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"Frozen Again: 'Love Never Ends"
Act IX
Chapter 53
“Valentine’s Day in the Marvelous City”
The end of the Gler’s long and romantic journey for these two of affianced couples signified the beginning of the new and exciting one in Rio de Janeiro. 
Even before the Norwegian craft headed into the Port on schedule just past noon time at scenic Guanabara Bay. Elsa found herself instantly enraptured – as Princess Valentina described in a hoarse, yet recuperating, voice she would be – by the breathtaking vista of the “bosom of the sea”.

From the beautiful view of the dozens of islands in the backdrop, each displayed the swaying palm trees that dotted the Duque de Cazias on the Eastern shore, flanked by the Sugarloaf Mountain range of Pao de Azucar, to the tranquil blue blue waters of the shimmering Baia de Guanabara.
The Ice Queen who ruled the winter North could only imagine such summertime beach splendor in this bright and vivid and richly flamboyant southern section of the equator.

As for her friendly snowman, who had come along for this once-in-a-lifetime ride, Olaf can only stand on the deck with his fleshy jaw dropped in all as the ship entered into the sundrenched Quay in the oceanic Bay location.

“Wow! Just take a look at all the people sunbathing on those island beaches, Elsa! I can’t wait to hit the burning sands with Eliana! Come on, just Hans! Bring this baby into dock quick silly King all go skinny dipping!” In his naïveté and overhearing the stark swimming term from roguish big brother Didrik and crass Prince Alonso’s conversations just this morning, Olaf impatiently hops onto the foremast of the HmNos Gler.
The eager snowman looked more like a fitting decorative had mass to the vessel hailing from the Scandinavian kingdom in the North seas than someone who belonged on a beach.

“Midshipman, please commonly man your post.” Kommander Westergaard had previously noticed his bedazzled clean your precious sudden distress seeing her snowy friend precariously perched atop the ship poshest foremast when he could easily plunge into the warm waters of the steamship precious churning wake.

“Aye aye, Captain! I mean Vise Admiral!” Olaf sings pleasantly with a salute up at Hans. The snowman had mastered shimmying down and hauling himself up to the Crow’s nest lookout like a Pro after a few practical instructions from the Gler’s fastidious chief officer.
Thank you. Elsa mouths to her betrothed who could always smooth over her frustration and fears, including Olaf’s dangerous lumps and bumps.

“Your Majesty.” Hans simply nods in a cool, detached response to Elsa’s obvious adoration, causing her vibrant smile to slightly falter.
“Although, your snowman has the right idea about the wild goings-on in sunny Paraiso, since last I was there at least. I can attest that the swimming is highly recommended on these fragrant beaches. Not to mention their… Ahem… Attractions skinny dipping that I have attended on many family visits in the past, of course.” With a culpable grin and churlish smile, Prince Didrik a poshest words titillate the Queen of Arendelle and her somewhat standoffish boyfriend, who obviously woke up on the wrong side of his empty bed.
“With your excellent physiques, I highly recommend you both participate in the scenic frivolities while you’re there, your Majesty, Lillebror.” The Kadish older man lowers his roving eye upon Elsa poshest sylphlike frame in conjunction with his younger brother Hans poshest slender, yet sinewy muscular build in all the right pleasing to the eye places that would fit in on the Brazilian beach scene.

“Ahem.”

“I, for one would not need much convincing to have some Brazilian beach time after these past few months I’ve been visiting the frozen tundra. Per. My blood still goes cold when I remember that spooky Snow Queen’s kingdom on that remote icebergs at the godforsaken top of the world.” Prince Alonso declares in his silky way after the Córdoban man had gently escorted his fever recovering fiancée for the top deck to watch this lead ship coming to her hometown Seaport.

“You prefer my beaches to the snow fields, Alonsy?” Princess Valentina softly whispers with a pleased smile tracing her dry lips as she leans into her fiancé for bodily support in the next of Alonso polishes stabilizing arm that had patiently lead her up stairs to the top deck.

“ You’ll find out just how much I do in one more day, my pretty Valentine.” The Argentine seductively murmurs in his betrothed’s ear joined by a tender nipple that sends the weak of body Princess of Paraiso publishes heart affirmatively racing.

“You know what is worse than a quarrelsome couple, Lillebror?” Prince Didrik poses the question with a raise quirky brow at the reconciled pair of South American lovers.

