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Note from the Author
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Thank you for reading, Pina Coladas and Rats 2. It takes me a lot of time to write these books. So your investment in time is well appreciated. I want to thank everyone that read and enjoyed book one. You are the reason why the series has continued.

Thank you to all my fans who believe in me. You are the real all-stars. Without you, I would be talking to myself still.

Book two promises to be a darker story as centipedes are introduced to the story. Prepare yourselves for more scares. As always, if you enjoy the story, please leave a review. They are so important to us authors. Enjoy!
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Chapter 1
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Salinas, Puerto Rico - April 13th, 1985

It was a cloudy day in Salinas, Puerto Rico. There was some drizzle falling. Puddles filled the road after the heavy downpours last night. Flooding on the road was a huge issue. Despite that, Frank and Clarke negotiated through the flooded streets. 

Everyone still thought about the horrors of the mansion they had escaped from. Santeria was no longer just an urban legend. The killer rats were the least of their concerns. The larger concern was that there were other santeros hunting for them. A new religious order was on the rise in Puerto Rico.

The crew hoped for some sun to peek through the clouds. They were happy that the rain was falling lightly, at the very least. As both vehicles drove through the road, a large horde of demon rats roamed through the forest by the street. Nobody saw the horde. The green-eyed rats walked towards a dead body on the curb, ready to dig their large teeth into the flesh.

When the crew wasn’t looking, the rats dug into the dead body like the scavengers they were. It was the body of a police officer. The rats feasted on the body as they tore through the neck and arms. They dug their teeth into the flesh as if they hadn’t eaten in days. Once the rats finished feasting on the body, they sucked the blood from the carcass. 

There was a pool of blood next to the dead body. Once they enjoyed breakfast, the demon rats drank the human’s blood. After they were done, the carcass stood on the road. It was all alone on the cold, hard ground. There was no traffic on the normally busy county road. The only thing around were maggots who finished the job. At the very least, the maggots would decompose the carcass.

***
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JACK, OTILIA, AND FRANK looked at the police cruisers. They thought the nightmare was over. 

“Police cruisers! What a sight. It looks like they finally woke up,” Jack said, feeling encouraged.

“Perhaps this nightmare is over,” Otilia replied.

Frank wasn’t convinced, however. When he drove closer to the cruisers, they proved his suspicions correct. The police cars were sitting on the road without their operators.

“Better think again. These cruisers are just sitting here empty,” Frank said.

“You gotta be kidding me. Did those demon rats get to them as well?” Otilia asked.

“I hate to say it, but there’s only one way to find out,” Jack suggested the crew check the scene out.

Frank stopped the pickup truck next to the police cruisers. He signaled to Clarke to do the same. Clarke pulled up next to Frank.

“What’s wrong, papa?” Jessie asked, concerned.

“It seems there are police cars, but there are no police around,” Clarke answered.

The crew figured their adventure of horrors wasn’t quite over. When they got out of their vehicles, everyone looked around the area. It was quiet, too quiet. Otilia looked around as she heard a noise. Upon further review, it was just her imagination.

They heard a squeaking noise again. This time it wasn’t just Otilia that heard the noise. Jack and Clarke walked ahead to see what it was. Once again, it proved to be a false alarm. 

“Where are the police officers?” Jessie asked.

“That’s the million-dollar question,” Frank answered.

“I got a sick feeling the officers aren’t alive,” Jack said.

“Yeah, something smells rotten in the air,” Clarke replied.

Everyone looked at the police cruisers. Both police cars had their doors opened. They looked inside both cars. Jack found some bullets for his .357 magnum that he quickly loaded into his gun. Otilia found a couple of pistol magazines for her weapon. Clarke found some ammo for his gun as well.

Besides ammo, the crew couldn’t find any signs of where the officer disappeared to. However, Frank found a note in the glove compartment of a police cruiser.

“Hey guys, I found a note. This might tell us what’s going on,” Frank told everyone.

The rest of the crew gathered around Frank to read.

A note from Robert

Jorge and gecko unit, you’re the only ones I can trust. This is for your eyes only. I don’t trust anyone in the police force. I have some tough news for you. Jose, the captain of the police force, has betrayed us. I overheard he was evacuating the elites out of the Mansiones de Salinas neighborhood while leaving us to rot with the mutant rats.

