up in his mind:

Why is this movement generating force in this direction?
Would adjusting this angle better suit my body mechanics?
Should I exhale at this point to release power more smoothly?
Thoughts like these emerged continuously as he trained.

His stance practice also took on new depth.

He realized that zhan zhuang (standing post) wasn’t just about looking the part. There was meaning beneath the posture—what parts of the body were being trained, and why.

You couldn’t truly "enter the door" without understanding why you stood that way.

Most people couldn’t multitask like this during training. But this wasn’t what martial arts called "distraction"—it was mindful training. In traditional terms, it was called insight or 悟性.

Leon’s body moved, and his mind followed.
Theory and practice danced together.
Even though many of these insights were still vague, the sense of progress felt very real.

And that sense of progress became a kind of momentum—a feedback loop that kept him motivated to train.

By the time he snapped out of his flow state, his whole body was aching from fatigue—and he realized it was already noon.

He normally had a mid-morning meal around 10 a.m., and with all the non-stop physical and mental exertion, he was absolutely starving.

Apparently, boosting Spirit also increased his energy consumption.

Leon couldn’t help but wonder:

What if I had boosted Spirit first instead of Constitution?
Would my body have even been able to handle it?
He opened the fridge—it was almost empty.

So he just took out everything and cooked it all.

Roughly estimating, his current daily intake matched two adult males of his size.

It wasn’t an absurd appetite—many bodybuilders ate more—but it still strained his already tight budget.

After a hearty meal, he rested for an hour, then hopped on his beat-up bike and headed to the supermarket.

The moment he mounted it, his body automatically adjusted to an optimized riding posture.
His Cycling skill had become so polished that he was now on par with seasoned hobbyists.
This particular ride was around 17 kilometers, and Leon finished it in just forty minutes.

That’d be impressive on a road bike—but on a single-speed women’s commuter bike?

Anyone who saw it would be left speechless.

He got off, wiped his sweat, did a two-minute cooldown stretch, and checked his stat panel.

More growth.

His Cycling proficiency increased by 34 points, and both Constitution and Strength rose by 0.03 and 0.01, respectively.

With a couple of shopping trips under his belt, Leon went straight for the discount aisle.

It wasn’t that he couldn’t afford organic—it was just that discounted goods offered better value.
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Chapter 9: Cycling Mastery
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As the saying goes: Training is 30%, nutrition is 70%.

In his downtime, Leon had been studying online about balanced diets and nutrition. So when it came to grocery shopping, he knew exactly what to buy.

He loaded up on high-protein foods like beef, eggs, and fish, as well as vitamin-rich fruits and vegetables. He even grabbed nutrient-dense offal—things like liver, hearts, and kidneys. These weren’t just good for him—they were dirt cheap in the U.S.

Items that were expensive back in China—chicken feet, pig ears, pork intestines—were practically being given away here because Americans didn’t like eating them.

Leon didn’t fuss over "sugar-free" or "low-fat" labels either.

Even though his physique had improved a lot, he was still fairly lean, so daily intake of fats and sugars was actually essential for him.

Plus, people love sugar and oil for a reason—it’s biological. These things feel good.

By the end of his shopping trip, he’d spent close to $300, and his bank account was creeping dangerously close to the $2,000 line.

But Leon wasn’t worried. Sharpening your tools before chopping wood was time well spent.

At this stage, trying to earn money while training would slow down his progress too much. Once his physical condition surpassed that of ordinary people, making money would be easy.

He hung the bags on his bike like a professional mover.
Honestly, the weight made his battered step-through bike groan in protest.
Fortunately, once he got past the initial momentum, it wasn’t too hard to pedal again.

His Cycling skill had reached 186/200—he was just a few kilometers away from leveling it up.

Motivated, Leon went full throttle.

"Whoosh!"

A black blur zipped past the two Eric brothers.

"Was that a bicycle?" one of them asked.

"Yep," said the other. "And it was a damn step-through city bike loaded with bags."

"You’re kidding."

"Dead serious. And this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Let’s go!"

The older brother dropped his energy drink and grabbed his carbon-fiber road bike to give chase.

His buzzcut younger brother was stunned. They’d just stopped for a quick break during their usual training ride. Now this?

No time for questions—he jumped on his own bike and followed.

Norman Eric was a fairly well-known name in the local cycling community. But he swore he’d never seen anyone go that fast while hauling that much weight on a city bike.

He rose slightly in his saddle, shifting his center of gravity. The road bike began weaving as he pedaled harder, quickly ramping up his speed.

One minute... two minutes... three minutes...
Still no sign of the rider.
Norman started to doubt himself—had he imagined it?

He cranked up his cadence even higher, muscles burning, and finally spotted a shadow up ahead.

There he was.

If this guy had been riding a proper road bike, Norman wasn’t sure he could’ve caught up.

"Hey! Wait up!" Norman shouted.

He figured the guy was slowing down—probably reaching his limit.

But Leon, still pedaling hard, was laser-focused on his skill panel:

Cycling: 199/200 (Proficient)
(Trait: +10% leg strength and endurance)
A breath later, the number changed:

Cycling: 0/400 (Mastery)
(Trait: +20% leg strength and endurance)
The green text of his trait turned blue—and the attribute bonus doubled.

Leon’s legs had started to give out during the sprint. But now, with the upgraded skill, it felt like his lower-body threshold had suddenly expanded.

A rush of knowledge and technique surged through his mind.
What had once been fragmented cycling know-how suddenly clicked into a full, organized system.
Even his body moved differently. His muscles acted on instinct—like they’d pedaled hundreds of thousands of times before.

The thrill of progress and the wind rushing past his ears drowned out everything else.

He didn’t hear Norman shouting behind him.

Instead of slowing down after such a long sprint, Leon’s speed increased.

Norman, who had finally closed the gap, had just begun easing off—until he saw Leon pull ahead again.

What the hell?

He had no choice but to push harder.

Even with his years of cycling experience, this pace was exhausting.
But strangely, he wasn’t frustrated—he was excited.
Three more minutes passed before Leon finally heard someone calling out.

He glanced back, saw the other rider, and quickly assessed that he wasn’t a threat. Slowing down, he pulled off to the roadside.

Norman screeched to a stop
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