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Hallelujah, lo and behold, Nelly’s mum and dad had bought a new car! Well, not a new new car, but definitely a car that was a whole lot newer than their old Maestro.

‘Da dah!’ said her dad, climbing out of the driver’s seat and polishing the bonnet with the sleeve of his coat. ‘Your chariot awaits!’

Nelly looked at the shiny green Volkswagen parked on their drive and smiled. She had a monster sitting appointment that afternoon and for the first time in a very long time she wouldn’t have to persuade her dad to give her a lift!
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‘It’s got a sun roof, leather seats and wait for it … a coffee cup holder!’ boasted her dad, crossing the driveway to remove a piece of fluff from the front bumper.

‘It isn’t red though, is it?’ frowned Nelly’s twin sister Asti. ‘AND it hasn’t got a Lamborghini badge on the bonnet. I told you to get a Lamborghini!!!’

‘What else has it got?’ asked Nelly, ignoring her sister and keeping her dad firmly on track for that lift.

‘It has bluetooth, air con, electric windows, a one point five litre engine and wait for it … SATNAV too!’ said Mum, stepping out of the front door with all the technical information needed plus two mugs of celebratory coffee.

‘Yes, that too,’ said her dad, blowing steam from his mug into the chilly November air.

Nelly’s spirits soared. ‘SATNAV!’ she gasped. ‘You mean I could get a phone call from a monster family living absolutely anywhere in the country and as long as they know their post code I can baby sit for them without us getting lost on the way?’

‘Absolutely!’ said her mum.

‘I never get lost,’ frowned her dad.

In fairness, Nelly’s dad never actually had got lost driving Nelly to one of her many monster sitting adventures. In truth though that might have been because all of Nelly’s adventures to date had been located on the Montelimar Estate. Familiar territory if you live on … well, the Montelimar Estate.

‘You got lost driving to Devon,’ said Asti.

‘That’s because I thought Devon was in Cornwall,’ explained her dad.

‘And you got lost when we went to Auntie Mabel’s funeral,’ said Mum.

‘That’s because the road signs were confusing,’ said her dad, ‘plus I’d left my black tie at home. You try going the right way to a funeral when you’ve left your black tie on the back of a sofa.’

‘You were the only man at the funeral that wasn’t wearing a tie, weren’t you, Dad?’ said Asti.

‘Mum tried to origami you one out of a black paper napkin, didn’t she!’ laughed Nelly.

‘Except it didn’t look like a funeral tie at all,’ said Asti. ‘It looked like a paper aeroplane!’
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Nelly looked at her dad. Conversations often went this way in the Morton family household. Dad on a high … ending with Dad on a low.

‘Never mind,’ she said, keen to put some instant wind back in his sails, ‘you won’t get lost if you take me monster sitting this afternoon, the Hott Heds only live in Truffle Lane!’

Asti’s eyes bulged.

‘THE WHAT HEADS?!!’ she choked. ‘What kind of repulsive, revolting creatures are you baby sitting for now??!!!!!’

‘The Hott Heds at number 87,’ said Nelly. ‘And he’s not a baby, he’s seven.’

‘They actually sound rather fun!’ smiled her mum.

‘Fun?!’ gasped Asti. ‘How can you possibly be fun if you’ve got nine heads, bad breath, tentacles, hairy eyeballs, green teeth, dribble all over your face and slimy fingernails?’

Nelly’s eyebrows arched skywards.

‘Slimy fingernails!?’ she exclaimed. ‘Where did you get slimy fingernails from!?’ Even Nelly hadn’t encountered those before.

‘I didn’t mean slimy fingernails,’ Asti faltered. ‘I meant fingernails that don’t have any nail varnish on them!’

Nelly placed her hands on her hips and glared.

‘Not everyone has nail varnish on their brain. Or nail varnish FOR a brain!’ she fumed.

Mum stepped in before the sister wars had a chance to escalate.

‘No more of this both of you, PLEASE!’ she insisted. ‘If your dad and I have heard this monster nonsense once, we have heard it a trillion times. Never mind what either of you think about monsters or nail varnish! We have a new car. It has bluetooth, air con, electric windows, a hybrid engine, satnav …’

‘And a coffee cup holder!’ beamed Dad.

‘Shall we try it out?’ said Nelly, seizing the opportunity to be the first sibling to sit in the passenger seat.

‘Excellent idea!’ said her dad, draining the last slurp from his mug. ‘Then maybe you could find me a postcode for Truffle Lane.’

‘But you know the way to Truffle Lane, Dad,’ said Nelly, opening the passenger door. ‘We’ve driven down there loads of times before on the way to the park.’

‘I know,’ said her dad with a wink. ‘I’m just interested to see if the satnav knows the right way too!’
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The coffee cup turned out to be a bit of a squeeze. Its base could just about be wedged into the cup holder but the handle on the mug scuppered any chances of it squeezing in further.

‘I think it’s meant for coffee shop type cups,’ said Nelly. ‘Or water type bottles.’

Nelly’s dad sighed, eased back into the driver’s seat and practised putting on his new seat belt.

‘Start her up then,’ said Nelly, clicking her own seat belt. ‘You can take me for a spin!’

‘I thought you’d never ask,’ smiled her dad, pressing the ignition button and dropping the car into reverse gear.

‘Don’t go without MEEEE!’ screeched Asti, abandoning her mum on the doorstep and banging on the bonnet of the car.
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Nelly’s face fell at the prospect of sharing a confined space with her sister; any space with her sister actually. Asti was such a pain.

‘Actually, Dad,’ sighed Nelly, unclipping her seat belt, ‘I need to get ready for my visit to the Hott Heds. Let Asti have the first test ride.’

Nelly’s dad waited patiently for the two sisters to swap places. ‘Don’t forget to find me that postcode,’ he called.

Nelly nodded, shoved her way past her sister and stomped in the direction of the front door.

‘I won’t,’ she replied from the doorstep. ‘And don’t forget I need to be at the Hott Heds by half past two!’

With a wave and a toot, the shiny green Volkswagen reversed into Sweet Street. With a wave and a single coffee mug, Nelly and her mum returned indoors.
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Autumn was definitely on its way out.

‘I love it when you put the central heating on,’ said Nelly, stepping back into the hallway. ‘The house feels so snug and warm inside.’

‘Me too,’ said her mum. ‘It’s a bit early in the year to be turning it on, but hey – if we can afford a new car, what’s another couple of pounds on the heating bill!’

‘Postcode,’ remembered Nelly. ‘I need to find Dad his postcode.’

Nelly and her mum parted at the doorway to the lounge, Mum in the direction of the dishwasher, Nelly in the direction of the family computer.
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Unsure whether monsters actually knew about postcodes, Nelly had decided not to risk embarrassing the Hott Heds by asking them direct.

Google, she was sure, would have the answer.

And she was right.

OC6 1ZB was the postcode for Truffle Lane. Whether or not satnav would be able to compete with dadnav on the ‘getting there’ front would remain to be seen.

With the Hott Heds’ postcode tattooed in biro on the back of her hand, Nelly left the lounge and headed for her bedroom.
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