A Long Overdue Lesson
In the rolling hills and crystal-veined cliffs of Blueharbor, rescue agencies dot the landscape like sturdy beacons, their entrances framed by arching root-wood and lantern-berries that flicker softly at dusk. Here, teams of brave mon venture into dark forests and high mountains to bring back the lost, the injured, and the stranded.
For her guild, Gardevoir stands at the heart of it all. A senior scheduler for the Rescue Guild, a position that commands quiet respect across the agency. She does not charge into danger herself. Instead, she reads reports, arranges missions, and assigns teams. Her calm voice and sharp foresight have saved countless lives. She knows everymon’s strengths, limits, and the exact route that will bring them home safely.
Her son, Kirlia, came of age nearly a full year ago. He still lingers under her roof, drifting through his days without direction. 
Gardevoir sighs, wondering how much longer she can let things continue.
•••
The sun slips low behind the crystal-veined cliffs of Blueharbor, painting the sky in soft rose and gold as Gardevoir finishes the last adjustments to the mission board. She stands at the wide slab of tree that serves as her desk in the heart of the Rescue Guild, her slender fingers moving with care over the array of glowing crystals. Each crystal represents a team, a route, a risk level. 
She slides a deep-blue one for the mountain patrol team into the afternoon slot, then nudges a smaller amber crystal representing a rookie scouting pair toward the river valley. The slab hums faintly under her touch, the crystals pulsing in response as the day’s assignments lock into place.
Her days unfold like this without fail. By first light she arrives at the guild hall, a converted cliffside cavern whose high ceilings echo with the low chatter of returning Mon. She reviews overnight reports scratched onto thin bark slates, cross-references weather patterns reported by flying-type messengers, and plots every rescue with the precision that has made her indispensable. She never ventures into the field herself, her talents lie in coordination. Yet the field teams treat her with the same respect they offer their most seasoned rescuers. 
A burly Hariyama pauses at her desk this afternoon, wiping dust from his broad shoulders, and offers her a nod. “Another flawless grid, Gardevoir.” he rumbles. “We’d still be circling the eastern ridge without your call on the fog delay.” 
She smiles, warm but professional. “Remember to check in with the Chansey medics before you head out again.”
Moments later a sleek Luxray scout trots up, ears flicking with leftover adrenaline. “Thank you for rerouting our group away from a rockslide zone!” He beams. 
The guild buzzes around her until the final bell chimes. Teams file back through the wide archway, dusty and triumphant or weary but safe. Gardevoir lingers at the threshold, watching a battered but grinning pair of Combusken and Crobat stagger in supporting a rescued young Eevee between them. The sight loosens something tight in her chest. Another successful return. Another day where her careful planning has turned potential tragedy into quiet victory. 
She allows herself one long, steadying breath before gathering her woven satchel and stepping out into the cooling evening air.
The walk home winds along familiar paths carved into the hillsides. Glowing berry lanterns line the trail, their pale blue light begins to glow as dusk deepens. 
Gardevoir moves at an unhurried pace, the day’s accumulated weight settling into her legs. The guild sits a modest distance from her cave dwelling, far enough to give her time to decompress but close enough that she can still hear the distant calls of night patrols echoing off the cliffs.
She passes a small meadow where younger Mon sometimes play, their laughter faint on the breeze, and the familiar pull of memory tug at her. Her own son had once raced through that same grass.
By the time she reaches the entrance to her cave home, two snug chambers connected by a short hallway lined with glowing moss tapestries, the exhaustion is bone-deep. She pushes aside the vine curtain that serves as a door and steps inside. 
The main room welcomes her with its familiar quiet. A low seating area takes up most of the living space, a stone counter along one wall still holds the breakfast dishes she had not had time to clear, and the faint scent of dried herbs she keeps bundled near the hearth still gives off her favorite fragrance. Gardevoir sets her satchel down, and collapses onto the couch with a long, grateful sigh.
The woven vines of the seat creak softly beneath her. She stretches her legs out, then draws one knee up and begins to rub the sole of her foot with slow, firm circles. The ache there is familiar, caused by hours spent standing at the scheduling slab, pacing between the mission board and the communication board where messenger birds deliver urgent updates. 
Her other foot receives the same treatment, the massage easing the deep fatigue that always lingers after a full shift. She leans back against the cushions, eyes half-closed, and lets her mind catalog the day’s near-misses the way she always does when the house is still empty.