“In gooey gooey, lovey-dovey one who can’t keep their hands off one another in public. Please tell me we are allowed to leave this hot-blooded love boat of yours soon.” The debonair Danish dandy delivers the trite response, followed by a wince for the pain his flippant hand leaning against the deck railing caused.
“But knowing my clever, clever Lillebror, I’m sure you have already planned some exquisitely calm’s time with your own hands on sweetie of a Queen, Hans, was we make landfall in that hot climate romantic Brazil. I myself and looking forward to seeing Mlle. burns off in some fetching beachwear attire at Sao Goncalo speech.” Hans’ older brother breathes in the redhead’s increasingly growing red ear as Hans grimaces at the irreverent man’s Papa improper insinuations about the pure Queen.

“Take us into the Quay, Lieut. Jan, giving ample clearance for the Santa Teresa to share dockside when they arrived so nautical knots to our rear.” The competition commander of the Gler, vise Admiral Westergaard calmly seats to his cock swaying Junior at the helm inside of the wheelhouse.

Hans keen eyes are fully attuned scanning the entire green in summary Paraiso coast.

Just as Elsa’s word to to scanning her gorgeous hero standing for the tall and regal responsible and in charge as the commander of his ship, taking her into the breathtaking exotic port of call so vibrant and blooming with summer sunshine written all over it.

“Is this not the start of another thrilling adventure for just two of us, my handsome Prince?” He excited blonde beauty shines as she slinks over to where Prince Hans had reemerged from giving his helmsman final instruction in the craft poshest wheelhouse stand servant of the gym HmNos Gler beside her.

“I consider my great privilege to serve Prince Alonso as his first groomsmen at his wedding to the Princess of this land, whom you, my Queen, will walk the aisle before as her maid of honor. I will do all it is proper and right on this journey to serve you, my Queen and will continue to do so until the vicious state of our own wedding arrives, whenever that may be.” The Danish Prince holds his head high and his arms behind his back a gentleman slinks, despite his enticing lady’s advances societal up and joy the view with a more intimate embrace, much like Alonso Valentina were sharing as the ship slowly enter the Quay at gorgeous parries.

Whenever that may be? Also lets her fiancé a poshest somewhat terse statement sink in. Her mind was already at peace that she and he would wed back in Arendelle in the spring.

But did she ever have the opportunity to inform her impatient suitor of that delicious conclusion?

Between shopper out on, shipboard accidents, worries that the marriage of the South American friends would not even take place go off without a hitch, the introverted young monarch poshest quiet and her thoughts, her womanly secret fantasies and the face the stark reality, Queen Elsa could not be 100% sure if her gallant Prince Hans knew the exact one single day she had planned for the and the not so distant future.

Oh Hans! Have I been so blind and cruelty her emotions again? Perhaps the cold as ice being like me can never learn to be a warm and human girl who deserves your love!

A curious sight Elsa moves away, sensing that no over friendly embrace was available from the Stoic and solemn vise Admiral.

Prince Hans, his head held high, was rigidly standing at the edge of a ship, as a fine, upright, soldierly example of fortitude and responsibility before his crew without the Brazilian delegation awaiting the arrival of the Royal wedding party of their beloved Princess Valentina and her important most important Norwegian guests.
Please Lord, give me the courage here Paraiso open free to speak all is in my heart to my love and relieve his anxieties, just as his straightforward strength and goodness is always quelled mine.

Elsa bows her lovely head in prayer of supplication to the Lord who could move hearts, though minds were often obstinate.

Her Majesty of Norway’s steamship Gler smoothly glides into the breathtaking poor of Rio de Janeiro’s by a day Guanabara posh is oceanic but under vise Admiral Hans Westergaard’s competent command for the most romantic day of the year.
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

For Elsa, this final full day before Princess Valentina was to tie the marital knot with her country’s neighboring Argentine Prince to consolidate their two countries his allies and more was extremely full

Queen Elsa of Norway was introduced to Valentina’s father, King Pedro, as well as so many visiting dignitaries upon entering the Palace that her head was spinning.
primavera Bougainvillea’s long arching thorny branches bear heart-shaped leaves and masses of papery bracts in each cluster of three flowers is surrounded by three or six bracts with the bright colours associated with the plant, including pink, magenta, purple, .

1824

The beginning of the German settlement expands the number of immigrants interested in grape growing. At the same time, Italian João Batista Orsi settles in Serra Gaucha, and with the permission of Dom Pedro I to cultivate European grapes, he became one of the pioneers of the wine production industry in the region.

“Considering my more inspiring nurses have all abandoned me and left only – ahem – that snowperson – to attend to my bedside needs, I decided to come up and change my view as we are nearing the continent. May I say what a welcoming a breathtaking scene it is on board your ship, Vice Admiral Westergaard. ‘Tis a shame we must ever disembark this lovely cruise.” The older Lothario’s hungry eyes scan the closeby Vista strolling cross the deck of the Gler with more interest than the high mountain escarpment dotting the lush green scenery of Rio de Janeiro’s Guanabara Rock Bare just in view in the distance.

