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​Note from the Author
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Thanks for reading Pina Coladas and Rats: The Ultimate Collection. This is a collection of all four books of the Pina Coladas and Rats series. Now you can read the entire series in one epic collection. 

I started this series in 2023 when I decided it was time to go back to writing horror. Before then, I had pivoted to Historical Fiction/LitRPG. While that was doing well for me, I had become burned out from writing epic novels. I wanted to go back to writing fun stories that didn’t involve so much research and number crunching. Writing was no longer fun for me.

Yes, that’s a harsh statement, but it was true. I was making decent money but I wasn’t enjoying what I wrote anymore. So I made the tough decision to go back into the horror landscape. Tough because I pivoted three years before and it was a BIG pivot. However, I’m happy I did.

Special thanks goes to Derek Barton. He was the one who got me to write this story. He intended on starting a horror magazine called, With Malice Magazine. Sadly, it went belly up. The intention was to have story told in parts between issues. When that wasn’t an option, I decided to expand upon the story and release it to you legends. In fact, I already have plans of a sequel if enough people read the story. Derek, thank you for believing in my story and getting me to write it.

I had no idea this story would become a runaway success and spawn a four book series that would sell over 1,500 copies in only a year. Thank you to everyone who followed me when I decided to jump back to horror. Also, thank my newer readers who might only know me now. It’s been a trying 8 year journey as a published author, but it’s been a very fun one.

Much love to all of you and I hope you enjoy this collection!
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Pina Coladas and Rats One
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Chapter 1

Salinas, Puerto Rico – April 9th, 1985

It was an uncharacteristically rainy day in Salinas, Puerto Rico. It was the middle of April, normally the dry season on the island. On this fateful day, it was anything but sunny. The skies were an eerie dark gray. Thunder was heard while the rain fell heavily. This was the dawn of what would be a dark day for the quaint town.

In a farm, a small pack of rats were crawling. They looked innocent enough as they fed off wheat grains that were growing. The rain didn’t seem to bother them. A farmer came out of his house and spotted the rats. He scared them out of the wheat field. The rats ran from the farmer, looking for a place to hide. They seemed harmless.

***
[image: ]


IN A QUIET NEIGHBORHOOD back in New York City was a humble woman named Otilia. She was a woman in her upper 30s born in El Salvador. Due to the civil war there, she moved to the United States. There she married her husband, Ruben.

Life in New York was becoming stressful. The couple had saved enough money to buy a beautiful house in Puerto Rico. While Otilia wasn’t from the island, Ruben was. He was born on the island, but his parents moved to New York when he was only two. He and Otilia were in search of a tranquil life. New York had become too rowdy as crime increased at an alarming rate.

The two of them bought their dream home in an upstart neighborhood built on an existing sugar plantation. It was relatively cheap, coming in at a price tag of only thirty-five thousand dollars.

On April 9th, 1985, Otilia and her husband took a one-way flight to Puerto Rico. They would leave everything they had in New York, including family, to pursue their love nest.

April 10th, 1985

When they reached the airport in San Juan, Otilia and Ruben were in awe of the beautiful weather. The sun was warm but not overly hot. There was a nice breeze coming from the Atlantic Ocean.

“I think we’re going to love it out here,” Ruben told his wife.

“It’s like being back in my home country,” Otilia replied.

The palm trees were the highlight of the airport. Ruben had the address to the house. While he and his wife took the trip to Puerto Rico, they left a good friend of theirs the keys to their home. His name was Frank.

Frank was in charge of guiding the movers to bring everything into the house. He was only responsible for ensuring everything arrived all in one piece. Later, he would help out Ruben and Otilia fix up the house. Frank also ensured none of the movers got any ideas of stealing jewelry or anything of that nature.

Ruben’s car would be shipped by boat to San Juan on a later day. Frank would drive him to the port to pick it up. The new house had its utilities turned on. Frank heard the phone ring as the movers brought the stuff into the house. He had installed a temporary rotary phone into the phone jack to keep in contact with Ruben. Otilia and Ruben had activated the utilities beforehand.

When Frank picked up the phone, he heard Ruben on the phone.

“What happened? Have you arrived in Puerto Rico?” Frank asked in Spanish.

“Yes, I’m at the airport. I’m calling from a payphone so I don’t have time to fool around. I’m about to get a taxi to drive me there. Everything ok, there?” Ruben asked.