Her gaze drifts toward the hallway that leads to her son’s room. Kirlia should be home soon. The thought brings a fresh layer of tension beneath the physical weariness. She has spent the walk rehearsing the same gentle questions she asks every evening. ‘How was your day? Did you speak with anyone about work?’
The answers are always the same. short, evasive, and delivered with that careless wave of his arm. She rubs her foot a little harder, as if the motion could press the worry out through her soles.
The berry bushes outside the cave begin to shine brighter, their glow seeping through the open doorway and painting faint blue patterns across the rug. 
Gardevoir closes her eyes for a moment, letting the cool evening air brush over her. She is proud of the life she has built. The guild that depends on her, the home she has made warm and orderly, the son she still loves fiercely, even when he tests her patience. 
But pride and love together leave little room for rest. She straightens slightly on the couch, ears attuned to the path outside. The day’s successes and the evening’s uncertainties balanced on the same weary shoulders. She tells herself she will try again tonight. She always does.
•••
“See you tomorrow, Volt! Don’t forget the ridge trail at noon!” Kirlia’s voice calling out loudly.
Gardevoir jolts awake on the couch, her ears catching the rustle of the vine curtain. Kirlia steps inside, still chuckling to himself. Smaller for a Kirlia, his white-and-green form carrying the easy confidence of someone who has never truly been pushed. 
He glances toward the couch and offers a casual wave. “Hey, mom.”
Gardevoir feels a mix of relief and irritation bloom in her chest. Relief that he is home safe, irritation that he sounds exactly as breezy as every other night. 
She sets her hands in her lap and keeps her voice even, though weariness threads through it. “How was your day, Kirlia?”
“Fine.” He shrugs, already turning half-away, eyes flicking toward the hallway that leads to his room. 
She presses gently. “Who were you with?”
“A friend.” The words come quick and flat.
Gardevoir’s fingers tighten slightly against her leg. She can sense the walls going up already, that invisible barrier he has perfected over the past few years. 
Still, she tries. “Have you had any luck finding work? The guild mentioned they could use help sorting supply crates. Or the berry farm down by the coast-”
Before she can finish, Kirlia waves his arm in that dismissive flick she has come to dread. “Nah. Not today.” He starts to drift past the couch. 
Gardevoir stands, her tired legs protesting, but she moves toward him anyway. She wants to reach him, to make him see the future stretching out empty if he keeps drifting like this. Her mouth opens to speak of the real world, of purpose, of the pride that comes from contributing something beyond his own amusements.
He squeezes right past her in the narrow space between the couch and the stone wall, careful not to brush too close. “Gotta check something in my room.” He mutters, already slipping down the short hallway.
Gardevoir’s hand twitches as if to reach for him, but she lets it fall. The cave feels smaller in that moment, the quiet heavier. She hears his door curtain rustle behind him and frustration simmers in her chest. How had her once-eager son become this? 
Gardevoir remains on the couch, the day’s exhaustion mingling with fresh disappointment. She rubs her temple, wondering how much longer she can watch him waste his potential before something has to change.
The cave is quiet now except for the occasional rustle of pages from Kirlia’s room. She closes her eyes, letting the day’s exhaustion pull her thoughts backward.
She remembers him as a Ralts so clearly it aches. Small, wide-eyed, and endlessly curious, barely reaching her hip. The meadow behind their cave had been their playground every afternoon. She would chase him through the tall grass, his white body flashing like a spark as he darted between wildflowers. She would scoop him up, spinning him until laughter filled the air, then set him down to practice his budding psychic pulses. 
Those were the days when his eyes showed dreams. He wanted to join the rescue guild himself one day, to be the best scout in Blueharbor, to bring lost Mon home just like those he had idolized.
The day he evolved stands out like a beacon in her memory. He had been so determined, training in secret until the light finally took him. She had hugged him tight, whispering promises of adventures they would share. 
For months afterward he bubbled with plans for helping at the guild, exploring the cliffs, even talking of leading his own rescue team one day.
But then, something shifted. The spark dimmed so gradually she almost missed it at first. Friends became more important than training. Mornings that once started with eager questions now began with groans and rolled-over shoulders. 
He would lounge instead, reading adventure books without ever stepping into one, or wander off with whichever friend offered the easiest distraction. Gardevoir had tried gentle nudges at first, then firmer encouragement. Nothing took. The ambitious Ralts who had become this free loader who treated responsibility like an unwelcome guest.
Gardevoir opens her eyes and stares down the hallway toward his room. Kirlia could barely be bothered to clear his own dishes anymore. She gave him nearly a full year since he came of age, hoping he would find his path. Instead he drifted, content to let her carry the weight of their home while he chased fleeting amusements.
