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Chapter 1: Solitude Amidst Forgotten Luxury

That morning, Jinhua City writhed under a thin blanket of mist slowly being dispelled by the sun. The skyscrapers, modern monuments of the prosperous Tianlong Empire, began to glow silver. But far from the bustle of the city center, in a quieter but no less grand residential district, a young man named Yang Bo was just starting his day. He was an anomaly amidst the luxury that surrounded him, an island of tranquility in a sea of ​​ambition.

The house where Yang Bo lives is an architectural masterpiece, a modern villa with elegant minimalist touches. Floor-to-ceiling glass walls offer views of the expansive, manicured gardens. The swimming pool shimmers in the morning light, inviting, yet Yang Bo never once touches it. He is a student at Jinhua University, a relatively small institution compared to the grandeur of Tianlong University, where the elite study. However, his intelligence transcends the campus, hidden beneath his aloof and reserved demeanor.

This morning, Yang Bo stood in the doorway, gazing around the house with a blank stare. His older brother, Gao Lin, a successful businessman whose name frequently graced the pages of the Tianlong Empire's economic news, had left to expand his business overseas, leaving the villa empty for nearly a year. Gao Lin, in his characteristic generosity, offered this residence to his younger brother, knowing full well that Yang Bo would refuse any other offer of luxurious accommodations. To Yang Bo, this house was simply a shelter, a roof over his head, not a symbol of status to be flaunted.

"It's quite... big," Yang Bo murmured softly, his voice barely a whisper amidst the oppressive silence. This was his first time setting foot in this house since his brother moved in. Gao Lin, always busy, had simply given him the key and a brief instruction over the phone: "It's all cleaned up, little brother. Just move in. Don't worry about anything."

However, the reality Yang Bo encountered was quite different. As he opened the main door, the smell of mustiness and dust immediately assaulted his senses. The morning light streaming through the large windows only further revealed the layers of dust that coated every surface. The thick curtains were slightly moldy, and small cobwebs dotted the corners of the ceiling. The house wasn't spooky in the sense of ghosts or the supernatural, but rather in its eerie silence, as if time had stopped since the last occupant left. The air felt stuffy, cold, and dull.

"Clean, you say?" Yang Bo snorted softly, a faint, almost imperceptible smile appearing at the corner of his lips. He wasn't surprised. Gao Lin had always been overly optimistic, or rather, too busy to notice small details like this. For Gao Lin, 'clean' probably meant no trash lying around.

Yang Bo entered the main living room, a grand space furnished with a wide cream-colored leather sofa, a white marble coffee table, and a tall bookshelf now covered in a thick layer of dust. Large windows overlooked the backyard, where the leaves of the trees were beginning to turn yellow, signaling the approach of autumn.

"Okay," he said again, this time in a firmer tone, as if talking to himself for motivation. "This is going to be an interesting project."

He took off his backpack, carefully placed it on the relatively clean floor, and began exploring every corner of the house. The kitchen, with its state-of-the-art stainless steel appliances, was also not spared from the dust. The upstairs master bedroom, which should have been a haven of privacy, felt cold and empty. Even the bathroom, with its jetted bathtub and rain shower, looked dull and slightly moldy.

Nothing moved in the house. There was no sign of life. Even the swimming pool, which had been sparkling this morning, now looked murky, with dead leaves floating on its surface.

Yang Bo, known to his friends as someone who didn't care about material things, wasn't intimidated or overwhelmed. To him, this was simply a logistical challenge. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and decided to start with the basics.

First, the windows. Fresh air was a priority. He opened every window downstairs, letting in a cool breeze and expelling the musty smell. The incoming sunlight seemed brighter now, but it also highlighted every dust particle dancing in the air.

Next, he searched for cleaning supplies. In a kitchen cupboard, he found a pile of old rags, a bottle of all-purpose cleaner, and a broom that looked like it hadn't been used in a while. With calm determination, Yang Bo began cleaning.

He started in the living room. First, he dusted the table tops, shelves, and windowsills. His movements were efficient and methodical. There were no complaints, no groans. Just complete concentration on the task at hand. He wiped the leather sofa with a damp cloth, buffing it until it shone. He swept the floor, gathering the dust and dead insects into a corner, then mopped it until it shone.

