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NOTE TO THE READER:

Minor revisions have been made to the e-book edition to improve clarity and flow. As a result, there may be slight variations from the print version, while the integrity of the original work has been fully preserved.
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Rio de Janeiro

Chapter 1- Swapped for a Brazilian Storm

In the charming coastal town of Maplewood, where the salty breeze mingled with the sweet aroma of Tilly’s Ice Cream parlor, Kendra had always believed that life unfolded according to a script. Her daily routine was simple: caring for her father, watching over her son Peter, crafting ice sculptures for customers, and nurturing the bond of her family. It was a small-town life, yet it felt entirely hers—a never-ending cycle of ordinary tasks intertwined with love, leading up to a final bow.

A phone call on Tuesday night broke the silence. Peter looked confused after he ended the call. “Mom, you need to hear this,” 

he said, his voice full of emotion. Kendra stopped eating her ice cream. She watched him closely. He hurried over and pushed the phone into her hand. She looked at it, puzzled. +Her melting gelato dripped onto her clothes.

“Hello?” “Is this Kendra?” The voice on the other end was cheerful, foreign, and with an unmistakably Brazilian accent.

“Yes... who is this?”

“This is Mariela,” the woman said, as if her name held all the significance needed for an explanation. “Your father... he’s on his way to Brazil!” She was famously known as the Wild Brazilian Storm in her town, which had a less-than-stellar reputation. Having been married three times, she was now expecting that the fourth would be Kendra’s dad.

Kendra blinked, the phone slipping from her ear as her stomach twisted into a knot. Her father? Brazil? A place they had never discussed, a place far from the quiet streets of Maplewood in Alabama. “What... what do you mean ?" He’s met with me”. Mariela continued, her voice tinged with something Kendra couldn’t place — triumph? Guilt? “And he is coming here”. “He bids you and your family farewell”!

Chapter 2—The Announcement

Everything felt strange the following morning. Normally clear and familiar, the air outside felt heavy with an unexplained uneasiness. Something about her father’s footsteps, which sounded like a herd of elephants, changed when Kendra heard him thunderously descend the stairs. Unlike in recent months, he was not shuffling. Instead, he was walking with a vitality that gave him the appearance of being years younger today.

“You guys need to leave!” he declared as he reached the bottom of the stairs, his voice echoing through the house with the weight of someone making a life-changing announcement. Kendra froze, her fingers clutching the railing as if she were on a rollercoaster, unsure if she had heard him right. “What do you mean, we have to go? Dad—“I’m not joking!” He threw his hands up dramatically, as if he were unveiling an exciting new journey. “I’ve met someone! A woman. A Brazilian woman.”

Kendra’s heart skipped a beat. “Someone?”

“Yes! Her name is Mariela. And let me tell you... she is something else.”

Peter appeared from behind her, his brow deeply wrinkled. His dark hair fell into his eyes as he looked at Kendra with a puzzled expression. “Dad, are you okay?” Kendra’s thoughts raced. She thought back to the long nights they had endured together—her father, her mother missing, raising them on his own. How could he just... leave them like that?

“She’s everything I’ve been looking for,” he continued, ignoring the mounting tension. “Her family—her sons—they’re practically my age. We’re going to start fresh.”

“Dad, no—what about us?” Kendra’s voice cracked as she tried to steady her emotions. How could he do this to them? How could he just toss aside the family they had fought for, after all these years?

“You’ll be fine,” he said with a wave of his hand, as if dismissing their concerns as easily as flicking away a fly. “I’m in love.”

Chapter 3–The Replacement Family

The word Brazilian hung in the air, thick with an irresistible allure that Kendra found hard to ignore. Her father’s voice wrapped around Mariela’s name like a decadent dessert, and with every mention, the distance between them seemed to grow. A woman. A new beginning. A different family.

Kendra struggled to reconcile this new version of her father with the man she had always known. He had been the quiet one, the reliable one, the man who cared for his daughters after their mother’s passing. The man who appeared to be self-sufficient. And everyone was astonished by this surprising choice.

“What about us?” Kendra repeated, her tone nearly desperate.

“She has four sons. They’re almost my age,” he shot back, his voice laced with contempt, as if their bond was insignificant compared to the treasure he had found.