I need you to head to the neighborhood and inform anyone not to waste their time going there. I have called a friend in the National Guard to set up an evacuation point in Camp Santiago. Jose was always an untrustworthy prick. My findings this confirms it. To think he was my boss! Ha, I’ll supersede his orders. If I ever get my hands on him, it’s over. 

Be on the lookout for my friends, Frank and Clarke. Clarke is a childhood friend of mine. His daughter expressed an interest in joining the police force. I just hope Jose isn’t still the captain. I hate for Jessie to join a corrupt police force. Let me know if you get in contact with Clarke and/or Frank. Those are two guys I’m willing to save from this hellhole. 

This is a dangerous mission. You can bet your ass that the mutant rats will be out in force. Make sure to take plenty of ammo there in case the rodents attack. Jose wants us out, especially me. I got a bad feeling he knows I can expose him for who he really is. We’ll deal with the traitor later. For now, save any citizen you can. Even if we save only ten, it’s better than zero. Good luck guys, I’ll do my best to rendezvous with you soon.

Regards,

Robert

“Damn... Robert knew what was going on...” Clarke said in shock.

“You think Jose knew the officers were coming for him?” Jack asked.

“With all the weird crap I’ve seen, I wouldn’t put it past them,” Frank answered.

“We have to look for them,” Otilia replied.

“She’s right. Standing here won’t do anything for us. Let’s go!” Clarke told everyone.

Even though he was a prepper, Clarke was becoming concerned. While he was prepared for an apocalypse, he didn’t anticipate a killer rat infestation. Worst, there were dangerous santeros willing to kill people for rituals. It was an idea Clarke was unfamiliar with. He was more afraid of other humans than even the rats.

The clock on the police cruiser said it was seven in the morning. It was daybreak, but the sun wasn’t coming out. The clouds were getting darker as time passed.

There was a drink stand not too far from their location. Pina coladas were the major draw. It was a good place to stop by after or during a long trip between towns. While not as good as the ones on the beach, the pina coladas were still pretty good. They didn’t put whipped cream, but the drink was still tasty. 

On this day, the stand wasn’t serving drinks, it just stood there silently under the grim skies and the grim reality. The crew would explore there first. The rain had made the ground muddy. Everyone felt icky walking through the mud, but knew they couldn’t be picky about the situation. Jack, Otilia, and Clarke had their weapons armed in case.

Drizzle was falling from the sky. The crew was already used to getting wet. Their next concern was hygiene. Nobody had taken a shower since yesterday and they had the same clothes. The funky smell of each other was getting to them.

Hygiene would have to take a backseat for the time being. Showering in the mansion proved too risky. However, everyone wished they had taken a shower then. The muddy ground didn’t help matters.

When they reached the drink stand, a small horde of rats popped out from the stand. Jack, Otilia, and Clarke shot at the horde, killing many of the rodents. Frank still had his metal stick. He smacked the rats that had gotten too close. A couple of rats sneaked around the crew and had their sights on Jessie, who was defenseless.

Jessie screamed when she saw the green-eyed demon rats staring at her. Frank heard the scream and turned his attention to Jessie. The rats lunged at her. Jessie slipped and fell on her back. While her father was still busy with the horde, she was fighting for her life. One killer rat went for her neck.

She bravely grabbed the rat by its throat and threw it away. The other went for her neck as well. Jessie slapped it away from her. The demon rats didn’t crawl away, they simply regrouped. Frank hurried toward Jessie. 

As the rats lunged at Jessie again, Frank intercepted them. He smacked them with his pipe. When they were on the ground, he impaled them both.

“Whew...” Frank gasped for air.

“Thank you,” Jessie told Frank.

“Don’t mention it. Let me help you up,” Frank said.

He helped Jessie off the ground. Clarke was grateful for Frank. After the attack, they went to check the drink stand. Inside, they saw a couple of rats helping themselves to the pina colada mix. Otilia shot both rats with precise accuracy, to the amazement of everyone.