Time passed imperceptibly. Lunchtime arrived, but Yang Bo didn't notice. He was so immersed in his work. His physical energy wasn't extraordinary, but his perseverance was unmatched. When he felt thirsty, he simply grabbed a glass of water from the tap and went back to work.

It was late afternoon, and Yang Bo had just finished cleaning the downstairs. Her breath was a little labored, but her face showed satisfaction. The living room now looked much better. The afternoon sunlight streamed in, reflecting off the clean surfaces. The air inside the house felt fresher, no longer stuffy.

However, the work isn't finished yet. The upper floor awaits, and the back garden is starting to grow weeds.

"Not bad for a start," he murmured, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "At least I can sleep here tonight without feeling... suffocated."

He picked up his phone, which he had left lying on the table, and dialed the number of his best friend, Sun Hao. They both attended Jinhua University, and Sun Hao was his polar opposite: cheerful, talkative, and always trying to drag Yang Bo into various social activities.

"Hello, Yang Bo? What's up? It's unusual for you to call me this late in the afternoon," Sun Hao's cheerful voice came from the other end of the line. "Have you finally decided to join us for tea tonight?"

Yang Bo snorted. "Drinking tea? More like drinking beer and ending up with deafening karaoke."

"Well, you know!" Sun Hao laughed. "So, what do you think? Or are you still content in your hermit's den?"

"I've moved into my sister's house," Yang Bo informed. "And, uh, that 'hermit's den' needs a lot of attention."

"Wow, seriously? Gao Lin's house? The one with the swimming pool?" Sun Hao lied. "I heard it was like a palace! I thought you wouldn't want it."

"At first I didn't," Yang Bo admitted. "But, well... she insisted." He paused, taking a breath. "By the way, are you free tomorrow? I need a favor."

"What help? I know you never ask for help, unless there's a really complicated college assignment," Sun Hao said, his tone turning slightly suspicious.

"This isn't a college assignment," Yang Bo replied, his tone flat. "It's... cleaning the house."

A moment of silence fell. Then, Sun Hao burst out laughing. "You're kidding, right? Yang Bo, the 'anti-dust' guy, wants to clean the house? It must be such a mess that you have to ask for help."

"You can see for yourself tomorrow," Yang Bo said, ignoring his best friend's taunts. "I need some extra muscle, and you know I wouldn't ask anyone but you."

"Okay, okay, I'm coming!" Sun Hao finally gave in, his voice still laced with laughter. "What time? I'll bring some supplies, we can have a cleanup party."

"Nine o'clock in the morning," Yang Bo replied. "And don't forget to bring gloves and a mask. Trust me, you'll need them."

"You've got me dying of curiosity!" Sun Hao exclaimed. "Okay, see you tomorrow. I hope you don't turn into Cinderella after this."

Yang Bo hung up the phone, chuckling slightly. Sun Hao was always able to lighten his tense mood.

That night, after eating instant noodles he bought from a nearby convenience store, Yang Bo went upstairs to the master bedroom. He opened the curtains, letting in the moonlight and illuminating the room. He rolled out the simple folding mattress he always carried with him and placed it in the center of the room, away from the walls where dust might still collect.

He lay on the bed, staring up at the high ceiling. The house still felt quiet, but it was no longer so ominous. A slight warmth was beginning to fill the room, perhaps from the moonlight, or perhaps from the touch of her hand that had cleared away some of the silence.

Yang Bo closed his eyes, letting his body relax. His thoughts drifted, not to the mounting college assignments or the uncertain future, but to the serenity he felt in this moment. He didn't care about the luxury of this house. He didn't care about the social status attached to the Gao Lin name. To him, this house was a blank canvas, a challenge to be filled with peace and order.

He may be quiet, indifferent, and unconcerned with what others think. But beneath that facade lies a soul that values ​​order, cleanliness, and tranquility. And that night, amidst the forgotten splendor, Yang Bo finds a bit of all that. He falls asleep, ready to continue his battle against the dust and silence the next day.

That morning, Jinhua City writhed under a thin blanket of mist slowly being dispelled by the sun. The skyscrapers, modern monuments of the prosperous Tianlong Empire, began to glow silver. But far from the bustle of the city center, in a quieter but no less grand residential district, a young man named Yang Bo was just starting his day. He was an anomaly amidst the luxury that surrounded him, an island of tranquility in a sea of ​​ambition.

