
The lion walked out of the terminal and past the security check, along with a few other tired passengers, to see his wife sitting on a stool in the airport’s café. His mane was kept trimmed and combed back into a manageable and professional look but it had lost its hold and had started to stick up as it naturally wanted. His shirt’s top three buttons were undone, revealing his white under shirt and his business jacket was folded over his carry on bag. He felt just as he looked. He walked over to the lioness, who was leaning on the counter of the small bar, and laid a hand on her left shoulder and kissed her cheek. Melba knew who it was without looking up and placed a hand on the paw that lay on her shoulder. It was a quarter to nine in the evening. His plane was supposed to of arrived at two in the afternoon.

Melba got up and gave her husband a weary hug and kiss. Her husband was always gone on business and she always missed him deeply. He had been gone for nearly a week this time. They went down to gather his bags without saying a word, avoiding a problem that awaited him at home. It was raining heavily outside and they ran through the parking lot, both carrying a suitcase as well as his carry-on bag. It was not till he sat in the passenger’s seat of the white Dodge minivan and they left the airports parking lot that he asked.

    “How mad is he?” asked Fredrick as Melba drove them onto the on ramp of the interstate. Their home was nearly thirty minutes from the airport. 

    “Very,” was her answer with a voice cooler than she had intended. Fred knew she was not blaming him. He could imagine how stressed she was having to wait at the airport for so long. Melba had their five year old son with her earlier in the day to greet his father till he called to let them know he was going to be late for an unknown time. She would have had to take him back home and get a babysitter and then return to wait.

It was Thursday and tomorrow marked the start of a holiday weekend. Fredrick’s son, Bobby, had always wanted to go camping and Fredrick had promised that they would do just that. He had made a reservation at a nice camp ground that had a lake and hiking trails two weeks in advance. Bobby had been getting more and more excited everyday closer to the trip. They had gone to a sports’ store and bought a pop up tent, two fishing poles, sleeping bags, and all the other knick knacks one was expected to have on a family trip to the government maintained wilderness. 

But then Fred’s job put a hitch in things and wanted him to finish a crucial business deal before the holiday. It did not seem to bad and he was supposed to of been home with enough time to get the van packed and get to the campsite. But bad weather had closed an airport that was on his flight plan and caused his plane to change course for another airport. This changed his entire schedule and flight plans. Add that the closed airport had delayed other planes at other airports,  his estimated arrival was a four hour delay. That time had nearly doubled. The camp ground’s front gate closed at night at nine and his reservation will be gone. With the holiday weekend being a popular time to go camping, it was sure to be gone as soon as the park opened, He had called the park and other camp sites earlier while waiting for a plane. All had been filled and he was not about to take his son to an overcrowded  overrun field where there would be no trees and surrounded by strangers and loud teenagers and who knows how many sexual perverts that would love to sleep within a few yards of his son.

“I hope he does not give Sandra too much trouble,” the man sighed, referring to the sixteen year old girl who babysat Bobby. “I know he had to of been crushed to find out the trip had been cancelled.”
“Well, it isn’t Sandra watching him,” replied Melba, a little hesitant.  “She went to the lake with her family.”
“Jane?” Jane was their elderly neighbor.

“Out of town since Tuesday.”
“Well, who is it?” Fredrick was now looking at his wife, seeing her anxiety. Melba’s worried look was due to knowing how Fredrick was going to possibly react.

“Her name is Frankie,” Melba told her husband, whose eye’s widened. Fredrick was overly protective of his only child and the idea of having a person he did not know watch over Bobby was beyond his idea of  the boy’s safety. Melba was quick to fill in the answers to the male lion’s questions for he could speak. “She came highly recommended by the Savours. They say she is the best babysitter they ever had.”
Melba was a stay at home mom and they normally had no need for a babysitter but when one was needed, they called Sandra who was the daughter of one of Melba’s best friends. Only a couple times did they ask their neighbor to watch their son, who just let the boy watch cartoons while she did the crossword puzzle in the newspaper. The Savours was a family of raccoons who Fredrick got to know through business with the father, who had multiple jobs to feed the numerous mouths in the house. The lion kept contact with the dad mostly at the local park where he ran a small hotdog business on the weekends. Fred would take Bobby there often for lunch and the two fathers would talk while Bobby played at the playground. He met one of his sons a couple times and hoped Bobby would never grow up to be like that boy. Fredrick wondered if this babysitter had to deal with that miscreant. 