After they killed the rats, everyone checked inside the drink stand. There was green blood splattered around the stand. There wasn’t a body around, which encouraged the crew. In less than a minute, that encouragement died off. There was a trail of green blood that led deeper into the forest.

“Hmm, feeling lucky, guys?” Jack asked.

“I wouldn’t go in there. I’m not sure if anything good happens in the middle of a forest. Let’s head to Camp Santiago,” Frank answered.

“I refuse to leave my fellow cop friends...” Clarke said.

“You gotta be kidding me, man!” Frank retorted.

“Robert saved my daughter. The least I can do is search for his friends,” Clarke replied.

“So walking into a trap is worth the risk. You have more guts than brains,” Frank said before getting slapped by Otilia.

“I don’t believe you, Frank! Are you always so self-centered? Besides, if we can find the officers alive, that would give us more manpower,” Otilia shouted at Frank.

“Do you really want to perish in a forest? Do you really want this place to be your last moment here on earth?” Frank asked.

“Dude, we’re gonna die, anyway. It might not be now, but it’ll happen, eventually. If it wasn’t for Robert sacrificing his life, we would all be in hell by now,” Jack told Frank.

“What are you talking about? We’re already in hell. We’ve been left to die, or are you still delusional?” Frank asked Jack.

“Enough with the politics already! We all want to survive, ok? What if those officers are still alive and we can save them? Are you gonna be a team player? We’re going to explore the forest. You can stay out here by yourself and suck your thumb while the rats get to you. Did I mention you don’t have a gun? Not a smart idea, is it?” Jack replied.

“Come on, Frank. This could be our chance to repay the favor to Robert, your friend,” Jessie told Frank.

“Are you dumb enough to be on your own here?” Jack asked.

Frank took a few seconds to answer. Eventually, he agreed to join the party.

“That’s a smart decision,” Jack told Frank.

“I did it for the kiddo here. We’re just going in and back right out. This forest is notorious for mysterious murders,” Frank replied.

The forest by the county road was a source of mysterious deaths. A couple of weeks ago, there were several dead bodies found in the forest. That also scared Frank, who feared this was a santero’s playground. Besides, it was a perfect place for rituals, as it was away from everything. It also proved to be a good breeding ground for rats.

Frank was worried about what he would find, but he didn’t want to look like a coward in front of his peers.

Everyone followed the trail of green blood. Large calabash and ceiba trees surrounded them. Some of them grew fruit, such as coconuts and breadfruit. Jack saw a ripe coconut on the ground. 

“Is this coconut good?” Jack asked Frank.

“Actually, it is. Let’s open it up and drink the water out of it. That should kill our thirst for a bit,” Frank answered.

“Oh, another one! Me and papa can share this one,” Jessie said.

The crew opened up the coconuts and found plenty of coconut water. It was an excellent source of electrolytes, which would give them energy and restore hydration to their bodies. Jack, Otilia, and Frank shared one while Clarke and his daughter shared the other. 

Everyone felt much better after drinking the fresh coconut water. They were ready to continue going. The crew heard more squeaking, but it proved to be another false alarm. The rain picked up in intensity.

“I have to admit, this forest scares me a bit,” Jack said.

“Told ya,” Frank replied.

Despite that, everyone continued to follow the trail of blood. After a few minutes of walking, they spotted what looked to be a wooden shack. They were concerned that Frank might have been right, but it was too late to turn around.

“You think this is another sacrifice house?” Jack asked Frank.

“For sure, it has to be. I smell candles... oh no...” Frank said in shock.

“What’s wrong, Frank?” Clarke asked.

“Follow me. That smell is not good,” Frank answered.

When the crew reached the end of the path, they were in shock by what they saw next to the shack.

“Oh, my god! May the lord have mercy on us!” Otilia said in total shock.

“What the fuck!” Jack replied.

The crew knew this was not the end of their adventure. It wasn’t even close.
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Otilia and the crew looked in front of them. There were three dead officers in front of the wooden shack. Each body was torn apart with rat bites. There was a pool of green blood next to each of them.

"Ay dios mio! El Diablo estan trabajando aqui," Otilia indicated the devil had to be in the area.

"No Otilia, son los santeros que estan volviendo loco," Frank replied that this was the work of Santeria practitioners.