The house where Yang Bo lives is an architectural masterpiece, a modern villa with elegant minimalist touches. Floor-to-ceiling glass walls offer views of the expansive, manicured gardens. The swimming pool shimmers in the morning light, inviting, yet Yang Bo never once touches it. He is a student at Jinhua University, a relatively small institution compared to the grandeur of Tianlong University, where the elite study. However, his intelligence transcends the campus, hidden beneath his aloof and reserved demeanor.

This morning, Yang Bo stood in the doorway, gazing around the house with a blank stare. His older brother, Gao Lin, a successful businessman whose name frequently graced the pages of the Tianlong Empire's economic news, had left to expand his business overseas, leaving the villa empty for nearly a year. Gao Lin, in his characteristic generosity, offered this residence to his younger brother, knowing full well that Yang Bo would refuse any other offer of luxurious accommodations. To Yang Bo, this house was simply a shelter, a roof over his head, not a symbol of status to be flaunted.

Chapter 2: An Unexpected Encounter on the Edge of the City Forest

Several weeks had passed since Yang Bo had moved into his brother's house. With the help of the fussy but hardworking Sun Hao, the entire house was now clean and felt more alive. The upstairs was tidy, the backyard was well-tended, and the once murky swimming pool was now a clear blue, though Yang Bo still hesitated to touch it. He had transformed one of the upstairs bedrooms into a quiet study, surrounded by books and scientific journals. The peace and order he had longed for were now his.

His routine had already developed: wake up early, make some green tea, read for a while, then get ready for campus. Today, as usual, Yang Bo warmed up the engine of his battered motorcycle. It was an old, navy blue scooter that had been with him since his first year of college. While its engine wasn't as smooth as the sports bikes that often ply Jinhua's streets, it was reliable and fuel-efficient. A black full-face helmet was on his head, covering most of his handsome features. He didn't care about appearance, as long as it was practical.

It was a clear morning, a clear blue sky stretching over Jinhua City. Yang Bo drove slowly, enjoying the breeze against his body. The road to his campus, Jinhua University, passed through the edge of the "Jingyuan City Forest," a vast city park filled with shady trees and walking paths. It often served as an oasis of calm amidst the hustle and bustle of the metropolis.

As he passed a relatively deserted stretch of road, where the trees were thick and the tall buildings were covered in dense foliage, something caught his eye. At the side of the road, right under the shade of a maple tree whose leaves were beginning to turn yellow, stood a woman. She was tall, slender, and even from a distance, Yang Bo could see her elegant figure. A pearl-white automatic scooter lay crooked beside her, indicating that it had broken down.

The woman looked confused. Her long black hair was a bit messy, and she occasionally brushed it behind her ear. She wore an expensive-looking navy silk blouse paired with well-fitting black trousers. The high heels she was wearing seemed ill-suited to dealing with a stalled motorcycle. Her face showed a clear expression of frustration, as she occasionally kicked the tire gently, then tried to restart the engine, only to hear an empty tick-tick sound.

Yang Bo, who was naturally quiet and tended to be indifferent to his surroundings, initially only glanced at her. He wasn't the type to meddle in other people's affairs. However, something about the woman's frustrated expression caught his attention. She seemed so... out of place. In the quiet urban jungle, she was like a pearl dropped into the mud.

He slowed his motorcycle, hesitating for a moment. Normally, he would have kept going. But this time, for some reason, he felt the need to stop. Perhaps it was because he knew all too well what it felt like to be stranded in the middle of the road. Or perhaps it was a simple instinct to help.

Yang Bo pulled the brake lever, turned off his motorcycle's engine, and parked it a few meters behind the woman. He got off his bike and approached slowly. The woman was still busy trying to start it, unaware of his presence.

“Is there a problem?” Yang Bo’s voice was low and flat, slightly muffled by his helmet.

The woman jumped in surprise. She turned quickly, her wide eyes wary. Her gaze swept over Yang Bo from head to toe: the battered motorcycle, the simple clothing, the full-face helmet covering his face. She clearly hadn't expected anyone to appear from behind the trees.

"Excuse me?" he said, his voice a little strained. "Who are you?"

Yang Bo didn't answer the question. He simply pointed to the abandoned automatic scooter. "Did it break down?"

