
Chapter 15 

Nip and Tuck 

There was something very peculiar about Mrs Trafe today. She looked the 

same but different. As Joe and Lauren approached the serving counter, Joe 

realised what had changed. 

The loose skin on her face had been lifted. Her nose was smaller. 

Her teeth were capped. 

The lines on her forehead had been erased. Her eye bags had disappeared. 

Her wrinkles had gone. 

Her breasts were much, much bigger. 

But she was still limping. 

 

“Mrs Trafe, you look really… different…” Joe said, staring at her. 

“Do I?” replied the old dinner lady with mock innocence. “Now, what do 

you two fancy today? 

Roast bat with all the trimmings? Soap soufflé? Cheese and polystyrene 

pizza?” 

“It’s hard to choose…” faltered Lauren. 

“You are new, are you, girl?” asked Mrs Trafe. 

“Yes, I just joined the school yesterday,” replied Lauren, surveying the 

dishes, and trying to work out which one was the least horrible. 

“Yesterday? That’s strange. I’m sure I’ve seen you somewhere before,” said 

the dinner lady, studying Lauren’s perfect face. “You look very familiar.” 

Joe butted in. “Did you have the hip replacement operation yet, Mrs Trafe?” 

He was becoming 



increasingly suspicious. “The one I gave you the money for a couple of 

weeks ago,” he whispered, so Lauren wouldn’t hear. 

Mrs Trafe began to jabber nervously. “Um, well, no, not yet dear, why don’t 

you have a large slice of my very tasty underpant flan…?” 

“You spent the money I gave you on plastic surgery, didn’t you?” hissed 

Joe. 

A bead of sweat trickled down her face and plopped into her badger snot 

soup. 

“I am sorry, Joe, I just, well, I just always wanted to have a few things 

done…” pleaded the dinner lady. 

Joe was so furious he felt he had to leave instantly. “Lauren, we’re going,” 

he announced, and she followed as he stormed out of the dining room. Mrs 

Trafe limped after them. 

“If you could just lend me another £5000, Joe, I promise I’ll have it done this 

time!” she called after him. 

When Lauren finally caught up with Joe, he was sitting alone in the far 

corner of the playground. She gently put her hand on his head to comfort 

him. 

“What was all that about lending her £5000?” she asked. 

Joe looked at Lauren. There was no way of avoiding telling her now. “My 

dad is Len Spud,” he said sorrowfully. “‘The Bumfresh billionaire’. My name’s 

not Potatoe. I just said that so you wouldn’t know who I was. The truth is, 

we’re stupidly rich. But when people find out… it tends to ruin everything.” 

“You know what, some of the other kids told me this morning,” said Lauren. 

Joe’s sadness lifted for a moment. He reminded himself that Lauren had still 

gone for an ice lolly with him yesterday 

when she thought he was just Joe. Maybe it wouldn’t ruin things this time. 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” he asked. 



“Because it doesn’t matter. I don’t care about all that. I just like you,” she 

said. 

Joe was so happy he wanted to cry. It’s strange how sometimes you can be 

so happy it goes all the way around to sadness. “I really like you too.” 

Joe moved closer to Lauren. This was the moment to kiss! He closed his 

eyes and pushed his lips together. 

 

“Not here in the playground, Joe!” Lauren pushed him away laughing. 

Joe felt embarrassed he had even tried. “I’m sorry.” He quickly changed the 

subject. “I was just trying to do something kind for that old bag, and she 

goes and gets her knockers done!” 

“I know, it’s unbelievable.” 

“It’s not the money, I don’t care about the money…” 

“No, it’s that she took your generosity for granted,” offered Lauren. 

Joe looked up to meet her gaze. “Exactly!” 

“Come on,” said Lauren. “I think what you need is some chips. I’ll buy you 

some.” 

The local chippy was bursting with kids from the comprehensive. It was 

against the rules to leave the school premises at lunchtime, but the food in 

the canteen was so abhorrent there wasn’t much choice. The Grubbs were 

at the front of the queue, but fled as soon as they saw Lauren, leaving their 

battered sausages sizzling on the counter. 

The pair stood outside on the pavement and ate their chips. Joe couldn’t 

remember the last time he had enjoyed such a simple pleasure. It must 

have been when he was really, really little. Before the Bumfresh billions 

came and changed everything. Joe wolfed his chips down, and noticed 

Lauren had barely touched hers. He was still hungry, but wasn’t sure 

whether their relationship had advanced to the point where he could start 

helping himself to her food. That was normally after a few years of 

marriage, and they weren’t even engaged yet. 



“Have you finished with yours?” he ventured. 

“Yes,” she replied. “I don’t want to eat too much. I am working next week.” 

“Working? Doing what?” said Joe. 

Lauren suddenly looked very flustered. “What did I say?” 

“I thought you said you were working.” 

“Yeah yeah yeah, I am working.” She paused, and then took a breath. “Just 

in a shop…” 

Joe wasn’t convinced. “So why would you need to be thin to work in a 

shop?” 

Lauren looked uncomfortable. “It’s a very narrow shop,” she said. She 

checked her watch. “We’ve got double Maths in ten minutes. We’d better 

go.” 

Joe frowned. There was something strange going on here… 

 