Kendra felt a tumultuous knot in her stomach as the bitter taste of betrayal clouded her thoughts. Six daughters, nurtured under his vigilant gaze, were now being swapped for the tempting promise of a ready-made family? The heaviness of this realization pressed down on her chest like an unyielding stone, extinguishing any glimmer of hope for reconciliation. Her father seemed oblivious to the tempest brewing around him, instead lost in a reverie of Mariela—Mariela, whose name flowed from his lips like a melodious tune, and whose reminders seemed to follow him everywhere, echoing what was once his beloved home.

Chapter 4–Departure

But beneath the glittering surface, darkness spread. Kendra noticed the bruises first. A faint purplish smudge on his cheekbone was dismissed as a bump against a cabinet. Then, a dark bloom on his forearm, visible for a second as his sleeve rode up. He started coming home late, well after the city had fallen quiet, his car pulling into the driveway with a gravelly crunch that made Kendra’s heart seize. His clothes were rumpled, his collar askew, and he had the alien scents of sweat, cheap perfume, and something sharp and sans alcohol.
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EVERY TIME KENDRA TRIED to breach the wall he was building, she was met with stone. “How was your trip, Dad?” she’d ask, keeping her voice light.

“Fine,” he’d clip, not looking at her.

“You were out late. Is everything okay?”

That’s when the shift would happen. His shoulders would tense, the new, easy smile vanishing. “Why are you always checking up on me, Kendra? I’m a grown man!”

His words, once the foundation of their family, grew increasingly discordant towards Mariela, always seen through her eyes. His tone was bitter, laced with an unfamiliar bitterness. “You’re overly cautious,” he would say. The name Mariela lingered between them like a palpable presence. She represents a fearless spirit. She doesn’t simply wait for life to unfold.

Mariela, the tempestuous one, swept into their lives like a whirlwind of a storm. Kendra had glimpsed her brilliance just once, an unforgettable moment when she arrived in a dilapidated convertible, the air vibrating with the electrifying beat of music that pulsed from the speakers. Dazzling scarves cascaded around her, and silver bangles danced and whispered with each animated gesture. Her dark hair spun around her face like a wild halo as her laughter erupted—a dazzling burst of vitality that enlivened the very air. Her father’s voice, laced with unrestrained admiration, echoed around them. “She lives for dance,” a declaration that seemed to capture the very essence of her spirit.

Enthralled with the music, Mariela was a true force of nature on the dance floor. Kendra saw the bruises. She imagined a different dance. It was frantic and awkward. Her father tripped and ran into things and people. Her fears grew sharper, more defined. What if Mariela didn’t care for him? Not the real him, the man who liked crossword puzzles and the quiet dignity of a well-tended garden. What if she only cared for this new, reckless version he was trying to be for her? Or worse, what if Mariela was using him?

The thought was a cold stone in her stomach. Her father wasn’t a rich man, but he was responsible. He had savings, a pension, and a small nest egg he’d always refer to as “the family’s safety net.”

The breaking point came on a Tuesday night. He stumbled in near dawn, with a fresh cut on his lip, his best shirt torn at the shoulder. Gravel was stuck to his palms, and his keys had left shallow marks in his hand where he’d gripped them too tightly.

“Dad,” she said, her voice shaking with a mixture of fear and anger. She was blocking the hallway, her arms crossed. “This has to stop!”

He blinked, trying to focus on her.

The youthful sparkle in his eyes was gone, replaced by a glassy, exhausted sheen. “What has to stop? Having a little fun?”

“This isn’t fun.” She gestured at his disheveled state. “Look at you. Where does the money go for all this... this living... come from? The late nights, the bruises... Dad, what is she doing to you?”

His face hardened into a mask, the weariness giving way to a sudden, intense rage. “I’m not being harmed by her! I’m learning how to truly live from her! Something your mother and you never understood. Very cautious. So afraid of making a mess or violating a rule. He staggered closer, his voice lowering to a poisonous murmur. “Mariela enjoys the chaos.” She moves in it. Kendra didn’t follow him for the first time as he shoved past her. The silence of the house echoed his words as she stood motionless in the hallway. Besides protecting Mariela, he was eradicating his own life alongside them.

When he finally left, it wasn’t with a grand exit. It was quiet, and that made it even more painful. The next afternoon, while Kendra was































































[image: ]
















































[image: ]
































[image: ]




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SWAPPED FOR A

BRAZILIAN
STORM

{

SOLANGE KALDERI





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