“How old is she?”
“Fourteen I believe. She was real nice…” the lioness tried to think of what else to say but she could not. She had only spent about ten minutes with the girl skunk before going back to the airport. But Fredrick did not push any further. The father leaned his head against the van’s door window as he was driven home with thoughts of dread and worst case scenarios running through his mind.

                                                                              *************

The van pulled into the driveway of their home, located in a small suburb of the city of Springwood. The father got out of the car just in time to hear his son shriek from within the blue house. The man dropped the suitcase he had grabbed in a puddle and ran for the front door, nearly knocking it off the hinges when it did not open for him. It was locked as it should be. He fumbled at his keys and nearly broke the key off in the lock as he opened the door and entered the living room. In his hurry, he nearly fell onto the new tent they had bought, which was now out of its packaging and set up in their living room!

“What is going on?!?” cried out the man. His son ran in from the kitchen and hopped onto the couch to get around the tent and ran across it to hop into his father’s arms.

“Daddy!” the young boy yelled as he gave his father a hug and kiss on the lips. The first thing Fred noticed of his boy was that he was not harmed. But the young boy had red and white makeup smeared on each of his cheeks and  was naked except for a makeshift loincloth. The small piece of clothing was made out of a small red rag that was normally used for cleaning up grease and oil in the garage. It only cover the front of the boy, his tail and bottom fully exposed. When he saw his boy run into the room and across the couch, it did not seem to cover much of his front either.

“Hey, Bob’bo!” the father greeted, giving his boy a huge hug and kiss in return, just as a girl ran into the living area from the kitchen. The skunk wore a denim skirt that reached her knees and a pink blouse over a yellow T-shirt. Her white hair was straight and was pulled back into a ponytail that reached the middle of her back. Her tail was raised high behind her and looked to be just as well kept as her hair. It seemed to be washed with conditioner often for it appeared to be soft and silky smooth. What stuck out the most was her big deep blue eyes, that stared in their direction with a look of worry. And just like his wife earlier, who was just now walking up to see what the commotion was about, the teen spoke before he could ask any questions.

“I’m sorry for the mess, sir,” she began in an elegantly soft voice, with a hint of hesitance. “Your son was so upset about not going camping this weekend, I… I thought it would cheer him up to still be able to. But it was raining and I thought indoors was safer than outside without a grown up.”
The parents stared at the girl, who fidgeted a little as she waited for their response. Fredrick was surprised that she was worried about the tent more than the fact she had his son running around nude. But he was now aware that the boy was not mad at him or crying. No sulking or blaming. Bobby was happy and not upset at the fact they were not going to the campgrounds. He looked back at the skunk, whose head was stooped low and her hands behind her back. 

“Why is he not wearing any clothes?” Fred asked with a more curious look that seemed more concerned than angry. Melba was right. Frankie did seem to be very nice and she had figured out a way to keep his son happy when his wife could not. She was also quite cute. But one of his worst fears was some one molesting his child. The black and white girl seemed to lose her fear of being yelled at when it was obvious he was not that upset about the tent.

“Oh. That,” Frankie responded as if it was not a big deal and that it was more amusing. She walked over to the couch to help the family get around the tent. “As soon as we had the tent up and we was ready to camp, he wanted to dress like a Native American and insisted that they dressed like that.” She pointed at the child’s bare rear to indicate her point. She scooted the base of the tent to the side as the three side stepped by. “He came out of his bedroom butt naked and would not allow me to even put his undies back on,” the skunk continued. “He was going to run around nude till I made him a loin cloth. I found the unopened bag  of rags and decided it was better than nothing.” 

