Defiant Current
Several months ago, heavy rains fell for days without mercy, snow melted too fast in the high peaks, and the water rose like a living thing. It swelled beyond every familiar bank, carving new channels and swallowing land that had belonged to the Luxray pride for generations. Fertile hunting grounds, ancient resting stones, every pawprint they had worn into the earth, and every scent-mark they had left along the old shoreline, was now underwater.
The Floatzel tribe watched from the deeper waters and rejoiced. To them, the flood was a gift. The river had spoken, redrawn the borders in their favor. All of it was rightfully theirs now. They began to swim, play, and hunt there without hesitation. 
The Luxray pride felt only loss. The alpha of the pride refused to accept this. He gathered his pride and warned the Floatzel again and again, but they were met with laughter and splashes.


I patrol the high bank every dawn and dusk. The river used to greet me like an old friend. Now it’s a thief. Months ago it swelled and stole the long stretch of pebbled shore where my pride once rested, the shallow pools where the kit’s learned to hunt, even the line of ancient willows that marked the edge of our world.
The water is broader now, hungrier, lapping greedily at ground it never touched before. Every time I walk this ridge I get a pit in my stomach. My pride depends on me. The young ones look up to me with wide eyes, and the elders watch with quiet trust. I can’t yield, not even an inch. 
I pad along the crest, claws dragging on the dry grass. The air smells of wet stone and mud, thick with the scent of the new channel. My mane crackles faintly, static rising with my temper. Below me, the current runs faster than it used to, cutting deep into what was once solid ground. Then I see her.
She cuts through the shallows like she owns them. Sleek, orange, and laughing. Floatzel. Her cream underbelly flashes as she twists and dives, twin tails whipping sprays of water into the air. The blue fins on her arms catch the light. 
She’s not hunting. She’s playing. She’s splashing, spinning, even darting close enough to the bank that her wake touched the edge. She knows exactly what she’s doing.
My growl starts low in my chest, rolling up through my throat. This ends today. I drop lower, muscles coiling, eyes narrowing to slits of gold. She thinks the river gave her this land.I’ll teach her it still belongs to me.
Her head snaps up mid-spin, her underbelly flashing as she treads water. For half a heartbeat she freezes, then that wide, mocking grin spreads across her face.
“Well, well! Big kitty finally came out to play?” She yells excitedly. 
She cuts toward the bank with effortless speed, gliding through the shallows until she’s close enough that I can see the water beading on her fur. She props her arms on the muddy edge, blue fins dripping, and tilts her head up at me.
“Did you miss me?” she calls, voice light and teasing. “Or are you just here to growl at the river some more?”
I start walking along the bank. My claws digging into the soft ground. My tail lashes, low and controlled. Static hums along my mane, and faint sparks dance in the air. 
She laughs bright, and sharp as she begins to follow me. Perfect. She swims parallel, keeping pace in the shallows, tail flicking sprays toward me. 
“You know this stretch is ours now, right?” she says, voice carrying over the current. “The river decided to give us more room to play.” She dives under, and pops up again, splashing deliberately so droplets hit me. “Or are you still pretending the old line matters?”
My growl rumbles deeper. I keep walking, and she keeps following. Almost brushing the bank, tails whipping. 
“Come on, kitty. Say something. Or are you just gonna stare and spark like a storm?” she says, as she paddles. 
I stop. Right at the marker. The spot where a snare lies hidden, beneath the surface, weighted with river stones, the rope coiled and waiting. It was placed by the pride late in the night.
She stops too, treading water, grinning up at me. “What? Tired already?”
I meet her eyes. Then I step forward and place one paw deliberately into the shallows. Her grin falters for half a second. That’s all it takes. 
The snare triggers. The net snaps shut around her torso with a wet, heavy thwap, pinning her flat against the muddy bottom of the shallows. She yelps in surprise, not pain. She thrashes once before the weighted stones hold her down.
Before she can twist free, I grab the second rope with my muzzle. A thick, vine-woven, rope that goes from beneath her hips, to the old willow tree on the bank. One hard pull and her hips lift high out of the water, back legs kicking uselessly in the air. Her fur gleaming wet in the sunlight. She’s caught, dangling, and helpless.
I step fully into the shallows, water lapping at my ankles, and circle her slowly. I growl satisfied.
“You’ve been crossing my border for months.” I say, voice calm, edged with thunder. “Laughing. Taunting. Claiming what isn’t yours.”
She twists her head, eyes wide, but the grin is already coming back. She’s defiant, even now.
“You think this’ll scare me, kitty?” she snaps, though her voice wavers just a little. “My tribe will-”
“Your tribe will hear all about it.” I cut in.
I reach out with one paw and gently move her twin tails, fully exposing her rear-end. The position leaves her no way to cover herself. She freezes. Her ego flickers.
I lean in close, “I’m going to teach you a lesson,” I promise, voice rumbling. “One you can share with every Floatzel who thinks the river gave them the right to steal from my pride.”