The woman sighed, as if slightly relieved that he wasn't a threat, but still suspicious. "Yeah. It just died. It wouldn't start again." She pointed to the gas tank. "There was still plenty of gas."

Yang Bo approached without a word. He bent down and carefully examined the engine of the woman's motorcycle. He looked at the gas tank, and sure enough, the needle was just over a quarter full. He tried to start the engine, listening for a faint clack-clack sound. Then, he checked the spark plug. His nimble hands opened a small cover on the side of the motorcycle.

"Sparks?" the woman asked, slightly curious as Yang Bo calmly inspected the engine. She probably didn't expect this man on a battered motorcycle to know anything about engines.

Yang Bo nodded slowly. "I think the problem is with the spark plugs. Or maybe the carburetor." He touched a few parts of the engine, then stood up straight. "It can't be fixed here. It'll have to be taken to a repair shop."

The woman's face fell again. "Oh my... the workshop. And now I'm late for class." She looked at the watch on her slender wrist. "Professor Zhao will be furious if I'm late. He's known for being very strict."

Yang Bo simply observed the woman's frustrated expression. He was well aware of the reputation of stern lecturers, even at different campuses.

Chapter 3: Unexpected Help from a Stranger

The woman paused for a moment, staring at her motorcycle, then at Yang Bo. Her beautiful eyes flashed a mix of confusion, anxiety, and a hint of skepticism. She was Li Na, a student at Tianlong University, an elite university in Jinhua. Since childhood, she had been accustomed to having everything taken care of by others. Breaking down in the middle of the road was the worst-case scenario for her.

"So... what should I do now?" Li na asked, her voice sounding a little desperate. She glanced at Yang bo again, this time with a sharper assessment. He did seem odd, with his quiet demeanor and simple clothes, but he at least seemed to know what he was talking about when it came to motorcycle engines.

Yang Bo checked his watch. It was still early, and he had class in an hour. "If you want to hurry, I can take you to your campus first. We can push the bike to the repair shop afterward."

Li Na looked at him suspiciously. "Take me? On your motorbike?" She glanced at Yang Bo's beat-up motorbike. "And I have to ride that?"

Yang Bo nodded. "Otherwise, you'll be late. Or you could wait for a taxi here, but that would take longer."

Li Na hesitated. On the one hand, she didn't like relying on strangers, especially a man she didn't know at all who looked like... well, she didn't want to judge, but Yang Bo was definitely not from her social circle. However, on the other hand, she could imagine Professor Zhao's angry face glaring at her in class. Her reputation on campus, and in the eyes of her family, meant everything. Professor Zhao could ruin her academic record with just one F.

"But... what about my motorbike?" Li Na asked.

"You can leave it here for a while, or we can push it to a safer side," Yang Bo offered. "After that, I'll take it to the nearest repair shop."

"You... you're going to lead him to the repair shop?" Li Na was shocked. That wasn't something any of her friends would do. Or even herself.

"Yes," Yang Bo answered shortly. "This motorbike can't move by itself."

Li Na remained hesitant. Her gaze shifted from her motorcycle to Yang Bo, then to her ticking watch. Every second felt like a threat. Professor Zhao wouldn't wait. The pressure of family expectations that had always weighed on her felt even heavier now. Her father had always stressed the importance of first impressions, the importance of a perfect appearance. And now she was stuck in the middle of the road, sweating, hair disheveled, next to a stranger on a battered motorcycle.

"Okay," Li Na finally gave in, her voice a little resigned. "But you have to promise to take my bike to a good repair shop."

Yang Bo just nodded. Promises were not something he said easily. He always keeps his words. "Come on. I'll put my spare helmet in the trunk of your motorbike, you can pick it up at the repair shop later."

Li Na was a little surprised. This man even had a spare helmet. She sighed, shaking off her doubts. Being late for Professor Zhao was far worse than riding a stranger's beat-up motorcycle.

Yang Bo lifted Li Na's automatic scooter and moved it to a safer side of the road, slightly hidden behind the bushes, to avoid obstructions and to protect it from theft. Then he turned and got back on his own motorcycle.

"Be careful," Yang Bo said as Li Na awkwardly climbed on the back of the car. Li Na hesitated for a moment, then gently placed a hand on Yang Bo's shoulder, keeping her distance. Yang Bo didn't care. He just wanted to see this woman off and get his motorcycle business over with.