Fredrick could understand the situation now. Bobby was fond of being nude and hated wearing clothes still. He had lectured the child to not to do such things and Sandra had a similar incident on her first night with the little nudist. So Frankie, not knowing the house rules on such things, decided to allow the boy to dress up as he wanted for this one time. 

“What were you screaming about?” asked the mother lioness as she shifted her way past the tent.

“Aye caught eh’ Snake!” cried out the boy. Bobby hopped out of his dad’s arms and ran into the kitchen area. The two parents followed, Melba wide eyed for she hated the legless reptiles and Fredrick concerned again. The kitchen was very spacious and included the dining area. On the other side of the wall that separated the kitchen from the living room was a hallway leading to the bedrooms and bathroom but a four foot tall piece of cardboard blocked the path. The board had the simple image of water drawn onto it quickly with a blue marker in wavy lines. One of the fishing poles, the small child sized one, was also there leaning against the wall. The boy looked around the floor and looked over at Frankie. 

“Whare da’ snake?” he asked and this made both parents look at the floor, expecting to find a snake slithering from under the dining table.

“It was thrown back,” answered Frankie, who picked up the child sized fishing pole. She walked over to Fredrick and handed the pole to him. “Go ahead and give it a try.” The skunk smiled up at the man as he took the small pole from her. Fredrick looked a little dumbfounded but Melba looked amused now that it was obvious that there was not a real snake. With a shrug of the shoulders, he walked a little closer to the blocked off hall. 

Fred noticed that a magnet was attached to the end of the line. He gave a small swish of his wrist and sent the piece of metal over the paper lake and into the hallway. He started to reel in the line and heard a small snap as metal on metal clacked together. When the magnet came over the board, a paper cut out of a blue fish with a purple head came over with it.

“Yay!” rejoiced the nude cub, who was hopping up and down. The loin cloth flayed around with the excited boy‘s jumping and was not hiding anything. “Its biggah than any of the ones aye caught!” The father reminded himself that he needed to get some clothes on the boy.

Fredrick reeled in the rest of the line, lifting his prize with an amused grin. The fish had the word ‘trout’ written on it’s tail and a small bolt was taped to its mouth so the magnet could grab it. He walked over to the ‘lake’ and looked over into the hallway. There lay eight fish of various sizes and colors spread upon the carpet all the way down to the end. And there was Bobby’s toy rubber snake with a nail taped inside of its open mouth. Melba hated that thing. He looked back at the skunk and could not help but laugh. 

They all went back into the living room. The new sleeping bags were laid out in the tent with a battery operated lamp hanging from the tents ceiling.  Bobby had already included two pillows, three stuffed animals, his jammies, a collection of Uncle Scrooge comic books, and a plate of cooked fish sticks from earlier fishing. Fredrick could only chuckle as his son flopped onto the cushioned tent floor of plush toys and cotton filled bags, his bare butt up and tail swaying side to side. He took the opportunity to slip the boy’s pajama bottoms on the little exhibinist, who complied knowing his dad did not approve of such behavior. Bobby was just glad to have been able to go this long. Then Fred stood back up from inside the tent and brought his attention back to the young babysitter.

“Frankie right? How long you been babysitting?” 

“About a year I think,” answered the skunk in a obedient and cheery soft voice as she answered the question as best she could. 

“How long have you sat for the Savours?“
“They were my first. I only babysit for their younger kids though.” 

A car horn interrupted Fred from interviewing the teen any further. Frankie’s mom had arrived to take her home. He pulled out his wallet and paid the skunk her fee of five dollars an hour plus a generous tip in total of fifty dollars in the form of two twenties and two fives. He escorted the girl out after she said goodbye to Melba and Bobby, giving the child a big hug.  He held an umbrella over their heads as the walked across the wet lawn. Melba followed them out to get the luggage that was still in the van and the bag that was still in the puddle.