And for the first time, I see the crack in that cocky grin. I raise my tail.
CRACK!
The first smack lands with controlled force. I use the flat side of my thick, star-shaped tail. It connects solidly across both cheeks.
CRACK!
The sound echoes over the water, sharp and satisfying. She jolts forward in the rope, a startled yelp escaping. Her tails twitch, trying to cover, but they can’t.
“Ow! Hey!” she snaps, voice high with surprise. “That’s one way to say hello, kitty.”
I lift my tail again.
CRACK!
Harder this time. The impact sinks deeper, a faint crackle of static sparking along the point of contact. Her fur stands on end for a split second, the tingle traveling up her spine. She hisses through her teeth, but the grin flickers back almost instantly.
“Wow, you’re really committed to this grumpy cat routine, huh?” she says, trying to keep her tone light. “If you wanted to get close, you could’ve just asked. I’m a great swimmer. Maybe we could’ve raced instead of… whatever this is.”
CRACK!
I put more weight behind it. The static hums louder, a brief blue-white flash along the edge of my tail. She jerks in the rope, legs kicking harder, but the snare and line hold firm.
Her laugh is shorter now, breathier. “Okay, okay, point made! You’re strong. Big scary alpha. Happy now?”
CRACK! 
CRACK!
Two in quick succession. Each one heavier, the tingle lingering longer. Her blue fins flare, then flatten against her arms. The orange of her fur darkens slightly where the strikes land, not red yet, but the warmth is building.
She twists her head again to look at me, voice sharper. “You think this is funny? Let me down!”
CRACK!
I step closer, tail rising again. The static dances brighter along the star points.
“You talk too much,” I say, voice edged with thunder. “And you cross lines that aren’t yours.”
She swallows, but forces another smirk. “Lines? This river doesn’t have lines anymore. It’s open water. Free for-”
CRACK!
The hardest yet. The tingle snaps visibly this time, a small arc that makes her gasp, body jerking against the rope. Her legs kick once, then go still. The grin is gone. Her eyes are wide, and she's breathing fast. I lower my tail slightly, letting the silence stretch.
“Y- you’re really into this, huh? Careful, kitty. Keep going and I might start liking it.” she says. But the waver is there, and her bravado is fading.
I lift my tail once more. The lesson is only beginning.
CRACK!
I don’t give her time to recover. My tail rises again, faster this time.
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
The flat of my tail snaps down with increasing force, the static crackling brighter with each hit. Blue-white sparks dance along the edges, snapping against her wet fur. The tingle is no longer faint. Now it bites, sharp and electric, making her whole body jolt against the rope.
She gasps short and surprised, then forces a laugh. “W-wow… getting serious, huh?” She manages, voice still trying to be playful. “You know, if you wanted to make me tingle, there are nicer ways.”
CRACK! 
CRACK!
The impact sinks deeper, the static flaring, small arcs that snap against her orange cheeks. Her fur darkens where the strikes land, a warm flush spreading beneath the wet sheen. 
“Keep talking.” I say, voice low and even. “You’re just giving me more reason to continue.”
She tries again, voice thinner. “Come on, k-kitty. you’re cute when you’re mad. Maybe we could call this a date? You, me, the river… a little spark between us-”
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
The static hums louder, the tingle turning to sharp stings that make her hiss through clenched teeth. Her legs kick once, twice, thrice. Then weaker, then slower, then they stop. They dangle limply, toes just brushing the surface of the shallows.
I circle her again, tail never lowering for long.
“Look at you.” I rumble, letting my eyes linger on her. “You’re fading. All that bright orange turning red. The river didn’t give you this color… I did.”
CRACK!
She flinches hard, a small whimper slipping out before she catches it. “You’re enjoying this way too much,” the tease is fraying. 
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
The blows come faster now. A steady rhythm, each one harder than the last. The static snaps and pops, tiny lightning arcs that make her fur stand on end. Her breath hitch. 
Dozens of strikes, twenty, twenty-five, more, and more. The count blurs. Her rear-end is darkening steadily, the flush deepening to a vivid, angry red that shows clearly through the now dry orange fur. 
Swollen slightly, hot to the eye, pulsing with every heartbeat. The rope creaks with each impact. Water drips from her fur in a steady patter. 
“I’ll… I’ll tell my tribe.” She says, her voice shaky. “they’ll-” 
CRACK!
A bright flash of static dances across her cheeks, and she chokes on a sound. Half gasp, half sob.
I pause. Her breathing is ragged now. The grin is gone. Her eyes are wide, glistening.
I lean in close, voice a low growl. “Still think the river gave you this land?”
She doesn’t answer. The lesson is sinking in. Deep. I don’t slow down. The rhythm builds until it’s relentless.
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
Each strike lands heavier than the last, the static snapping brighter, biting sharper. Blue and white leap from my tail to her fur with every impact, making her jolt and gasp. Her flank is fully red now. The warmth radiates off her in waves I can feel from where I stand.
