

    
        
          Dusty

        

        
        
          Jen Turner

        

        
          Published by Mark Turner, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DUSTY

    

    
      First edition. May 14, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Jen Turner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224491582

    

    
    
      Written by Jen Turner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dusty

Sign up for Mark Turner's Mailing List

Also By Mark Turner


There are some people who have quite a nonchalant relationship with dust. They are not particularly bothered by powdery shelves, ashy ornaments and that smudgy glue-ish dust that somehow accumulates in the kitchen. These types of people might periodically give things a wipe over but not Maggie. 

Maggie was a compulsive duster who needed dust in her life, it was practically her reason for living. She woke up every morning eager to see if the dust pixies had partied that night. Her home was immaculate, on any given day you could arrive unannounced and run your fingers along her shelves and windowsills and not feel a trace of tactile debris. Her ornaments and picture frames were perfectly smooth and glossy. Her blinds and shutters were equally as sleek. You could shake out her floor mats and stomp on her carpets and see not a single airborne dust display. Her appliances gleamed, her windows and mirrors shone, even her dustpan itself looked pristine, it too was dusted! She had a collection of assorted cleaning cloths in different densities, some were the finest silkiest microfiber, others had a suede touch, and a few were fluffy and plush. She even had pure white polishing cloths for her gentle finishing touches. Her vacuum cleaner was state of the art, it had the speed and suction power of a black hole! She kept a stockpile of vacuum bags for it. She vacuumed her mattress every morning and then her carpets and curtains were suctioned too. She had a variety of hoover attachments that she interchanged according to the task, one of her favorites resembled a long sleek birds beak that could delve into the tightest crevice’s and devour dust in a flash. She had specialized mops and brooms that were arranged like prized shot guns in her cleaning cupboard. Her shoes were neatly arranged in racks inside a cupboard at her front door, they too were kept shiny, clean and buffed. Her original welcome mat still looked brand new, she would assess it after every visitor and clean it accordingly. Maggie was incredibly house proud; her home was her haven and if ‘cleanliness was close to Godliness’ then this women was beyond a saint! 

Maggie had just celebrated her twenty sixth birthday. She was an intelligent, attractive single woman, open to finding the man of her dreams but at serious risk of being “left on the shelf” because she’s continuously dusting the thing!

Maggie was adopted in early infancy. She was an only child for four years and then her adoptive parents adopted another baby daughter named Jemma. Maggie knew nothing about her biological parents, she never felt the urge to trace them, and Jemma felt the same way about her origin.  Maggie and Jemma’s adoptive parents, Greg and Mandy, were an amazing couple, the girls called them Mom and Dad from the day they could form the words and to them they were their parents through and through. Greg and Mandy adored the girls, and they took care of every physical and financial need, but to them the emotional needs of the girls were paramount. “Mags” and “Jems” grew up to be kindhearted, confident teenagers who were mature and moral beyond their years. It was a tremendous blow to the girls when they got the news that their parents had perished in a helicopter crash. Greg and Mandy went to Hawaii to celebrate their 25th wedding anniversary and their sightseeing came to a tragic end when their private touring helicopter drastically malfunctioned. The girls were staying with their Aunty Caroline and Uncle Sean at the time. Caroline was Mandys best friend, they met at an infertility support group a few years before Mandys girls were adopted. Caroline had always been a devoted honorary aunty to the girls. The tragedy happened two months before Maggie’s 18th Birthday and Jemma was 14. The girls inherited a substantial sum of money, amply substantial in fact. The girls were now essentially funded for life. Uncle Sean helped the girls with all the financial dealings and gave them all the mentorship and guidance he could offer. Aunty Caroline gave the girls all the love and emotional support she could give. 

Maggie and Jemma went back home shortly after the tragedy and Maggie now found herself in a mothering role which she adapted to very well. The girls soon decided they wanted a fresh start. They sold their adoptive parents house fully furnished and split the profits. They sold the cars as well. There was some very valuable jewelry that they kept and shared out, and some ornaments that were special to their mother that Maggie wanted to cherish. Maggie’s 18th birthday present to herself was a sensible little car and a beautiful brand-new house in a quaint and quiet neighborhood. Jemma moved into Maggie’s spare room, she was relieved to be somewhere new, it was healthy for her to leave the old memories behind. Maggie bought completely brand-new furniture and all the necessary appliances for her new house. It was thrilling being able to afford things at eighteen that most adults work incredibly hard for and can usually only afford on credit. Maggie felt a strange sense of guilt for the financial freedom she now had. Wealth that had come from such a severe loss and at such an emotional cost. She decided that the best way to pay tribute and show gratitude to her parents was to care for her home and her lifestyle with tremendous devotion. 