They drove. Li Na, accustomed to luxury cars and smooth automatic scooters, felt a little uncomfortable on Yang Bo's old scooter. The vibrations were bone-chilling, and the engine's roar was much louder. However, she had to admit, Yang Bo was driving very carefully and calmly. He paid attention to the road, didn't speed, and avoided small potholes.

"Where's your campus?" Yang Bo asked, his voice slightly raised to be heard over the howling wind.

"Tianlong University," Li Na replied, feeling a little awkward mentioning the name of her elite university in front of Yang Bo. She waited for Yang Bo to show a look of surprise or admiration, but he simply nodded.

"Okay," Yang Bo responded. That was it. No comment on his college status, no further questions. This guy was indeed strange. He was completely indifferent.

They arrived at the gates of Tianlong University a few minutes later. Grand, classical European-style buildings stood proudly behind the luxurious wrought-iron gates. Several students in fashionable attire and luxury vehicles could be seen milling about. Li Na hurriedly got off Yang Bo's motorcycle, feeling a little embarrassed by her friends' stares.

"Thank you," Li na said, almost hurriedly. "I have to go now."

Yang Bo just nodded. "I'll take your motorbike to the repair shop. I'll bring it back here later."

"Oh, yes!" Li Na remembered. "How can I contact you? Your name?"

Yang Bo, who was ready to step on the gas, paused for a moment. He realized he hadn't introduced himself. However, before he could answer, Li Na had already taken off, her cell phone ringing. She glanced back briefly, signaling "later," then disappeared into the crowd of students entering the lecture hall.

Yang Bo just sighed. "Okay," he muttered, restarting his motorcycle. ID? I don't know. Phone number? Nothing. How was he going to return this bike? He just shook his head, slightly amused by this unexpected situation. He should have asked everything first. But he wasn't really the talkative type.

Chapter 4: Unnamed Footprints in the Old Workshop

Yang Bo returned to Jingyuan City Forest. The woman's white automatic scooter was still parked where he had left it. He parked his own scooter nearby and walked over. He would have to push it to the repair shop. Fortunately, the roads around here were fairly flat.

Pushing a scooter that was quite large for a tall woman was certainly no easy task, especially in her sneakers that weren't designed for strenuous activity. However, Yang Bo did it calmly and steadfastly. She walked along the side of the road, her ears slightly disturbed by the roar of passing vehicles. She searched for the nearest repair shop she might know of. There was a small one at the end of the road, around a bend, one she often saw on her way home from campus. The shop looked old, with a rusty sign, but it was always busy. Perhaps the technicians were skilled.

Half an hour later, with a light sheen of sweat on his forehead, Yang Bo finally arrived at the "Maju Jaya" workshop. The workshop was simple, with several battered motorcycles and spare parts scattered in front of it. The smell of oil and gasoline hit his nostrils. A middle-aged man in oil-stained clothes, Mr. Lim, was dismantling a motorcycle's engine.

"Excuse me, Mr. Lim," Yang Bo greeted. He had brought his motorbike here several times.

Mr. Lim looked up, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Oh, Yang bo! You're unusual. Did your bike break down?" He saw a white motorcycle behind Yang bo. "Wow, whose bike is this? It's beautiful."

"A friend's motorbike," Yang Bo lied a little. "It broke down. It seems like a spark plug or carburetor problem."

Mr. Lim nodded, putting down his wrench. "Okay, bring it in. Let me check it out."

The boss pushed the motorcycle into the workshop. Mr. Lim immediately inspected it. He quickly opened the engine compartment, his experienced eye immediately spotting the problem.

"Well, here it is," said Mr. Lim, showing me a burnt spark plug and a slightly clogged carburetor. "The spark plug is dead, and there's a little dirt in the carburetor. Luckily, it's not a big deal. I can clean it and replace it. It'll be done in half an hour."

"How much does it cost?" Yang bo asked.

"For a regular like you, don't worry. It's just normal," Mr. Lim smiled. "Just wait there and have some tea."

Yang Bo sat on a wooden bench in the corner of the workshop, watching Mr. Lim deftly repair the motorcycle. He thought about the woman again. What was her name? Where did she live? He didn't even have her phone number. He should have forced her to provide at least some identification. Now, she was riding the motorcycle of a stranger whose name he didn't even know. This was a very unusual situation for him. He was always organized, planned. But this encounter, for some reason, felt like a small storm crashing through his calm.