What gave Frank that idea was that there were candles lit up around the bodies. The candles were placed in a perfect circle around each body. 

"There was a ritual going on here for sure. Poor officers never had a shot," Clarke said.

"Are you suggesting that this was all a trap? I reckon so," Jack asked.

"To a degree, yes. I'm sure Robert was trying to save whoever he could. However, Jose or Carlos might have been tipped off. We have to look at the bodies more carefully," Frank answered.

The crew members walked closer to the bodies to get a better idea of how they were executed. Clarke and Frank looked at the first body. When they saw the mutilated body, they saw many rat bites. Maggots and worms gathered over the body. It was a gruesome sight to see maggots entering the mouth of the dead police officer.

Otilia ended up puking as the smell of the green blood was too rancid for her. Jessie joined her shortly after. Even the men had the desire to puke, but they held it in. There was something off about the body.

"There's a bullet hole in the neck. This officer had been shot to death before the rats ate him up. He must have been a sacrifice in a hunt," Frank said.

"In other words, this was a setup," Jack replied.

"Precisely. This makes me want to get out of here even quicker. Who knows if a bunch of santeros are around ready to hunt us down? Why stop at three sacrifices when you can get even more?" Frank answered.

"I'm scared," Jessie said.

Otilia walked up to comfort Jessie.

"No, we'll be ok," Otilia reassured Jessie, even though she was unsure, herself.

The candles around each body were enough to send shivers down everyone's body. They knew they were in the middle of a dangerous game. However, there was a desire to find out what was really going on. 

They heard more squeaking in the background. When Otilia turned around, she saw the noise come from a couple of parrots. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief. The clouds turned more ominous. The crew was surrounded by darkness, even though it was daybreak. The rain turned into a tropical downpour.

"Everyone, inside!" Clarke shouted.

There was no reason for everyone to get wet. While the shack might have contained its own horrors, the rain was coming down too fast. 

When everyone got inside, the crew was greeted with what looked to be a hunter's shack. They looked around and saw it was a mess. There were traps, broken rifles, and dry food rations thrown around the place.

"What is that smell? It's awful!" Otilia whined.

"You're not kidding, that is a terrible smell!" Clarke agreed.

"Something tells me we're not in Kansas anymore," Jack said.

"We've been far removed from Kansas, Jack. Good effort, though," Frank stated the obvious.

"Why, thank you, captain obvious," Jack replied.

The smell was that of death. While there were dead bodies outside, they were convinced that there was a corpse inside as well. As much as they didn't want to explore, there was little choice. It was pouring outside.

As they explored the living room, they saw a note on the coffee table. It was in Spanish. Frank deciphered it as a hit list. When he read the list, Frank saw it was a list of officers to be slaughtered and sacrificed. At the bottom, it said that the rats would take care of them as well.

"We need to get out of here. The more we explore, the more fearful I get," Frank said.

"I can't help but actually agree with Frank," Jack replied.

"This is the shack of a santero. We're in the middle of a hunting area where he gathers goats, horses, and humans for his rituals. We might be next," Frank told everyone.

"We have to wait for the rain to calm down. It's too dangerous to drive out in that rain," Clarke said.

"Hopefully, it relaxes soon. This place is giving me the creeps," Jessie told her father.

"That would be an understatement, baby," Clarke responded to Jessie.

Everyone did their best to not let the foul smell get the best of them. They searched through the kitchen for anything useful. When Jessie opened the cabinet under the sink, a couple of demon rats popped out. When the rats came out, they lunged at her feet. 

Despite her best effort, Jessie was bitten by a rat. Jessie kicked away another rodent. She screamed her lungs out. Clarke came to her rescue. He used a bat next to him to kill the rat before it could attack her again. After that, he bravely grabbed the killer rat on his daughter from behind.

Before the rat could bite his hand, he threw it onto the wall next to him. The impact wasn't enough to kill off the rodent. Jack saw the rat hit the wall. He didn't want to take a chance. So Jack grabbed the fireplace poker he still had and stabbed the rat when it was still on the floor.

Jack continued to stab the rat until he felt it was dead. When he was hitting the rat, he was hitting the hardwood below. The continuous strikes on the wood caused the poker to bend out of shape.