She’s trying to hold it together, but she’s cracking. A small whimper slips out after the tenth consecutive strike. I pause, tail hovering.
She catches her breath, and forces a shaky laugh. “Y-you… you’re really putting on a show, huh?” her voice trembling, the flirtation brittle. “All this for, little old me? If you wanted my attention, k-kitty, you’ve got it.”
CRACK!
I deliver a brutal blow. The static flares bright, a sharp arc that makes her cry out. It isn’t a yelp, but a real, pained sound. She’s breathing hard. Legs limp. No more kicking.
I step back onto the bank, water streaming from my legs. My eyes never leave her.
“This isn’t just for you,” I growl. “You’ll be the example. Every Floatzel who thinks they can cross my border will hear about this. They’ll see the marks. They’ll know what happens.”
I turn, pad to the old willow, and lower my head. My muzzle closes around a smooth, sturdy stick, thick enough to carry weight, straight enough to land hard. I carry it back.
Her eyes widened. “W-wait… you’re not serious!”
The first strike with the wood lands. sharp. More focused than my tail.
CRACK!
Instantly, a bright line blooms across her rear. A raised welt, angry against the crimson flush of her cheeks. She jerks hard in the rope, a choked sob escaping.
CRACK! 
CRACK!
The stick bites deep, leaving clean, raised welts that stand out starkly on her swollen rear. The sound is different. Higher, wood-on-fur, and it carries farther over the water.
She speaks again, now with genuine fear. “C-come on k-kitty… You don’t have to… W-We could talk this out… I-I’m sorry, okay? Let’s just-” 
CRACK! 
CRACK! 
CRACK!
I don’t let her finish. The blows come steady, merciless. Ten, twelve, fifteen more. Each one raises a fresh welt, the red deepening, the skin hot under them. 
Finally, she breaks. A sob tears out of her raw, loud, unstoppable. Tears spill down her muzzle, mixing with the water on her face, and drop into the river below. She shakes against the rope, shoulders heaving.
“Please!” she cries, voice shattered. “Please stop! I’ll tell them! I swear! I’ll tell my tribe… We’ll stay away. The old border. We’ll respect it. I promise. Just stop!” Her words dissolve into sobs. She’s broken, heaving, no trace of the grin left.
CRACK.
CRACK.
CRACK.
I deliver three final strikes with slow, deliberate, forceful. Each one landing with full weight. The welts stand angry, the red deep and unmistakable.
She hangs there, crying openly, legs limp, tails drooping. I drop the stick and it lands with a splash. The river laps quietly around us. She’s learned, and soon, her tribe will too.
I step forward. My muzzle closes around the thick rope. One sharp bite, and the fibers snap with a wet pop. 
I tear through the net with a quick twist of my jaws, and she drops. A splash sprays me as she hits the shallows, legs buckling under her. Water sprays around her, rippling outward. 
She catches herself on shaky arms, then reaches back instinctively. She presses one paw against her rear-end. She winces hard. A small, pained hiss escaping her teeth. Her fingers hover over the swollen marks, not quite touching, as if even the lightest contact stings.
I step out of the water, shaking off the droplets, and pad back to the high bank by the old willow. I stand tall, mane crackling faintly, eyes fixed on her.
“Leave,” I say, voice low. “Go back to your tribe. Tell them. Show them. Let every Floatzel see what happens when they don’t respect the borders.”
She stays crouched in the shallows for a long moment, breathing ragged, tears still streaking down her muzzle. Then she lifts her head. Her eyes meet mine. They are wide, glistening, and red-rimmed. For a second, the fear is raw. Then, impossibly, the corner of her mouth twitches. A cracked, shaky smile. She wipes her face with the back of one arm. 
 “I’ll tell them.” she says, voice hoarse but trying for lightness. “I swear. The old border… we’ll stay on our side.”
She pauses, then the smile quirks a little higher. She’s defiant, even now. She moves closer to the edge. 
“But… maybe I’ll come back sometime.” Her voice wavers, but the tease is there. “Next time… maybe we can have a date that doesn’t hurt so much.” She lets out a breathless laugh. “Unless that’s just what you’re into, kitty!”
Before I can reply, she turns. She pushes off the muddy bottom and glides into deeper water. Her strokes are fast, desperate, almost panicked, but still graceful. She doesn’t look back again.
I watch her disappear downstream. A sleek orange streak cutting through the current until she’s gone.
The river laps at the bank, quiet now. The shallows are empty. Only the faint ripples remain. I stand there, mane settling, static fading. The territory is ours. Not one inch lost today. I turn my head, eyes scanning the ridge, the willows, the old markers. The river may have taken, but I’ll take it back.
I lift my head and let out a low, rolling growl. A sound that carries across the water, a promise to anyone listening. This land is mine. And I will protect it. No matter what.
The End