After about forty minutes, Mr. Lim called him. "It's done, Yang bo! Try turning it on."

Yang Bo approached and pressed the start button. The automatic scooter's engine started smoothly, no longer making the faint clack-clack sound. He tried to give the throttle a little push, and the engine responded well.

"Very good, Mr. Lim," said Yang bo, nodding in satisfaction. "How much is it in total?"

Mr. Lim calculated the numbers. "New spark plugs, carburetor cleaning, service... total 1,334 yen."

Yang Bo took out his wallet. He paid the amount and then thanked him.

"You're welcome, Yang Bo. Next time there's a problem, don't hesitate," said Mr. Lim. "But why is it so unusual for you to be riding a motorcycle like this? Usually, your old bike is the one that's acting up."

Yang Bo only smiled faintly, a rare smile he almost never showed. "There's a story, Mr. Lim. I'll tell you later."

He mounted his own motorcycle and began to ride, with a white automatic scooter following him. He couldn't possibly ride two motorcycles at once. So, he rode his own, with one hand on the white handlebars, guiding it slowly and carefully. It was a strange sight for anyone who saw it: a young man on a battered motorcycle leading a luxury automatic scooter.

"Now how do I get this bike back?" Yang Bo muttered to himself under his helmet. He only knew the woman attended Tianlong University. But the campus was huge. He couldn't possibly go around asking who owned the bike.

Chapter 5: The Wallet Behind the Seat

After guiding the white automatic scooter back to the highway, Yang Bo felt thirsty. He decided to refuel his own motorcycle first, then figure out how to get it back. He drove to a nearby gas station.

After refueling his motorcycle, he parked it briefly near the pump. His eyes fell on a white automatic scooter. He needed to park it somewhere safe, or at least store it until he found its owner.

"What if there's her wallet or ID in the trunk?" Yang Bo thought. It was a simple idea, but it only occurred to him now, out of frustration at not asking for the woman's identity.

He reached for the scooter key, which he had put in his pants pocket after paying at the repair shop. He inserted the key into the trunk lock under the seat. When the seat opened, a soft vanilla scent wafted out. Inside, he saw some of the woman's personal belongings: a small notebook, a pen, and a... wallet.

It was a maroon leather wallet, elegant and sleek. Yang Bo took it carefully. He felt a little uncomfortable going through someone else's personal belongings, but he believed this was the quickest way to find its owner. He opened the wallet.

Inside, besides a few yen notes and a credit card, was a student ID card. The photo was of the exact same woman he had met that morning. Her beautiful, intelligent face held a faint smile on the card.

Name on ID card: Li na. University: Tianlong University. Address: Clearly stated on the back of the card, an address in the same elite residential district as her brother's house, but in a slightly different section.

Yang Bo stared at the ID card for a moment. Li Na. So that was her name. And the address wasn't too far from where he lived. A strange feeling came over Yang Bo. He couldn't explain it. Perhaps it was a slight sense of relief that returning the motorcycle would be easier. Or perhaps a touch of unusual curiosity.

He put the wallet back in the trunk, then closed the motorbike seat.

"Not bad... big," Yang Bo murmured softly, his voice barely a whisper amidst the suffocating silence. This was his first time setting foot in this house since his brother moved in. Gao Lin, always busy, had only given him the key and brief instructions over the phone.

A few days earlier, Yang Bo's phone rang while he was absorbed in a book in his campus library. The name "Gao Lin" flashed across the screen.

"Hello, Sis," Yang Bo greeted in a calm tone.

"Yang Bo! How are you? Long time no talk," Gao Lin's voice sounded as enthusiastic as ever, though there was a hint of background noise that suggested he was either on a trip or in a busy place. "I just landed in Geneva, business as usual."

"I'm fine," Yang Bo replied shortly. "What's wrong?"

Gao Lin chuckled. "Straight to the point as usual, huh? Okay. I know you don't like small talk. I have a proposition for you."

"What offer?"

"My house is in Jinhua," Gao Lin said, pausing for a moment, as if to gauge her reaction. "You know, the one in the North District. I'll be abroad for a very long time, maybe a few years. I don't want it to be empty for too long. So, how about you move in?"