Back then, when he was small and willful, discipline had been simpler. A firm spanking over her lap had always reset him. A few sharp swats to his upturned bottom and the tears would come, followed by heartfelt promises and real change, atleast for a while. But he was grown now, nearly as tall as she was, with the stubborn pride of adulthood settling into his posture.
She can’t spank him anymore… Or can she?
Gardevoir sighs and glances toward the kitchen area where dinner ingredients wait to be cooked. She will try talking again at the table. 
•••
After nearly an hour, the hearth glows steadily, warming a stew of vegetables, wild herbs, and plump berries she had gathered days earlier. The savory aroma fills the cave, rich and comforting, yet it does little to ease the knot of frustration tightening in her chest. She stirs the pot one final time, the wooden ladle scraping softly against the stone bowl. 
“Kirlia! Dinner is ready. Come to the table.” She yells toward the hallway.
Silence answers her. Only the faint rustle of pages turning drifts from his room. 
She waits a moment, ears straining, then calls again, sharper this time. “Kirlia! The food is going to get cold!”
Still nothing. 
The quiet stretches, deliberate and disrespectful. Gardevoir’s hands rest on her hips. After a full day coordinating rescues, after holding the guild together with calm precision, this is what she gets at her home? Another evening of being ignored. 
She sets the ladle down with a deliberate clack and marches down the short hallway, her steps firm against the woven rug.
She pushes aside the curtain to his room. Kirlia lounges on his bed, propped against cushions, a book open in his lap as if he hadn’t heard a single word. The space is cluttered with small treasures from his idle days: smooth river stones, a half-finished carving, scattered leaves from whatever adventure he had avoided turning into action.
“It’s time for dinner.” Gardevoir says, keeping her voice level even as irritation simmers beneath it.
Kirlia doesn’t look up. “Just bring my plate in here.”
The request lands like a spark on dry tinder, and Gardevoir’s eyes narrow. “I am not your maid, Kirlia. You know where the table is. Get up and join me.”
He finally glances at her, expression bored and slightly petulant. “Whatever.”
The single word snaps something inside her. All the exhaustion from the guild, the worry she has carried for nearly a year, surges forward in a rush of heat.
“Whatever?” Her voice rises, echoing off the cave walls. “That is exactly the problem, Kirlia! You do ‘whatever’ all day. You lounge about with your friends, you wave off every suggestion I make, and then you treat me like I exist only to serve you. You are nearly a full year into adulthood, and you contribute nothing to this household. Nothing!”
Kirlia sits up straighter, his book sliding aside. Defensive anger flashes across his face, mixing with the entitlement that has become so familiar. “You expect too much! I’m not some field scout rushing off to risk my neck every day like the mon at your precious guild. Plenty of Mon my age still live at home. It’s not that unusual. Why do you have to push so hard?”
Gardevoir steps further into the room, her hands trembling with restrained frustration. “Because you are wasting your life! I work long hours so we can have this home, so you can have food on the table and a roof over your head. The least you can do is find some work. Any work! I have tried to be patient. I have given you time. But this… this laziness cannot continue.”
He scoffs, the sound sharp and dismissive. “Laziness? I’m just living my life. You act like I’m still a little Ralts who needs constant direction.” 
With that, he flops back down onto the bed and turns his back to her, curling toward the wall as if the conversation is over. The gesture stings deep, and offended silence fills the space between them. She stands in the doorway for a long moment, staring at his shoulders, the way he shuts her out so easily. 
Her voice drops, low and dangerous, carrying the weight of memory and mounting resolve. “Do you remember how I handled disrespect when you were a Ralts?”
The words hang in the air, quiet but loaded. Kirlia’s back stiffens slightly, though he does not turn around. The cave seems to hold its breath, as if echoing the tension.
Kirlia sits up slowly on his bed, the book forgotten beside him, and turns to her. His expression flickers from defensiveness to disbelief, then to a nervous half-smile that does not reach his eyes.
“Yeah… you spanked me.” He says, voice cracking just a little at the memory. “What? Are you gonna spank me, Mom?”
Gardevoir does not hesitate. “Maybe I should.”
She steps fully inside and closes the curtains behind her with a soft, final rustle. Kirlia stands up quickly, defensive, his posture rigid as he backs half a step toward the far wall.
“I’m not a Ralts anymore.” He protests, voice rising. “You can’t just… You can’t spank me!”