“The movers are here bringing in your stuff. They should be done by the time you get here.”

“Very good! I’m too excited.”

“Yo se! Bienvendo a Puerto Rico, que disfrute!” Frank welcomed Ruben to Puerto Rico.

“Gracias.” Ruben and Otilia thanked Frank.

Frank hung up the phone. As he put the phone down, he felt a bit guilty. That was because the homes were constructed over sugar plantations. He remembered his father working on the plantations. Salinas was one of the last neighborhoods to begin modernizing.

While most of Puerto Rico had malls and modern phone lines, Salinas was still stuck in the 60s and 70s. Phone workers were seen replacing the phone line with modern wiring. Frank was encouraged that Salinas was finally catching up with the times.

However, the construction uncovered a concerning issue in this quaint neighborhood. There was an increase in the mice and rat populations. Mice thrived in the warm weather and Salinas was no exception to mice infestations.

The sugar plantations did a good job controlling the mice population. Or at least one would think. However, since Salinas was a fledging town, it was barely noticeable. The population of Salinas was barely above twenty-thousand people. That number was rather misleading as Salinas was one of the largest towns in Puerto Rico when it came to land size.

Much of the town was still rural with a few bustling villages. The most populated portion was the town center. With the population spread so thin, the mice population was barely noticeable. Many mice ended up on farms. The rodents rarely broke into homes inhabited by residents.

Things were changing, though. Development in Salinas was accelerating. That meant there was more opportunity for residents to bump into these rodents. After all, mice loved homes since they could multiply and start large families. The population in Salinas was less than twenty thousand at the start of the 80s but had exploded well into the decade.

Frank felt terrible that he didn’t tell Ruben and Otilia about the increasing rat population. He figured that they had dealt with rodents in New York City and they wouldn’t freak.

“I’m probably worried about nothing. They might even laugh at me for being scared of a stupid mouse,” he laughed at himself.

When he looked behind him, Frank saw a mouse running around the house. He chased it out of the house. The mouse was too fast to be caught. Frank didn’t see mice as much of a menace.

“Ah, it’s not like a mouse can kill,” Frank told himself.

He walked to the backyard to get a breeze. The sun was still not out. At least it was only drizzling instead of the heavy downpours from the previous day. Nonetheless, Frank hoped it would clear up. He wanted to hang out by the beach when his friends got to the house. The clouds hung tough with no sign of breaking up.

“Oh well, as long as it doesn’t rain like crazy, it should be ok,” he said to himself.

Before heading back to the house, Frank heard a loud screech that spooked him. He looked around the yard carefully to see what the noise was. Armed with a bat, Franked looked around in case it was a rat. While mice weren’t scary, rats were.

He scoured the entire yard only to come up empty. Frank was relieved to see it was only a product of his imagination. As he walked into the house, Frank heard the screech again. This time, though, he concluded it was one of the workers playing around.

“Get to work, pendejo!” Frank told one of the workers angrily.

Later that day, the workers finished bringing the stuff in. Frank gave the four workers a tip and sent them on their way. While the distance from San Juan to Salinas wasn’t too long, the highway was being improved. So he figured that Ruben and Otilia would be delayed.

Within thirty minutes of the movers finishing, Frank saw a taxi arrive. He was excited to see his friends arriving from New York. Before greeting them, he heard the loud screech again. The workers were long gone, so he wasn’t sure what was making that noise.

He didn’t want to scare off his friends, so he brushed it off. Frank walked to the taxi to help Ruben and Otilia with their luggage. Frank and his friends hugged each other.

“I’m so happy you’re finally here. We’re going to be neighbors!” Frank was over the moon.

“Where’s the sun?” Otilia asked.

“It was sunny in San Juan,” Ruben said.

“It’s been raining here since Tuesday. However, I’m sure it’ll clear up. After all, it’s the dry season,” Frank tried to reassure the couple.

However, he lied. It was raining in Salinas for four consecutive days. He didn’t want to scare his friends. Once Ruben and Otilia finished getting their stuff into the house, they knew they had lots of work to do to fully move in. Ruben was thrilled with the idea of having a child in a safer neighborhood. For now, they were all ready to relax.

Frank told them to get ready as he wanted to go to the beach. The sun had peeked while they were unpacking. When they got outside, the sun had disappeared again.