He opened the door to the small red Ford Escort’s passenger door for Frankie and leaned over to say hello to her mother. He nearly choked. Instead of another skunk, a gorgeous busty vixen was behind the wheel of the compact car. The vixen was wearing blue gym shorts and white T-shirt and looked like she had been to the gym and quite often. She goes to the local gym three times a week. The fox had been expecting this and just gave the man a smile and reached her over her child to greet the lion.


“I ams Summer Fields,” introduced the lady in a heavy accent that appeared to be of German and/or Austrian descent. Her grip on Fredrick’s hand was as surprising as when he discovered that she was not a skunk. Summer was an advertising producer for a local radio station and she always made sure her handshakes left an impression. “And yah, my lil Franky is adopted.” Fredrick made a mental note to work on speaking his questions before others answered them.

“I’m Bobby’s father, Fredrick Warren,” greeted the cat. “You have quite the young lady, here.”
This compliment brought about his final surprise of the evening. Instead of the proud smile that most parents would of made to such words and that he expected, the fox blinked as if in a bit bewildered, her smile slowly fading as if she was both disappointed and confused as to how she should react. It was Frankie that spoke up and in a way that suggested that she really wanted to get the two adults away from each other. 

“Mum, I really needed to get back home. I have to be at school early tomorrow. Have a nice weekend Mr. Warren, sir.” 

Summer was smiling again and gave a prompt farewell as Fredrick closed the door and the car drove off and away from the dumbfounded lion. What are they hiding? he thought as the car turned left at the intersection and disappeared from view. The man now pondered if the everything was okay between the adopted daughter and mother. He was considering having Frankie as a definite second for babysitting Bobby when Sandra could not. He never did like the old bat next door. But now he was rethinking that decision if the girl was from a dysfunctional family. He will have to call Mr. and Mrs. Savours and ask them what they knew of the Fields family. But he had a little Indian in his house that needed to get ready for bed and a camping trip to re-plan for the weekend.

                                                   ************************

Summer was quiet. She looked over at Frankie, who was looking out the window with a face that could have been a look of boredom or of being upset. This was not the first time something like this had happened and she waited for her child to speak as she always did.

“You might of lost me a costumer,” sighed Frankie finally. 

Summer bit her lower lip before confronting the child. “Ya know I ams not fond of yur’ choices but I respect ya for been’ ya‘self and for doin’ what makes ya happy,” she began. She always had to remind Frankie of this as well as herself. “But ya know I ams not used to such things. And ya know I don’ like it when ya lie to others for work.”
“It’s not lying if they do not ask,” responded the skunk with a victorious look.

“And how old did ya say ya was?”
Frankie paused and answered ‘fourteen’ with a smirk, now seeing that she was just teasing while bringing up a long going theme the mother always brought up. Summer looked over at the skunk and could not help but to smirk back. Frankie did disappoint her on a few things but she loved the child deeply and was overly proud of the skunk.  Frankie was bright and had an ‘A-’ grade at school. Frankie was also involved in extra curricular school activities like Drama plays, Choir, and was the founder and captain of the private school’s first ever cheerleading/pep team.

“And ya are twelve. Ya are lucky I don’t call yur’ clients and tell them tha truth.” The vixen looked at Frankie’s chest and sighed. “And please take dat off. Ya mom had been looking for dat earlier. And I think it looks ridico’ish.” Frankie chuckled and did as the fox said, slipping out of the blouse and shirt and removed the black laced bra that was stuffed with tissue, revealing a chest too flat for a twelve year old girl.

“I should have ya take dat silly skirt off as well,” joked Summer and reached over and gave a tug on the denim skirt. The boy laughed and batted at her hand. She knew he was ticklish.  This went on for about a minute before she told the feminine boy that he had a call earlier for a job on Saturday. 



