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      It isn’t just household debris. It moves. It breathes. It hungers.

      When Marcie Whitaker inherits her grandmother’s Victorian mansion in the secluded town of Thornbrook, she expects old furniture and outdated wallpaper—not dust bunnies watching her from every corner.

      Generations of Whitakers have fed these creatures with blood and secrets, maintaining a covenant none fully understood. And Marcie is the new dust-keeper.

      “Mind the corners,” her grandmother’s final warning echoes. But which is the true threat: the dust that seeks communion with her blood or what they’ve been protecting humanity from all along?

      A nerve-shredding tale of dark humor and horror transforming the mundane into the monstrous. After reading this, you’ll never look at household dust the same way again.
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      Marcie Whitaker stood on the cracked walkway, staring up at the looming Victorian house that now belonged to her.

      Her grandmother’s house seemed to have aged a century. The once-pristine white paint had yellowed to the color of old teeth, and dark patches of rot crept up from the foundation. Two large bay windows flanked the front door, their glass rippled like ancient eyes with cataracts.

      “It’s all yours now,” said the lawyer, Mr. Pendleton, handing her a set of brass keys. “Eleanor made it very clear in her will that the house was to go to you. Just you.” He emphasized the last two words with a puzzled expression. “Your parents seemed… relieved.”

      Marcie wasn’t surprised. Her parents had fled Thornbrook the moment they could, dragging her along to the sterile suburbs of Connecticut. They only returned for obligatory holiday visits, always staying at the motel off the highway rather than in Grandmother Eleanor’s house.

      “There’s something else,” Mr. Pendleton added, pulling an envelope from his breast pocket. “She left this for you. Instructions, she called them.”

      Marcie took the envelope. It was sealed with dark red wax, pressed with her grandmother’s signet ring—a stylized eye surrounded by tiny stars that resembled explosions of dust.

      “Do you need help getting settled?” Mr. Pendleton asked, glancing nervously at the darkening sky.

      “No, thank you. I think I need to be alone with the house.” Marcie didn’t know why she phrased it that way—with the house, as if it were a person she needed to get reacquainted with.

      Mr. Pendleton nodded, visibly relieved. “Very well. My number’s inside if you need anything. The utilities are on. And Marcie?” He hesitated. “Your grandmother was an unusual woman. The town respected her, but they didn’t understand her. Just be prepared for some eccentricities.”

      With that cryptic warning, he hurried back to his car, leaving Marcie alone on the walkway as the first drops of rain began to fall.
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        * * *

      

      The front door opened with a groan that sounded almost human. Marcie hesitated on the threshold, memories washing over her—summer afternoons reading in the window seat, the smell of her grandmother’s herbal teas, and the forbidden third-floor rooms she was never allowed to enter.

      The foyer was dark, illuminated only by the gray light filtering through the dusty windows. To her left, the parlor with its outdated furniture draped in white sheets looked like a gathering of ghosts. To her right, her grandmother’s study with the door firmly closed as it always was to “little curious hands.”

      Marcie flicked the light switch, but nothing happened.

      “Great.” She settled down her suitcase. “Welcome home.”

      A sound from upstairs made her freeze—a soft scraping, like something being dragged across the floor. Marcie’s heart quickened.

      “Hello?” she called, her voice echoing through the empty house. “Is someone there?”

      Silence answered her, broken only by the ticking of the grandfather clock in the hallway—still running after all these years, though she couldn’t remember anyone ever winding it.

      Marcie dug her phone out of her pocket and switched on its flashlight. The beam cut through the dimness, illuminating dancing dust motes in the air. There seemed to be an unusual amount of dust, considering her grandmother had only been gone three weeks.

      She made her way to the kitchen at the back of the house, pushing open the swinging door. Unlike the rest of the house, the kitchen looked recently used—no dust, no cobwebs, just her grandmother’s collection of herbs hanging from the ceiling rafters, drying upside down, and the ancient cast iron stove that Eleanor had refused to replace with something more modern.