“Oh dear, there goes our day out,” Ruben said.

“I swore the weatherman said it wasn’t going to rain anymore,” Frank replied.

“It’s probably only a passing shower,” Otilia reassured the men.

The rain came down in earnest and didn’t let up for the rest of the day. Temperatures were very cool, not getting out of the 70s for highs. It wasn’t exactly the welcome Ruben and Otilia welcomed. They called the local restaurant to order take-out food since the stove wasn’t installed yet.

As everyone waited, Otilia looked to her right and saw a mouse. She panicked and ran to the other side of the living room. Ruben grabbed a broom and smacked the mouse, killing it.

“What are you so scared of? It’s only a baby mouse. We’ve seen them in NYC so many times,” Ruben asked his wife.

“Eww... why is its blood green?” Otilia asked in horror.

“I’m not sure, but it’s dead. Just get it out of here,” Frank answered.

The sight of green blood was alarming but not enough to freak the men out. Otilia was just disgusted that she went to the bathroom to puke. After vomiting, she lost her appetite to eat anything. She couldn’t get the sight of the dead mouse with green blood out of her head.

“Well, I know what I’m getting tomorrow,” she told her husband.

“I’m sure they must have mouse traps in the supermarket. Where is the supermarket?” Ruben asked.

“It’s down the block, just walk through the main road and there it is. You don’t need a car to get there,” Frank answered.

Once the three of them ate, they watched as the rain continued to fall. Frank saw it was time for him to head home. He said bye to Ruben and Otilia as he headed home. His house was only a couple of blocks away.

The couple decided that with the cool weather, it was a good idea to start putting stuff where it belonged. They fixed up the living room and their bedroom to start. Everything else could wait. After a long day, the couple was ready for bed.

They fell to bed rather quickly, hoping for a better day. The rain kept the house nice and cool.

Two o’clock in the morning, Otilia heard a strange noise from the kitchen. She was concerned that it might have been another mouse. Otilia didn’t want to wake up her husband as he seemed tired. So she took a deep breath and got up to check. She put on her slippers and grabbed a bat from the hallway.

At first, she was worried it might have been a burglar. As she walked closer to the kitchen, the noise sounded like a small animal, not a human. She was relieved it wasn’t a human but feared it might have been a mouse or even a rat.

She grabbed a flashlight from the ceramic floor. Turning on the light, she carefully looked for the source of the noise. When Otilia aimed her flashlight at the kitchen, she saw it was another mouse. Unlike the last one, this was an adult mouse. Otilia was scared but felt the need to eradicate the mouse before it could multiply.

She aggressively swung the bat at the mouse, only for it to get away from her. The mouse was still in the kitchen. Otilia panicked even more as she feared mice. Nonetheless, she figured she could scare off the mouse. This particular mouse didn’t cower. Instead, it ran towards her slippers and started to bite into them.

Luckily the slippers weren’t open toe, so the mouse wasn’t biting into her flesh. Otilia was still scared. She tried to kick it off her, but the rodent held firm.

“This is no ordinary mouse. What the heck is it?” She asked herself.

With kicking proving to be a lost cause, Otilia took the bat and slammed the top of it onto the mouse, killing it. She breathed a sigh of relief as she sat on the floor. At the same time, she was disgusted by the sight of green blood.

“Oh no, not again!”

She rushed to the bathroom to puke some more. Ruben heard all the commotion and decided to check it out.

“Otilia, are you ok?” He asked her.

“No, there’s another mouse in the kitchen that I killed,” she answered.

“I don’t see anything here.”

“It was there. I swear I just killed it. There... it is...”

Otilia looked at the floor and saw the mouse was gone. Even the green blood was gone. She was stunned and scared. At that point, Otilia knew the house might have been infested with mice. Where there were mice, there had to be a rat.

“I don’t see anything, mi amor.”

“It was there! Look at my slipper.”

“Listen, baby, I know you’re a little scared because this is a new house in a quiet neighborhood.”

“But...”

“But nothing. Once you get to know the neighborhood a bit better, you’ll feel better and stop being so scared. Now come on, let’s get some sleep.”

Otilia wanted to believe her husband. However, her experience told a different story. It was one that only she knew of. She checked the bat and saw it had no blood on it, which stunned her.

“Dios mio! Que estan pasado?” She asked what was happening.

The first night at the ‘dream house’ proved to be a rough one.