Jemma had never been the neatest person at all. She was an extremely creative spirit, a flamboyant wildflower who was a collector and a creator. There was often far more collecting going on than constructing. Her childhood bedroom was the total opposite to Maggie’s neat and structured arrangement. Jemma had crates and containers along every wall, they were crammed with chaotic crafting stuff. Her cupboards, drawers and shelves were a cluttered disorganized shambles. Jemma’s room was a total rats’ nest in Maggie’s eyes, an explosion of superfluous materials that Jemma quantified as useful. Jems cut off the colorful parts of carboard cereal boxes and biscuit cartons, she had piles of magazines for collages, colorful foil chocolate wrappers, and cellophane sweet wrappings. She loved ribbons, buttons, material scraps, wool and string. She collected little charms and tiny trinkets, seashells, seed pods and feathers and other eccentric arty bits that were practically unidentifiable and useless to the sober eye. Jemma’s mother had allowed her to be unashamedly herself and had never tried to control her. The only rule was that Jemma’s paraphernalia was not allowed to migrate to the rest of the house. When her room inevitably started to overflow, her father had a special art cabin built for Jemma that was separate from the house. (Maggie had one too, it became her pretty outdoor reading room and it was a very different atmosphere to Jemma’s to say the least.) Jemma’s parents saw her full creative potential and enrolled her in a private art school. They gave her a monthly allowance to buy paint, canvas, clay and glue and anything else she needed for her inspired masterpieces. Jemma received huge recognition and esteeming from her tutors, and she sold a lot of her artworks and abstract sculptures at the school art fair. This fueled Jemma’s passion even more.

Maggie also went to a private school; she was more of an academic achiever, and she strived for excellent marks in all her subjects. Her mathematics was exemplary, and she excelled in science and biology too. Her hobbies at home were mostly reading, cooking and baking. Her parents praised her for her excellent cookery skills and that she was so organized and neat in her preparation. Maggie always cleaned up thoroughly afterwards as well. (Despite the fact that the household had two very efficient housekeepers.) Maggie was particularly fond of one of the helpers named Gladys, she often spoke to “Gladdie” for hours while she was busy cleaning. Gladdie worked with another helper named Marsha, Marsha was mostly in charge of the laundry and ironing, and she worked a half day shift. Marsha liked to sing as she ironed, mostly religious church songs, so Maggie didn’t really want to interrupt her flow by chatting with her like she did with Gladdie. Gladys never sang, she did let out the occasional “hum” but not melodically, it was a “groan hum” and only ever in exasperation regarding Jemma’s room, it was impossible to clean to her standards. Gladys tried her best to dust what could be dusted, she could barely vacuum under the bed because it was stuffed like a piñata with random craft stuff, the rest of the room was a gauntlet too. Maggie’s room was a breeze in comparison, and it was easy to get to her windows to clean them. Gladys was an expert window cleaner; she didn’t allow anything to hinder the purest natural light from coming through. If a bird had accidentally flown into a window, Gladys would drop anything she was busy with and make haste to erase the ghostly imprint, she seemed to be a tad superstitious about it. When Maggie learnt how to clean a window, it became a bit of an obsession to keep her own bedroom window pristine, all by herself. Gladys didn’t seem to mind that Maggie took care of a lot of her own cleaning. Maggie was never in deliberate competition with her sister, she didn’t have high standards to level up on her, her love of neatness came naturally to her, just as Jemma was clearly hardwired for disarray. 

Maggie had thankfully developed a high tolerance for Jemma’s ways, when she bought her own house. Jems had a lovely large bedroom, almost as big as the master bedroom. Maggie allowed Jems to bring all her arty paraphernalia and didn’t force her to surrender a single item. Jems thankfully kept the bulk of her arty stuff in the storeroom in the garage. Maggie’s and Jemma had an agreement that Jems would buy a house of her own when she turned eighteen and then be independent with the exception of plenty of visits to each other, the sisters had a very close bond. Jemma was very considerate and respectful of her sisters new abode; she tried her best to keep her room organized
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