“By the sound of it, it sounds like you have found some time away from your maritime duties to save the opportunity of the manifold enjoyments of this unfettered crossing, Lillebror.” Prince Didrik against his handsome, hopefully more experienced younger brother a smug to put this stolen sailors hat from the way Hans was looking Elsa and she back at him across the ship’s deck.
“Though it is not as free and easy as you imagine, Storbror, but I have to ladies in keeping these waters clean and clear, as befitting a proper gentlemen and Kommander of this great Sjoforsvaret Navy.” Hans righteously declares to his amused rippling, who merely shrugs his dapper shoulders and grin benignly.

“Why do I have a feeling you two are meaning more than you’re saying in those strange tongue? But I’ve got too many of my own female problems this deal with to care.” Alonso lets out a half, his eyes too entranced in that vision of bronze and pink to even cast a glance at the continent they were slowly approaching.

“Speaking of that exceptional feminine creature that is woman, may I make a suggestion, Prince Alonso? I have seen you and your intended together on board here this past week, Sir. I assure you that your relationship is much same as your dear cousin Antonia and I had shared that decade in the half ago when we were wed. Take my word for, your feisty Paraiso Princess would not react to you with such vivid emotion was there not enough passion behind those entrancing eyes you satisfied for a lifetime. After 15+ years of our glorious cat and mouse marriage, my combative love affair with Antoniatta is far tastier now a reward than any other. And that is because all the real fun is in the challenge of the invigorating fight and the pleasurable reconciliation that assuredly takes place in the better. Perhaps that is why I thrive on driving my lady mad. Because I love her still so desperately. Good or bad, I know that I fill her every thought, emotion and dream.” Showing off his own marital expertise, Prince Didrik fully gives a sweeping got his start by Spanish beauty he had affectionately nicknamed that’s when at for her finicky airs and graces combined with the temper that kept him in check in the fires of their love burning bright.
“You two Danes make a pretty convincing argument about the rewards of wedded bliss.” Just as he finishes saying this, Alonso only has take one look across the deck to see his fiery fiancée give him a confrontational haughty look over her shoulder and disappear down the steps to the deck below.
“However, imagining me trapped in a lifetime with her nonstop bossing me around? No thank you.” Prince Alonso petulantly tosses his errant brown coif back at the distasteful thought.

“But you say marriage gets better with age?  It had better, since she already treats me like dirt.  I guess I’ll think about it.” Still clinging to youth’s undomesticated lure, the vain, good-looking playboy Prince of Córdoba could feel slightly more willing to wait before breaking the kingdom joining deal with his lately intolerable fiancée. 

Gazing over at her dangerously enticing pink silhouette, irresponsible Alonso could maybe yet consider rising to the challenge of Valentina of Paraiso, if given the right incentive.
“But if her attitude doesn’t improve by the end of this voyage, I’m definitely calling it quits.” Hans and Didrik exchange doubtful glances as the cagey young man makes the ultimatum to the sky, as if to yet declare his last gasp of independence before the end of everything fun and exciting – AKA marriage – roped him in.

TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

Meanwhile on the outskirts of the nearby Tijuca rain forest…
“No no no no no! This is not good!!” The police guard of the Brazilian kingdom were hot upon the trail of a certain attractive rogue who, whether by bad luck or misfortune, found himself once again on the wrong side of the law.

“Eugene! What did you do to make those Guardas so angry?!” Rapunzel’s aunt on her mother said, Princess Wilhelmina of Drottningham hisses to her male companion as she catches up to where Flynn Rider had ducked behind the tall sprawling mangrove tree.

She grabs him by his loose collar and pulled him back just in the Nick of time to miss catching me I have for one of the patrolling local guardsmen.

“Absolutely nothing! I swear! Look, Willow. All I could – after our long and arduous weeklong trek through this godforsaken rain forest – was to stop and stretch to rinse out and wring my sweaty drenched shirt and muddy pan here on at this roadside well. That’s when the next thing I knew some elderly old nuns crossing the road start screaming bloody murder and words I have no idea what they meant! All of a sudden, these military title can rushing out of that café bistro over there yelling criminalso! swinging whips and canes another unpleasant looking at the curial tools torture at me.” Eugene pants, leaning down to his knees from his – run in circles to lose the cops chasing him as he flips and leaps over the lush greenery of Tijuca’s replete floor that he had just exited run to return to fit darkened canopy to hide.

“What exactly did they cute issue of? I was too observed in collecting the metabolic biometric samples for my Tibetan yogi master ig asked me to bring back to Prussia for variance test and getting them into the luggage you abandoned me to carry all on my own. So I missed the Internet entirely.” Willow complained of her gallant traveling companion who let her literally left her holding the bag.