Chapter 2

April 11th, 1985

The next morning, the couple got up. Otilia wanted to shake the memories of last night but couldn’t. She was convinced there was something odd about the mice and the house. The so-called dream house had the makings of a total nightmare.

“What happened to the bread?” Ruben asked.

“See, there was a mouse in here!” Otilia felt vindicated.

“Perhaps you were right. However, I see a big bite mark on the bread. Are you sure it wasn’t you?”

Otilia slapped her husband. She felt insulted that Ruben suggested that she could make a bite mark that big.

“Sorry... but it couldn’t be a mouse.”

“It might have been a rat.”

“Cut it out Otilia! You know rats only exist in New York.”

Otilia knew that what her husband was saying was bullshit. Rats loved the warm weather. She was concerned that the house was infested.

Looking outside, the couple saw that it was raining again. They were disappointed as the rain seemed to not want to leave Puerto Rico. Ruben heard the phone ring. He picked it up.

When he answered, it was the port in San Juan. His car had arrived on the island and he could pick it up.

“Good news, we’re heading to San Juan today. The car is in the port,” Ruben told his wife.

“Whew, it was about time. Call Frank so he can drive us there.”

“Con calma, mi amor. It’s still seven in the morning. Frank might not be awake yet. Although, I’m sure the weather in San Juan is probably better than here. Isn’t it supposed to be the dry season?”

“Something is wrong with this place.”

“The rain might be weird, but I’m sure things will normalize. As for the mice, you need to stop worrying about them.”

Otilia wanted to believe Ruben. However, the signs were too hard to ignore. Out of nowhere, the two of them heard a loud screech.

Ruben got the bat and looked around the house, but nothing was around. Then he went to the yard and saw nothing. As much as he thought the quiet nature of the neighborhood would be a plus, Ruben was a bit fazed by how silent it was at his home. NYC was different. One could always find somebody if one needed something.

Even the streets were quiet. Not even a car could be seen driving by. What made it worse was that he lived on a dead-end road, which ensured traffic was non-existent.

To his relief, there was nothing around the house. However, this time he heard the screech.

“See, nothing to be worried about,” He did the best he could to hide the fear.

Looking to his right in the living room, he saw a baby mouse roaming around.

“Oh! There goes the little bastard!” Ruben shouted.

He rushed to it and swiped it with the broom, killing it. Unlike the previous mouse, the blood was red. Otilia was relieved at first. However, the last bit of blood to pour out was green.

“See, I got the little rascal!”

“But that was only a baby mouse. The mouse I saw was bigger and more aggressive. Also, why do I see green blood?” She asked.

“I wish I had an answer for that. However, I don’t think we should bring it up when Frank takes us to get the car,” Ruben answered.

“Why not?”

“No need for us to be scared during the car ride. Maybe the mice were sick.”

Otilia wanted to believe that was a possibility. However, it was too much of a coincidence that the three dead mice all had green blood. Also, the few neighbors around were complaining about an uptick in mouse sightings. Not to mention, the mice were more aggressive and bled out green blood when killed. It wasn’t all of the mice, but it was a significant amount. The fact that the neighborhood was silent didn’t help her train of thought.

She feared that there was a posse of rats infesting the neighborhood. As for the green blood, Otilia feared that there was a virus going around. She only imagined what could happen if a human was bitten.

At the moment, she had to keep her fears to herself. Frank arrived at the house, ready to take the couple to the port.

The rain poured as they got into the car. As Otilia got in the car, she heard a loud screech coming from the house. She felt some relief as she headed out. The problem was that she would have to return home eventually. The only hope was that the mice she found were outliers, not the norm.

The weather in San Juan proved to be much sunnier than in the southern part of Puerto Rico. Frank and the others enjoyed a day out after getting Ruben’s car.

When they got back to Salinas, the clouds were still there. The rain had calmed down quite a bit. The neighborhood was extremely quiet, a bit too silent for Otilia’s good. 

The neighbor that was in front of her was usually sitting outside. On this day, however, he wasn’t. The door to the house was closed and so were the windows. Otilia and even Ruben found this to be a bit odd. Nonetheless, they arrived at their own home.

Upon entering, Otilia expected the worst. However, she saw that the house was spotless. It was the same way that she and her husband left it. She breathed a sigh of relief. 