Yang Bo was silent for a moment. He was already imagining the grandeur of Gao Lin's house. His older brother was the type to show off, unlike him. "I already have a college dorm, Sis. And it seems too big for me alone."

"Ah, a dormitory! You want to keep living like that? You're my little brother, Yang bo. You deserve better," Gao Lin sounded a little impatient. "Besides, it's not 'occupying'. It's 'taking care of'. Just think of yourself as the caretaker. Keep the house alive. I'll pay all the bills, you just have to stay and take care of it."

“Maintain?” Yang Bo raised his eyebrows, though Gao Lin couldn’t see them. “You mean, clean?”

"Oh, regular cleaning, of course! I'm sure I had someone do a thorough cleaning before I left, so it should be just a matter of maintaining it," Gao Lin assured, but his tone sounded a little too confident. "I've already sent the keys by courier. They'll arrive tomorrow. So, yeah?"

Yang Bo thought for a moment. He hated noise, and the campus dorms could be quite noisy at times. A quieter place to study would be ideal. And the offer of "taking care of" sounded better than "living in a mansion."

"Okay," Yang Bo finally agreed. "But don't expect me to throw a party there."

"Hahaha, I never would have expected that from you, little brother! You're too serious," Gao Lin laughed with satisfaction. "Good! I knew you'd agree. I hope you're comfortable there. I'll call every now and then to check in on you. Take care!"

The connection was cut. Yang Bo just sighed. "It's clean, you say, Sis?" he muttered to himself.

And now, the reality before his eyes proved just how far from reality Gao Lin's version of "clean" was. The musty, dusty scent immediately assaulted his senses. The morning light streaming through the large windows only further revealed the layers of dust that coated every surface. The thick curtains were slightly moldy, and a few small cobwebs adorned the corners of the ceiling. The house wasn't scary in the sense of ghosts or the supernatural, but rather in its eerie silence, as if time had stopped since the last occupant left. The air felt stuffy, cold, and dull.

"Clean, you say?" Yang Bo snorted softly, a faint, almost imperceptible smile appearing at the corner of his lips. He wasn't surprised. Gao Lin had always been overly optimistic, or rather, too busy to notice small details like this. For Gao Lin, 'clean' probably meant no trash lying around.

Yang Bo entered the main living room, a grand space furnished with a wide cream-colored leather sofa, a white marble coffee table, and a tall bookshelf now covered in a thick layer of dust. Large windows overlooked the backyard, where the leaves of the trees were beginning to turn yellow, signaling the approach of autumn.

"Okay," he said again, this time in a firmer tone, as if talking to himself for motivation. "This is going to be an interesting project."

He took off his backpack, carefully placed it on the relatively clean floor, and began exploring every corner of the house. The kitchen, with its state-of-the-art stainless steel appliances, was also not spared from the dust. The upstairs master bedroom, which should have been a haven of privacy, felt cold and empty. Even the bathroom, with its jetted bathtub and rain shower, looked dull and slightly moldy.

Nothing moved in the house. There was no sign of life. Even the swimming pool, which had been sparkling this morning, now looked murky, with dead leaves floating on its surface.

Yang Bo, known to his friends as someone who didn't care about material things, wasn't intimidated or overwhelmed. To him, this was simply a logistical challenge. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and decided to start with the basics.

First, the windows. Fresh air was a priority. He opened every window downstairs, letting in a cool breeze and expelling the musty smell. The incoming sunlight seemed brighter now, but it also highlighted every dust particle dancing in the air.

Next, he searched for cleaning supplies. In a kitchen cupboard, he found a pile of old rags, a bottle of all-purpose cleaner, a broom, and a mop. There was even an old vacuum cleaner that still looked like it was working. With calm determination, Yang Bo began cleaning.

She started in the living room. First, she dusted the table tops, shelves, and windowsills. Her movements were efficient and methodical. She took her time, but each movement had a purpose. She wet-cleaned the leather sofa, buffing it until it shone, then took out the cushions to fluff and dust them. She swept the floor, gathering the dust and dead insects into a corner, and then mopped it until it shone. The water, initially clear, quickly turned cloudy. She had to change the water several times.

Time passed imperceptibly. Lunchtime arrived, but Yang Bo didn't notice. He was so immersed in his work. His physical energy wasn't extraordinary, but his perseverance was unmatched. When he felt thirsty, he simply fetched a glass of water from the tap and went back to work. Every now and then, he paused, watching the room slowly come to life under his touch. A small sense of satisfaction crept over him, one he couldn't find in books or the complex theories he'd studied at university.