"Well, so much for this. It's out of shape just like I am," Jack said.

He threw the poker on the ground, feeling disgusted. Jessie was screaming in pain after being bitten by the rat. Otilia looked at the wound. It appeared to be pretty deep.

"Clarke, get your daughter to the sofa. I'll search for anything that might be useful," Otilia told Clarke.

"I'll go with you," Jack jumped.

"No, you stay here with the others," Otilia answered.

"But what if a rat attacks you?" Jack asked.

"Good point. You should let Jack go with you," Frank told Otilia to Jack's shock.

"I guess you're right. Ok, Jack, come along," Otilia replied.

Jack saw this as an opportunity to get closer to Otilia. He didn't want to seem desperate, but love made men do strange things. 

Clarke picked up Jessie and carried her onto the sofa. The couch was unkept but it would do at the moment. A few rats broke through the front windows.

"No puede se!" Otilia said that it couldn't be.

"More rats?" Frank asked.

Frank and Clarke rushed to the scene to take on the rats.

"Otilia and Jack, go see if you can find something to help my daughter. We'll take care of the rats here. Hurry!" Clarke said.

Otilia and Jack nodded as they headed to the back of the shack. Meanwhile, Clarke and Frank saw a group of six rats ready to pounce. Two of the rats lunged at Clarke, who dropped to the floor just in time. When he got up, he shot both rats with his pistol.

Frank used his stick to slap the rats away from him. One of the demon rodents went to attack him. Clarke shot the rat.

"Thanks!"

"Don't mention it."

The two men defeated the last few rodents, to their relief. Frank heard more rats outside. When he and Clarke looked outside, there was another horde of rats heading to the shack.

"We can't defeat all those rats!" Frank said.

Clarke saw some wooden planks, nails, and a hammer.

"You're right, but I have an idea," Clarke replied.

"It would be a good time to tell me what it is and quickly!" Frank shouted.

Clarke grabbed a few planks, nails, and the hammer. He nailed the planks to cover the window.

"I see what your idea is," Frank said.

"Are you gonna just look at me? Get busy!" Clarke retorted.

Frank picked up some boards and nailed the other window. It wasn't a perfect job, but there was no time for perfection. Both men covered the windows, hoping it would be enough to keep the rats out. Clarke rushed to his daughter.

"Papa, it hurts so bad!" Jessie cried.

"I know, but you gotta be strong. We're preppers, remember?" Clarke asked.

"I hope the rats aren't in the back of the house," Frank said, concerned.

Otilia and Jack were exploring the back of the shack. As they walked deeper, they noticed the smell was even more pungent.

"Oh man, that smell is getting worst!" Jack said.

"There's a dead body in here!" Otilia replied.

Both of them heard squeaking coming from outside. The shack wasn't too big. In only a few seconds, they were in the back of the shack. Upon reaching the back room, the smell of death was pungent. That would only be the tip of the iceberg.

The back room contained statues of Santa Barbara, Chango, and Saint Lazarus. Otilia knew there were more statues that were stored elsewhere. Bloody fingerprints covered the statues. What disgusted Otilia more was there was a goblet filled with blood. There was no telling if the blood was from an animal or one of the dead bodies outside. 

Otilia's guess was that it was human blood, as there seemed to be a ritual outside. There was no way she was going to taste the blood. The feeling was mutual with Jack.

They looked around for something to help Jessie. There were also dead rats in the room, which explained the smell of death. However, the smell wasn't as strong as the one coming from the closet. The two of them were almost afraid to open the closet, so they didn't.

Otilia found some cloth and ointment in a draw.

"This is perfect for Jessie!" Otilia said, encouraged.

"Sweet," Jack said as he touched Otilia.

"What are you doing, Jack?"

"Otilia, I want to let you know I will protect you no matter what. You can trust me."

"I know that, hun. Thank you."

Otilia went to hug Jack. He was thrilled, hoping it would turn into a passionate kiss. However, the pungent, foul smell ruined the romantic moment.

"I'm sorry Jack, it's that smell. I can't stand it..." Otilia said before vomiting her guts out.

"Are you ok?" Jack asked.

"Yeah, there's something in that closet that we don't want to find out."

