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Chapter One: Meet the Grumpy Trumpers
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Some families sparkle like diamonds. Others shine like gold. But the Trumpers? The Trumpers are grumpy and smell.

Not metaphorically. Though they weren’t exactly delightful company either. But physically, you could smell the Trumpers coming before you saw them. They were a grumbling, grunting, gastricly-unlucky bunch with a rare and entirely made-up condition known as AUBS: Almost Uncontrollable Bowel Syndrome. Think of IBS, but louder. And wetter. And sometimes with actual smoke alarms involved.

They used to live in a poky flat on the edge of a run-down council estate, squashed together like beans in a tin, which was somewhat appropriate. But that was before the mysterious letter arrived. One Tuesday, a man in a shiny suit rang their buzzer, handed over a document, and said:

“You’re now the sole inheritors of your late Uncle Elijah’s estate.”

They blinked.

“Estate?”

“Yes. Mansion. And  acres of land. Indoor cinema. Five bidets. All yours.”

It turned out that long-lost, and long-forgotten Uncle Elijah had made a fortune inventing a wonder-pill for IBS sufferers called “NoMoToots.” He tragically died testing a prototype called “NoMoToots MAXXX.” Nobody talks about what happened. They just refer to it as “The Incident” and then change the subject and/or leave the room.

Now, the Trumpers live in Windsworth Hall, a somewhat huge place with 16 bathrooms (and they use every one of them), a private lake shaped like a giant bottom (pure coincidence), and a hedge maze that smells permanently of lavender and regret.

Here’s who lives there:


●  Terence Senior (Dad): A bald man with a permanent frown, three pairs of elasticated trousers, and an emergency bog roll tucked in his back pocket. Loves beans. Hates everything else.

●  Marjorie (Mum): A woman of mystery and migraines. Constantly armed with air freshener and passive-aggressive sighs.

●  Terence Junior Thirteen. Slightly bent posture from years of clenching. A good kid underneath the grumbles. Unfortunately, his bum talks more than he does.

●  Tilly (Baby girl, 3 and something years old) They had already nicknamed her ‘Boom-Boom’ because everybody is scared to change her nappy without hazmat gloves and a gas mask. 


The Trumpers were rich now. But that hadn’t made them any less grumpy, nor any less gassy, or any less weird.
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Chapter Two: The Morning Routine
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“Morning son,” shouted Terence Senior, flinging open his son’s bedroom door like he was storming a castle.

Then, PFFFRRRRTTTTTT, he paused mid-threshold to release a trumpet that sounded like a duck being punched in the stomach underwater.

“Huh?”

“I said morning! Now get your stinking bum out of your stinking pit or you’ll be late for school again!”

Terence Junior groaned and sat up, rubbing the crusty remains of sleep from his eyes like a kid trying to sandpaper his face awake.

“What time is it?”

“For you, it’s half-past hurry-up. But for me, it’s way-past dump-time.”

Terence Senior clutched his rumbling belly and waddled quickly toward the toilet across the landing. He turned back dramatically and shouted, “Brace yourself... incoming!”

He just about made it. The bathroom door slammed. There was a moment’s silence.

Then: SPLURRRRRRGHHHHHHTTTT!!!

A splash. A yelp, and then a faint whimper.

“Phew... that was close,” came the echoing voice of a man who had just narrowly avoided internal combustion. “Crikey, I think I lost a sock during that.”

Terence Junior winced at the noise and the comment as his Dad continued his toilet duties across the hall. “I don’t even feel like I’ve been asleep.”

“Mmm, probably because you’ve been playing on that Xbox all night... again!”

“What!?” Terence Junior squawked, his face catching fire with guilt.

“Yes, we can all hear you downstairs.” 

“No, Dad. That’s... that’s not true!” he stammered.

“I know it isn’t. I was only foxing with you.”

“What!?”

“Oh, nothing. Just get up and get ready for school,” came the voice from the loo, followed by another unmistakable splash of regret from his backside.

“Okay, okay! Keep your hair on.”

“Keep my hair on? Charming. I would if I had any.”
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Chapter Three: The 532 of Doom
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The Number 532 bus always smelled faintly of vinegar, broken dreams, and Greggs sausage rolls. But today, it was definitely going to smell worse. Today... it was going to smell of Trumper.

Terence Junior stood at the bus stop outside the posh iron gates of Windsworth Hall, clutching his rucksack like it might defend him from the day ahead.

His hair was unbrushed. His shoes were two different brands. One of them may have belonged to a cousin. And worst of all, he was already dangerously close to needing the loo again.

AUBS had no mercy.

The bus hissed to a stop, and its doors squealed open like they didn’t want to let him in either.

“Alright, stink-boy,” sneered Callum Biggins from the back row as soon as Terence stepped on board.

The rest of the usual suspects, Billy Mott, Shania Grubbs, and twins Kayla and Jayla erupted into laughter like hyenas on Monster Energy drinks.

“Smells like boiled egg crisps and cat burps,” said Jayla, holding her nose dramatically.

“Probably sat on a trumpet again,” added Kayla.

Terence sighed, shuffled down the aisle and flopped into his usual seat, third from the back, next to the window that never opened and beneath the vent that always dripped.

He ignored them. He had to. If he verbally reacted, it would only get worse.

He had a plan.

A deadly, slightly damp plan.

He gripped the edge of his seat... leaned subtly to one side... and let loose the kind of silent-but-violent that could make local headlines.

Pfffffffffffft.

It eased out like fog in a haunted forest. Slow, creeping, and malevolent.

The laughter stopped in an instant.

Billy sniffed the air. “What’s that?”

Shania gagged. “OH MY GOD. WHAT IS THAT?!”

Callum Biggins said nothing but looked like he’d been slapped with a compost heap.

Terence stared out the window like he didn’t know what was happening. Inside himself,  he was fist-pumping with delight.

By the time they reached the school gates, Callum’s face was green, Billy was crying, and Shania had used her scarf as an oxygen mask.

“That’s what you get for calling me stink-boy,” Terence muttered under his breath, stepping off the bus like a flatulent ninja.

●  Meanwhile... Back at Windsworth Hall

MARJORIE TRUMPER STOOD in the kitchen, wearing her dressing gown, a shower cap, and oven gloves. She wasn’t cooking. She just didn’t trust the tap water and had read somewhere online that gloves helped with fridge radiation.

“Terryyyyyyy!” she yelled, “the baby’s broken the fish tank again with her backside!”

Tilly, wearing nothing but a pair of bunny slippers and a mischievous grin, stood in a puddle of water, beside a smashed fish tank full of soggy pebbles and some very distressed goldfish.

She let out a joyful giggle, and then BBBBBBWWWWAAAAAAARRRRRRPPPP!!!

“Good grief,” Marjorie muttered, opening all the windows. “This child’s bottom could power a nuclear submarine.”

Somewhere upstairs, Terence Senior flushed and shouted, “Wasn’t me!”
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