Gardevoir advances, her voice calm but edged with unyielding authority. “This is my house, Kirlia. And I can spank naughty boys if I have to… Grown or not.”
Before he can retreat further she reaches out, her grip firm on his wrist. In one decisive motion she sits on the edge of his bed, the mattress giving slightly beneath her weight, and pulls him forward. 
Kirlia twists, but she is stronger, her daily hours at the guild having kept her form powerful. She guides him down across her lap with ease, his upper body resting on the bed, his legs dangling. 
With one arm she pins him firmly across his lower back, holding him in place. She adjusts her posture, scissoring her legs lightly around his kicking ankles to control the kicking that begins almost instantly. 
His weight settles warm and solid across her thighs, his rear-end perfectly presented, upturned and vulnerable over the curve of her lap.
Kirlia twists his neck and kicks his feet against her restraining legs. “Mom! Stop! This is ridiculous!”
Gardevoir’s hand rests for a brief moment on the smooth curve of his rear, feeling the familiar tension there.
Then it rises and falls in the first sharp swat, palm connecting squarely with the plump curve of his bottom.
The sound cracks through the quiet room with a crisp, resounding smack. A faint pink blooming on top of the white of his rear-end.
She strikes again, and again. Each smack lands with increasing force, the impact sending a soft jiggle through his bottom. The heat begins to build under her palm, and Kirlia’s protests sharpen into embarrassed gasps.
“Mom, stop! My friends are gonna see these marks!” He squeals. 
“That’s too bad.” Gardevoir replies evenly, her voice never wavering even as her hand continues its rhythm. Another firm swat lands low on his stinging rear-end, then another across the center of his bare butt. “And even if they do, you deserve this embarrassment. You are grown now and you will start thinking about the future.”
She punctuates her sentence with a series of measured smacks that cover every inch of his upturned rear, from the top of his cheeks down to the sensitive undercurve. 
The skin deepens from pale pink to a rosey red, and every impact elicits a yelp. Kirlia’s kicking intensifies for a moment, his feet drumming uselessly against her scissored legs, but her grip on his back holds him securely in place. 
“You spend your days drifting.” She continues, voice calm and maternal even as her hand rises and falls without mercy. “Hanging with friends, lounging while I carry everything. That ends tonight.” 
Three quick swats to the lower part of his bottom make his rear bounce sharply. The heat radiates into a tangible warmth against her palm. “You will start taking responsibility.”
Kirlia’s face burns with humiliation, tears already pricking at the corners of his eyes. “I’m sorry! I’ll… I’ll look for work tomorrow, just stop!”
Gardevoir scoffs softly, her hand never slowing. “You are just saying that to make this end. I know you too well.” 
She shifts her focus, delivering a volley of harder spanks to the fullest part of his rear-end. A vivid red erupts, that contrasts sharply with the surrounding white. His bottom. 
Kirlia slams his arms against the bed. “I don’t want some dead-end job as a guild secretary!” 
The insult to her work stings Gardevoir. Real hurt tightens her in her voice. “I love my job at the guild. I make a difference there. The teams respect me. They value my judgment. And I make enough to support myself and a lazy son who refuses to respect me.”
She spanks faster now, each swat landing with more force. Kirlia cries out, his thrashing turning into a full blown tantrum as the sting builds into a deep, throbbing burn across his entire rear.
“I do respect you!” He sobs, voice breaking. “Please, Mom, it hurts!”
“Good!” She says firmly, though her free hand smooths briefly over his heated rear-end in a momentary gesture of maternal care before the spanking resumes. “You have disrespected this home and disrespected me for far too long. First thing tomorrow you are looking for work. You will stop going out all day with friends until you have found something steady. And if you are going to stay under my roof you will contribute. Every. Single. Day.”
“I will! I swear I’ll look tomorrow!” Kirlia’s promises tumble out between gasps and tears. “I’ll help around the cave! Just please stop spanking me!”
Gardevoir hears the sincerity warring with desperation in his voice, but she keeps her resolve. She has waited too long for real change. She delivers harder and harder smacks as Kirlia’s initial defiance melts into broken sobbing. He stops fighting her pin entirely, going limp across her lap, simply enduring as the lesson sinks deeper.
She pauses to adjust her grip. “Ten more.” She says, her voice dripping with maternal authority. “Count them out.”
Before Kirlia has a chance to argue the swat lands heavily on his left cheek, making the plump curve of his bottom bounce. 
“Ow!” He cries out. “…One.” 