      A note was stuck to the refrigerator with a magnet shaped like a rabbit:

      
        
        Marcie, welcome home. The circuit breaker is in the basement. Mind the corners.

        —E

      

      

      The handwriting was unmistakably her grandmother’s—elegant cursive with sharp, decisive strokes. But the note disturbed Marcie. It was as if Eleanor had known she was coming, had known she would inherit the house. But her grandmother’s death had been sudden and unexpected—a heart attack while tending her garden, they said.

      “Mind the corners,” Marcie read aloud, puzzled. What did that mean?

      Another sound from upstairs—this time a distinct thump, like a book falling from a shelf.

      Marcie gripped her phone tighter and headed for the basement door. She needed to get the lights on before investigating anything else. The heavy wooden door swung open at her touch, revealing a darkness so complete it seemed to swallow her phone’s light.

      The first step creaked under her weight. The cool, musty air rising from below carried a strange odor—not the mildew or dampness she expected, but something earthier, like freshly turned soil mixed with something sweet and slightly rotten.

      As she descended, Marcie’s light caught something in the corner of the stairwell—a clump of dust and hair, larger than she would expect for a typical dust bunny. Was it… moving?

      She blinked. It was just a shadow, nothing more.

      Marcie swept her light across the basement. Unlike the cluttered basements of most old houses, her grandmother’s was meticulously organized. Shelves lined the walls, holding hundreds of glass jars, each labeled in Eleanor’s precise handwriting. Marcie moved closer to examine them.

      Attic dust, 1978.

      Basement corner, winter solstice, 1986.

      Under guest bed, after Richard’s visit, 1992.

      Every jar contained what looked like dust, lint, and hair—ordinary dust bunnies, the kind you’d sweep up and throw away without a second thought. But her grandmother had preserved them, dated them, noted their locations as if they were scientific specimens.

      “What were you doing?” Marcie whispered.

      She found the circuit breaker on the far wall and flipped the switches one by one. The single bulb overhead popped to life. She heard the humming as the old refrigerator resumed its duty.

      Marcie turned to head back upstairs. Just before she turned off the flickering light bulb, her gaze caught at the corner. A larger dust bunny about the size of a softball crouched as if waiting to escape. And unlike the preserved specimens, this one seemed… fresher somehow.

      A trick of the light made it appear to pulse slightly, like it was breathing.

      Marcie took a step toward it, curious despite her growing unease.

      The dust bunny hopped—a quick, skittering motion away from her light, disappearing into a crack in the wall.

      Marcie stumbled backward, her heart pounding. She told herself it was just a draft, or maybe a mouse that had made a nest in the dust. But deep down, she knew what she had seen.

      The dust had moved on its own.

      She hurried up the stairs, slamming the basement door behind her. In the now-lit kitchen, her grandmother’s note seemed to stand out more starkly against the refrigerator:

      
        
        Mind the corners.

      

      

      Marcie shivered, suddenly understanding. The corners were where dust gathered. Where the dust bunnies formed.

      She reached for the envelope Mr. Pendleton had given her, breaking the wax seal with trembling fingers. Inside was a single sheet of paper, covered in her grandmother’s handwriting:

      
        
        My darling Marcie,

        If you’re reading this, I’ve joined the dust from which we all come. The house is yours now, with all its secrets and responsibilities. There is more in the spaces we neglect than most people realize. Dust is not just debris—it’s memory, skin cells, time itself gathering in the corners of our lives.

        They are watching you now. They have been waiting for you. Don’t try to clean them away—it only makes them angry. Feed them instead. The recipe is in my journal.

        Remember what I taught you when you were small: always respect what gathers in the dark.

        With all my love and apologies,

        Grandma Eleanor

        P.S. Check the study. The key is under the frog statue in the garden.

      

      

      Marcie let the letter fall to the countertop, her mind reeling. This had to be part of her grandmother’s eccentricity, her tendency toward the dramatic and mysterious. Dust bunnies didn’t move. They didn’t watch. They didn’t get angry.

      And yet…

      A soft, fuzzy sound came from the hallway outside the kitchen door. Marcie held her breath, listening.

      Nothing.
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