“I sounded like X pours sewing de sainte. Exposicao indecente!’ I surges nothing to any of those lovely holies ladies going to their sewing circle. Nor do I have anything in common with any Saints the probably extolling.”

“Eugene! That means indecent exposure! Which is considered a punishable crime here in strict Brazil. To make matters worse, the flash of group of nuns?! Don’t look now sure if they catch me – alone woman – with you looking like this wine earth that you take off your clothes in public? I’ll surely be tossed in jail and with those flashes as well for being a lush! That is definitely can add to your sentence if her down together in this land’ moral laws!” Willow says in exasperation, desperately trying to slice the fine that her extravagant erstwhile fellow traveler gotten itself tangled in.

“Hey you can expect me to walk around in a dirty shirt and soaking wet pants! I blame Pascal entirely.” Eugene makes an excuse as to the unfortunate accident involving bananas and thieving monkeys and a fellow pickpocket he wasn’t about to let the long tailed miscreant get away with the prize. “So what if they catch us anyway? What’s as explain who we are you know Royal visitors and all – and these local yokels will have to show some respect and let us pass on our way to the Palace, right?

“Wrong! If we do, we will cause and international incident here for Corona! Were supposed to be the foreign diplomats! Diplomat still break laws! And that the last thing we want to do, with your father-in-law, King Fritz trying to make some trading inroads with this country, despite his past history with the King of Paraiso. What is it with you man not being able to get along with anyone in the world?! Anyway!” Willow throws up her hand as she whispers in quick time.

“I would try to go back to Baron von Reichenbach and Master Babaji, but they’ve gone in the opposite direction and we must be miles apart now. Besides, I wouldn’t want to get either of them in trouble for foraging through the precious rain forest. Scientists and Himalayan features are not exactly we welcome in these draft Curonian parts either.
Wilhelmina explains the impending peril of the already strained relationship between King Friedrich and King Pedro. I have been on the best of servants and Darian I have to build out years ago that Brazilian ruler such a flirt!
Yeah! The local quadrille Leos are definitely going to look you up lock you up for the next three months of forest hard labor if they catch you looking like that!” Aunt Willow was well-traveled imparts these parts be more than knowledgeable as to this strict local policy laws where unclothed public displays were taboo.

“That includes such minor infractions as disrespecting curfews, baking, loud shouting, swearing, drinking alcohol in public places and use of indecent gestures. All of which you have done in the past five minutes practically the nation point”

In one look at frazzled Eugene apostates Bramble fine and Ooch and monkey Rip Torn pants, sweaty bare chest and general state of indecent undress as he emerged from the Tijuca rain forest clenched that from where Willow Prussia’s head shrink scientists and doctoring medicine man from the Himalayas and worked for this past month to all but your the sleepwalking thief of his idiosyncrasy Psalm not somnambulant until the dangling fine clinch the criminal offense for the unlucky ex-con and wrapped around his ankles keep him here.

“
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

“Eu não sei nada sobre essas pessoas ruins que você fala, señor. Sou apenas um humilde e temente a Deus fazendeiro de uvas das vinhas do Sul, trazendo amostras da minha melhor colheita de degustação para o mercado para a cerimônia de casamento real em paraiso. Eu devo ganhar dinheiro para minha esposa doente e nossas meninas gêmeas recém-nascido. Mas aquele cavalo possuído por demônios fugiu com a maioria dos meus barris de vinho depois que um macaco barulhento o assustou. Então eu tenho que andar esfarrapado pela floresta tropical, perdida por dias. Depois de beber o último do meu bom vinho da minha cantina para sustento antes que eu desmaiou morto, eu devo ter tropeçado no escuro e caiu neste remendo espinhoso desagradável.  Por favor, mostrem misericórdia a este belo e jovem pai, amável señor. Não queria assustar essas santas irmãs. Imploro o perdão deles mil vezes. Meu nome é jose Berrera.”
“I don't know anything about these bad people you talk about, Señor. I'm just a humble, God-fearing grape farmer of the vineyards from the south, bringing samples of my best tasting harvest to the market for the Royal wedding ceremony in Paraiso. I must make money for my sick wife and our newborn twin girls. But that demon-possessed horse ran off with most of my wine barrels after a noisy monkey frightened him. So I must walk myself ragged through the rainforest, lost for days. After drinking the last of my good wine from my canteen for sustenance before I fainted dead, I must've stumbled in the dark and fell into this nasty thorny patch.  Please show mercy to this handsome young father, kind Señor. I did not mean to scare those holy sisters at all. I am begging their pardon a thousand times. My name is Jose Berrera.
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