Gardevoir smiles. “You will think about your future starting tomorrow.”
The right cheek receives the same firm treatment.
“Two.” He says, with much less attitude. 
“No more waving me off when I speak to you.” She adds. Repeating the process. 
“Three. Four.” He groans, tears still falling from his eyes. 
The next swat comes lower, across the undercurve of his rear-end. 
“Ah!” He exclaims. “Five.”
“You will contribute to this household like the grown mom you are.” Gardevoir lectures. 
Another solid smack to the center of his bare butt, the sound echoing sharply. 
“Six! I’m sorry mom.” Kirlia whimpers. 
Gardevoir feels a sense of pride upon hearing Kirlia's apology. “Respect is not optional under my roof.” 
“Seven.” Kirlia gasps through gritted teeth. 
“I love you too much to watch you waste away.” Gardevoir continues. 
“Eight.” His sobbing grows louder, body trembling.
“You were once so ambitious. That Mon is still inside you.” She responds. 
“Nine.” The sting is ferocious now, his entire rear-end throbbing. 
“I will not tolerate laziness any longer!” Her words are as firm as her hand.
“Ten.” Kirlia’s voice devolves into sobs. 
“Now.” She says, finally releasing the scissor hold. “You will apologize and mean it.”
She helps him stand on shaky legs, his hands instinctively hovering near his stinging bottom before she stops him. 
“I’m sorry mommy.” Kirlia cries. “I’m so sorry.”
Gardevoir pulls him into a tight hug, her arms wrapping around him with the same protective strength she once used when he was small.
“I just want what is best for you.” She murmurs against the top of his head. “But you cannot keep going on like this. I will not allow it.”
Kirlia clings to her, still crying softly. “I’m sorry. I really am. I’ll do better.”
She holds him a moment longer, then steps back. “Stand in the corner with your hands on your head until I tell you to leave. Do not rub your bottom even once.”
He gulps, fresh embarrassment coloring his tear-streaked face, but he obeys without protest. Turning toward the corner of the room, Kirlia places his hands on his head, exposing the deep red glow of his rear-end to the air of the cave. His shoulders shake with quiet sniffles as the full weight of the spanking settles over him.
Gardevoir watches him for a long moment, her own palm still tingling, her heart heavy with both resolve and love. Whether this will truly take root remains to be seen, but for now the cave feels clearer, the tension finally broken. 
She turns and slips quietly from the room, leaving her son to stand in humbled silence, the burn in his bottom a vivid reminder that some lessons are best learned the hard way.
In the kitchen, Gardevoir lowers herself onto the stone stool at the table. The stew has gone cold, the once-fragrant broth now lukewarm and congealed around the vegetables and berries. She picks up her spoon anyway, stirring slowly without much appetite. 
From Kirlia’s room she hears only faint, muffled sniffles. No complaints, no defiant mutters. Just obedient, humbled silence.
Did it help? The question gnaws at her as she chews. Or had he simply promised everything because the sting across his rear-end left him no other choice in the moment? 
She had felt his weight across her lap, heard the sharp cracks of her palm meeting his upturned rear again and again, watched the plump curve of his bottom turn that deep, glowing red. The lesson had been exactly what he needed after nearly a year of drifting. 
Yet doubt lingers in the quiet. Maybe tomorrow he would wake up sore and resentful, slipping back into the same lazy patterns the moment the burn in his rear-end faded.
Gardevoir sets her spoon down for a moment, staring into the bowl. She had never imagined she would have to discipline her son this way again. Part of her aches with maternal guilt. Another, stronger part feels a weary kind of relief. 
For the first time in months, the disrespect had stopped. The endless brushing off, the one-word answers, the turning away. They had all crumbled under the steady rhythm of her hand.
Kirlia’s sniffles have quieted somewhat, though she knows the throbbing in his stinging rear-end will keep him uncomfortable for a good while yet. She pictures him still standing there, hands obediently on his head, fighting every instinct to soothe his heated rear-end.
A small, resolute nod settles her thoughts. If this spanking proved to be only a temporary reset, she could always do it again. She would not hesitate to pull him back over her lap for another long, firm reminder if he needed it. Laziness would not reclaim her home. Disrespect would not return unchecked. For tonight, at least, the cave feels clearer. She had done what a mother needed to do. 
Gardevoir finishes the last of her cold meal in thoughtful silence, the weight of the evening settling into a cautious kind of peace. In the other room, Kirlia remains in the corner, the lingering fire across his bare butt, a vivid testament that things had finally, decisively changed.
The end
