Part 1: The Weight of the Crown

It had been months since Bowser’s invasion of the Flower Kingdom, but peace brought its own kind of pressure. For Prince Florian, the return to order meant a relentless schedule of appearances, ceremonies, and negotiations with ambassadors from other kingdoms. He was young, still learning, still adjusting to the responsibilities that came with leadership.

This morning, he’d been up before dawn, woken by a knock on his chamber door. A delegation from the Sparkle Seed Council had arrived early, and Florian had rushed through his grooming and slipped on his ceremonial scarf. There hadn’t been time for breakfast—much less a proper stop to relieve himself after the night’s sleep.

He told himself it could wait.

The council’s meeting dragged on. The elder Bloomfolk talked in long, winding circles. Florian, seated on his ornate flower-shaped throne, tried to maintain his polite composure, but a dull ache was already blooming in his abdomen. He shifted once. Then again. The golden petals beneath him offered little comfort.

He nodded, smiled, asked questions where required. But inside, the pressure grew. Quietly, persistently.

By midday, he still hadn’t left the throne room. His bladder throbbed with each polite bow.

Servants offered him tea. He accepted—out of habit, out of diplomacy.

Mistake.

Florian’s toes curled inside his boots. His tail flicked anxiously behind him, brushing against the throne’s velvet. He crossed his legs, then uncrossed them, trying not to draw attention. Royalty should not fidget. Royalty should endure.

But his small stature didn’t leave much room for endurance.

Finally, mercifully, the council adjourned. Florian stood stiffly, legs tight together, bowing his head in thanks. His guard captain approached—ready to escort him to his next event.

The corridor stretched before him like an endless hallway. And yet, the royal lavatory was just beyond the east wing.

He hesitated.

“Your Highness?” the guard asked.

Florian swallowed hard. “Just… give me a moment.”

He turned toward the east corridor—but as he took a step, another attendant came rushing up.

“Prince Florian! The Skyvine Emissary has arrived early. They're waiting at the upper garden.”

His heart sank. That was on the opposite side of the palace.

Florian’s smile didn’t falter, but his bladder twitched angrily. He turned, straightened his scarf, and walked with regal dignity—each step a quiet test of will.

Part 2: The Garden and the Storm

The upper garden was radiant, as always—petal platforms blooming midair, bees humming peacefully, and Sparkle Flowers chiming faint melodies in the breeze. Normally, Prince Florian found comfort here. But today, he felt only the mounting strain in his lower belly, like the weight of a storm cloud trapped inside him.

He met the Skyvine Emissary with a practiced smile. They were tall and vine-like, with coiling tendrils for fingers and a voice like rustling leaves. They spoke slowly. Floridly. Excessively.

Florian stood straight beside the crystalline fountain, nodding along, clenching every hidden muscle in his body.

He regretted the tea. He regretted not speaking up. But royalty didn’t make excuses. And certainly not for something as undignified as needing to pee.

“You seem… tense, Your Highness,” the Emissary finally said.

Florian flinched, then quickly laughed it off. “Just… long day.”

“Ah,” the Emissary said, “the burden of rulership. A vine must bend without breaking.”

Inside, Florian was bending. His tail had wrapped tightly around one leg. He stood with one foot subtly in front of the other, his hands clasped just a bit too tightly behind his back. He could feel himself sweating—not from the sun.

Then thunder rolled.

Both Florian and the Emissary looked up. The sky had darkened while they talked.

A distant servant rushed over. “Your Highness, there's a flash storm incoming from the Pipe Peaks. You need to return inside immediately!”

Florian’s heart leapt—not with fear, but with desperate hope. A reason to end the meeting. A way out.

He bowed quickly to the Emissary. “My deepest apologies. Please, allow me to arrange guest quarters—we must take cover.”

He didn’t wait for a response.

By the time he was back under the palace archways, the first drops of rain hit the marble floor.

Florian quickened his pace. His thighs pressed tightly together. His gait turned stiff, mechanical.

The guard at his side raised an eyebrow. “Everything alright, sire?”

“Fine,” Florian said through clenched teeth. “Just need to return to my quarters.”

He knew there was a lavatory just before the royal wing—a private one, rarely used.

He could make it. He would make it.

Each step jolted him. The pressure inside him surged with cruel pulses, like waves hitting a dam. He reached the corridor—empty, save for a pair of startled attendants.

Then: a shout from behind.

“Prince Florian!”

He turned, every inch of him bracing. A messenger ran up, soaked in rain.

“There’s a breach in the lower seed vault! The storm’s flooded the canal and it’s leaking into the archives!”

Another crisis. Another demand.

Florian stood frozen. The lavatory door was right there. Just a few paces. His entire body screamed for it.

But instead, he gave a quiet sigh, straightened his spine, and said, “Show me.”

He didn’t see the look of concern that lingered on the guard’s face as he followed the messenger into the storm-drenched halls—only felt the growing pain, and the slow, agonizing dread that he wouldn’t last much longer.

Part 3: Breaking Point

The lower seed vaults were chaos.

Water pooled around Florian’s boots as he stepped inside. The canal systems had failed. Roots from the surrounding Sparkle Trees had swelled and cracked the containment walls. Attendants scurried with towels and buckets, trying to salvage the rare seeds stored in crystal jars.

Florian’s steps were slow and tight. Every movement jarred the throbbing knot inside him. His bladder screamed with each shift of balance, each icy splash soaking through his cuffs.

He could barely think.

But the others didn’t notice. To them, he was composed. Commanding. He pointed, gave orders, prioritized the right crops to protect. Somewhere in the haze, he heard himself delegating. Saw his guards moving. Saw servants scrambling in response to his calm voice.

It was a lie. All of it.

Inside, Prince Florian was a breath away from failure.

When the crisis finally subsided—when the breach was sealed, and the water diverted—he didn’t celebrate. He didn’t linger. He simply nodded and turned away.

The walk back to the upper halls was torture. Every step sent shivers down his spine. His hands were balled into fists. His teeth clenched. Every second felt like a countdown.

The corridor ahead shimmered like a dream. The lavatory door—so close now. He could almost touch it.

And here’s where the story splits.


Ending 1: The Crown Holds

Florian stumbled the last few steps, nearly slipping as he reached for the polished gold handle.

The door creaked open.

He slammed it shut behind him, trembling. The room was silent—clean marble, dim light, polished basin.

He tore off his sash, hopped in place, fumbled with the clasp of his ceremonial cape. His whole body was shaking now. He could feel the edge—so close.

And then—

Relief.

A gasp. A staggered breath. His whole frame sagged forward.

It was over.

He gripped the sink afterward, head bowed, breathing heavy. He’d made it. Barely. But he’d made it.

And when he emerged, a few minutes later, nobody knew the difference.

A prince. Always composed. Always in control.


Ending 2: The Dam Breaks

He took one more step—

—and froze.

His body seized. A sharp jolt of pain hit his stomach. His knees buckled.

“No—” he whispered.

But it was too late.

The flood came in a sudden, unstoppable wave. His legs gave out. He leaned against the wall, eyes wide, heart pounding in horror and disbelief.

Warmth spread down his legs. Boots filled. His scarf darkened at the hem. The marble beneath him shimmered.

He stood there, trembling. Ashamed. Furious.

But there was no one around. No witnesses. Just silence. Just him.

He wiped his eyes with the edge of his sleeve—not crying, not really. Just tired.

Minutes passed before he moved again.

When he returned to his chambers, he gave no explanation. He spoke to no one. The servants knew better than to ask.

The next morning, Prince Florian stood tall again. Crown in place. Smile steady.

But something behind his eyes had changed.

Even royalty had limits.