Jack and Otilia decided to not open the closet. They knew it couldn't be anything good inside. As they left the room, they saw the door to the closet open by itself. 

"Oh, shit!" Jack said.

"Cono! Hijo de gran puta! That's a fuckin dead body!" Otilia was shellshocked.

The body fell in front of them. A pool of blood rushed into the room from the closet. There were lit candles and words written on the closet wall.

"Por el poder de el bablau, matar las paganos!" That translated to, "By the power of the bablau, kill the heathens."

The words were written with the dead lady's blood, which made it more gruesome. The elderly lady's body had rat bites and machete slashes. It looked to be a gruesome murder that shocked Jack and Otilia. There were candles lit as well, including one used to pray to the seven African powers. It was a gruesome sight.

"This is a sick cult!" Jack said.

"You got that right," Otilia replied. 

Inside, there were rats feeding off the dead body. There were only four of them. Jack and Otilia shot the green-eyed rats before they could react. 

"Let's get out of here!" Otilia said.

Jack nodded in agreement as they headed back to the living room.

When Otilia and Jack got back to the living room, Otilia made her way to Jessie. There was a bottle of hydrogen peroxide, which was a welcomed sight to heal Jessie's wounds.

"Listen hun, this is going to sting. I need you to be a strong girl, ok?" Otilia told Jessie in a soft tone.

"Ok," Jessie replied nervously.

Otilia took the hydrogen peroxide and poured a small amount into the cap. That ensured she didn't over pour on the wound. She carefully applied the liquid to Jessie's legs. Jessie shouted in pain, but took it in stride. Once the liquid was applied, Otilia applied the ointment to the wound. Then she covered it with the cloth.

"Sit here for five minutes and you should be good," Otilia told Jessie.

"Thank you!" Jessie hugged Otilia.

"Thanks for helping my daughter... I think Frank is right. It's time to get out of here." Clarke told everyone.

"Hold on, there's a note here. It's in Spanish, though," Jack said.

Frank and Otilia read the note and explained it to the others.

A Bloody Note

Rosa, you bitch, this would've never happened if you left me alone. Your daughter and I were happy together. She loved and cared for me. However, you had to be a bigot because I came from a poorer family. All you thought of me was a criminal and a lower person because of my social class. What you may not know is that your father paid for my education to become a doctor. Oh yes, I became something in life.

I wanted to show you I wasn't a deadbeat. However, when I found out your daughter committed suicide, that's when I snapped. I got into Santeria because I found a family that accepted me for who I was. Unlike you, they loved and cared for me. My brothers and sisters in Santeria treated me like a human, unlike you. 

It's time for my redemption. I shall sacrifice you to the babalu. Rosita, if you can hear me, this is for you. I still love you and know you always loved me. As for you, Rosa, you are going where you belong, to hell! This is my gift to you, great babalu!

Rosa, you bitch, you crossed the wrong man. I hope the rats eat your pathetic carcass when you perish.

The crew was in shock when they read the note. They knew they needed to escape in case the owner was still alive. Out of nowhere, they heard a loud scream from outside. Clarke took a peek outside through the planks. He saw a man with a machete walking back to the cabin.

Before he could alert the others, a pack of rats ambushed him. They ate him alive. Everyone could hear the screaming from outside. Outside the broken window, the crew saw the rats feasting on the man. They assumed he was the owner of the cabin and the author of the bloody note.

Before they could think of their next move, they heard a window break from the back room.
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The crew heard the window of the back room breaking. 

"What was that?" Clarke asked.

"Big trouble, that's what!" Frank answered.

Jack walked toward the back of the house, hoping to find an escape route out of the shack. What he found instead was a horde of rats entering through the window. The rodents feasted on the old lady that was already dead. It was a surreal sight, even for Jack. 

The green-eyed rats stared at Jack with a cold killer look.

"Oh hell no, I'm out of here!" Jack shouted.

Jack got back to the living room to meet the others.

"Anything interesting?" Frank asked.

"Yes, too interesting! The rats have broken into the house!" Jack answered.

"Crap, we gotta get out of here now!" Frank replied. 

The front door was just as dangerous as the rats were eating the man outside. Looking behind them, they had little choice. The rodents that broke in through the back began invading the living room.