After the living room, he moved on to the kitchen. This was a more demanding job. The once-shiny stainless steel appliances were now dull with water stains and dust. He scrubbed every surface, cleaning the sink, stove, and microwave. He opened the refrigerator, which had thankfully been emptied, and scrubbed the inside of it to remove the musty odor. The process was tedious, but Yang Bo didn't give up. He even scrubbed the cracks in the floor tiles, which were starting to turn black.

It was late afternoon, and Yang Bo had just finished cleaning the downstairs. He was breathing slightly hard, but his face showed satisfaction. The living room and kitchen looked much better now. The afternoon sunlight streamed in, gleaming off the clean surfaces. The air in the house felt fresher, no longer stuffy. He had even cleaned the downstairs bathroom, scrubbing the toilet, sink, and shower until they sparkled.

"Not bad for a start," he murmured, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "At least I can sleep here tonight without feeling... suffocated."

He picked up his phone, which he had left lying on the table, and dialed the number of his best friend, Sun Hao. They both attended Jinhua University, and Sun Hao was his polar opposite: cheerful, talkative, and always trying to drag Yang Bo into various social activities.

"Hello, Yang Bo? What's up? It's unusual for you to call me this late in the afternoon," Sun Hao's cheerful voice came from the other end of the line. "Have you finally decided to join us for tea tonight?"

Yang Bo snorted. "Drinking tea? More like drinking beer and ending up with deafening karaoke."

"Well, you know!" Sun Hao laughed. "So, what do you think? Or are you still content in your hermit's den?"

"I've moved into my sister's house," Yang Bo informed. "And, uh, that 'hermit's den' needs a lot of attention."

"Wow, seriously? Gao Lin's house? The one with the swimming pool?" Sun Hao lied. "I heard it was like a palace! I thought you wouldn't want it."

"At first I didn't," Yang Bo admitted. "But, well... he insisted. He said it was clean."

"It's clean? You mean, you found a hidden treasure?" Sun Hao laughed amusedly.

"No, I mean, he said it was clean. But in reality..." Yang Bo shook his head, remembering the layer of dust and musty smell that greeted him. "You can imagine."

"Oh, my! Gao Lin is always like that. Overly optimistic," Sun Hao commented. "So, how is it? What does the house look like now?"

"The ground floor is pretty good. But the upstairs, and the back garden, are still waiting," Yang Bo explained. "I need help tomorrow."

"What help? I know you never ask for help, unless there's a really complicated college assignment," Sun Hao said, his tone turning slightly suspicious.

"This isn't a college assignment," Yang Bo replied, his tone flat. "It's... a house cleaning. On a large scale."

A moment of silence fell. Then, Sun Hao burst out laughing. "You're kidding, right? Yang Bo, the 'anti-dust' guy, wants to clean the house? It must be such a mess that you have to ask for help. I thought you'd already started hanging out with a spider as your roommate."

"You can see for yourself tomorrow," Yang Bo said, ignoring his best friend's taunts. "I need some extra muscle, and you know I wouldn't ask anyone but you."

"Alright, alright, I'm coming!" Sun Hao finally gave in, a hint of laughter in his voice. "What time is it? I'll bring some groceries, and we can have a cleaning party. Get a music playlist ready, Yang bo! We'll make the dust dance."

"Nine o'clock in the morning," Yang Bo replied. "And don't forget to bring gloves and a mask. Trust me, you'll need them."

"You've got me dying of curiosity!" Sun Hao exclaimed. "Okay, see you tomorrow. I hope you don't turn into Cinderella after this. Or worse, a professional cleaner."

Yang Bo hung up the phone, chuckling slightly. Sun Hao had always been able to lighten his tense mood. He thought for a moment. Gao Lin, his older brother. They had a complex relationship. Gao Lin had always doted on him, giving him everything he needed, but also always pushing him to be "more"—richer, more social, more ambitious. But Yang Bo had rejected all of that. He found contentment in simplicity, in knowledge, in tranquility. For Gao Lin, this house was a symbol of success. For Yang Bo, it was simply an empty vessel that he needed to fill with order.

That night, after eating instant noodles he bought from a nearby convenience store, Yang
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