"Everyone, through the front door. Don't stop running!" Clarke shouted.

Otilia quickly unlocked the front door and made a mad dash out of the shack. Everyone else followed her. Meanwhile, the rats took over the hut. They ate everything they could find, even the rotten food in the fridge.

Nobody looked back as they ran through the path they took to reach the shack. Otilia and Jack turned around. They saw the rats tearing at the officers that were dead. Everyone had escaped just in the nick of time before the rats took over the area. Once they were safe from the rodents, the crew stopped to catch their breath.

The rain was still coming down at a decent pace, albeit at a lesser rate than before. The crew couldn't worry about getting wet.

"That was too close!" Jessie said, catching her breath.

"You're darn right it was. So what the fuck do we do now? We need to come up with a plan," Jack said.

"If you just listened to me, we wouldn't be in this situation," Frank told Jack.

"Listen, smart guy! This is not the time to act like a wiseass! I have no problem laying five on you," Jack threatened Frank.

"Oh, the bad Southerner can't control his temper. Go ahead, hit me! You know I'm right," Frank said confidently.

"Cut it out, you two. This is not the time or place to be fighting. Come on, Jack," Otilia tried to keep the peace.

"Yes, come on, Jack, control yourself," Frank taunted.

"Believe it or not, Frank was right. We had no business going into that shack. We nearly perished in that hellhole," Clarke said.

"I just wanted to know if there were any other survivors. Is that so wrong?" Jack asked.

"And as you can see, there are no other survivors. We only have each other at this point. Besides, we can only trust each other. I wouldn't put faith in anyone else," Frank answered.

"I might not like what Frank said, but it's the truth. We're in a survival situation. We have to be logical in our decision-making. You might be an empath, Jack, but you have to adapt. These rats only have one mission: to eat us alive. Not to mention, you have these sick santeros trying to kill us to please their pseudo-god," Clarke replied.

"Ok then, what is our next move?" Jack asked.

"Let's do what Clarke said and head to Camp Santiago. There are bound to be survivors there. I'm sure we'll be safer there than where we are now," Frank answered.

"That's our best bet. Ok, guys let's get going," Clarke said.

"You think we'll be safe there, papa?" Jessie asked.

"It's better than where we are, honey. By the way, is your leg better?" Otilia answered.

"Oh yes, it still hurts, but I can walk ok," Jessie answered Otilia's question.

Clarke and Jessie got into his SUV while the rest hopped in Jack's rental pickup truck. To reach Camp Santiago, they needed to head to Route 181 heading north. That meant they needed to drive through County Road 3. Frank still remembered the downed power pole they would need to go around. He just wanted to reach the next safe point he knew of.

Both vehicles drove down County Road 3. As they drove down the road, it was eerily quiet. They were the only cars on the road. To add to the scary drive, the rain picked up. The windshield wipers on both vehicles had trouble keeping up with the rain. However, there was no use stopping.  

Frank continued driving straight until he saw Clarke stop in the middle.

"Why did Clarke stop?" Jack asked.

"This doesn't look good... With all this rain, the road will probably be flooded," Frank answered.

"You gotta be kidding me," Otilia replied.

"He might not be kidding. I haven't seen rain come down this fast in quite a while," Jack told Otilia.

"You guys stay here. I'll go check out what's going on," Frank told Jack and Otilia.

When Frank got out of the pickup, he joined Clarke.

"What seems to be the problem?" Frank asked.

"Just look ahead," Clarke answered.

Severe flooding was spotted ahead. There was no way to drive through the flooded street. Both vehicles would be floating.

"Crap! We're screwed," Clarke said.

"Not exactly. We're not screwed, yet," Frank replied.

"What do you mean? How are we getting to Camp Santiago?"

"There is a back road we can take from Guayama. It's Highway 53 that goes from Guayama to northern Salinas. It's not completely finished, but if we can get to Guayama, we'll be fine. We'll be able to go around and take Highway 53. From there, we can head to Highway 52 and take it one exit south. Camp Santiago is right off the highway,"

"It sounds like a lot of work,"

"You're right, but it's our only shot. Unless you want see your SUV floating in the water."
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