Otilia knew the real test would come at night. Everyone said their goodbyes as Frank went back to his house. The rain picked up in intensity again. Since the stove wasn’t due for a couple of days, Ruben decided they should head out to eat. With a car, they could drive out themselves.

They ended up in a seafood restaurant. The restaurant was themed as a pirate ship. There were plenty of pirate themed items hung up including the Jolly Roger. It was a family friendly place that also suited couples.

There they ate a Dorado fish, which was native to the Caribbean Sea along with fried plantains. Along with the food, they both had delicious pina coladas to wash the fish down. The pina coladas were topped with whipped cream, it was a signature in many restaurants in Salinas. Ruben had a drink with alcohol while Otilia settled on a virgin pina colada.

After eating, Otilia felt better as she hadn’t seen anything strange the whole day. There was a chance that things were going to get better.

As Ruben watched the television, he became encouraged when he saw the weather was forecasted to improve by late tomorrow. It was a bit of a rough start, but he felt things would turn.

After the two of them enjoyed their meal, they headed home.

Meanwhile in the outskirts of town...

A couple of farmers were finishing up for the day. There was a large farm of banana trees and plantains, both native to Puerto Rico. The increase in the rain helped the soil and ensured the plants had enough water to grow. 

They enjoyed the weather, knowing the cooler weather wouldn’t be as taxing to their bodies. 

“Hermano, if only the weather could stay like this forever,” one of the farmers said.

“Claro que si,” the other farmer agreed.

On the horizon, a gang of rats was just outside the farm. These weren’t regular rats, their eyes were green. It wasn’t just one, it was around a hundred rats.

The farmers had no idea the hungry rats were nearby. Some of the plants were being eaten by the rats until they started to eat the banana trees.

One of the farmers looked behind him and saw the banana trees shrinking.

“Mida! Que estan pasado!” One of the farmers asked what was happening.

“No puede se! Algo estan comedio la pala de guineo!” The other farmer claimed that something was eating the banana trees.

Both farmers grabbed their rifles just in case it was a dangerous animal or an iguana they could kill and eat later on. They walked carefully to where the banana trees were. When they reached, they were horrified by their discovery.

“No! Son ratas!” One of the farmers screamed rats.

“Dios mio! Hay mucha ratas aqui!” His partner saw it wasn’t just one rat but an army of them.

The two farmers started shooting at the rats with their rifles. They managed to kill a few of the rats. However, the numbers were too much. The rats charged at the farmers and overwhelmed them.

The rats dug into the flesh of the farmers, eating them mercilessly. The green eyes on the rats suggested they were not acting naturally at all. One of the farmers fell to the ground. The rats bit into his dead body as they ripped his chest apart. Also, they started to dig into his legs.

A loud sound was heard from the county road by those passing by. They had no idea that sound was the combined squeaks of about one-hundred rats prepared to take over the town of Salinas.

The other farmer fought off the rats as he tried to run away. However, he slipped on a rock and fell face-first. He quickly turned around to get back on his feet, but it proved to be a fruitless effort. The last thing he saw was the green eyes of the rats. The rodents looked hungry for blood.

Unlike the first farmer, the rodents took their time on their prey. Also, unlike the other farmer, they didn’t gang up on him to eat him alive. Instead, three rats came up on him. One of them bit him on the leg, another on the arm, and the last on his neck.

While he survived the bites, the farmer feared he was a dead duck. Nonetheless, he tried to keep his cool, hoping the rodents would roam away. 

A minute later, he felt a sharp pain in his heart. What he didn’t know was that the rodents had infected him with venom. The venom appeared to cause the rats to turn aggressive and deadly. Where the venom came from was anyone’s guess.

The farmer screamed in pain until it was too much and perished. The rats started to bite and suck his blood. Unlike normal human blood, the blood of the farmer had turned green. The same color that Otilia had seen with the mouse she had killed.

Instead of biting the body, the rats were sucking his blood as if they were thirsty. The poor farmer lay on the ground dead as an army of rats had sucked him dry.

The rats finished up by eating the majority of the banana trees. The rumors of a rat infestation were coming true. Yet the town of Salinas was unaware.

Ruben and Otilia’s Residence

The couple drove back home. Ruben parked his car in the driveway for the night. After a nice dinner, they were ready for bed. Otilia looked around and saw nothing unusual. They turned on the nightly news. Other than the normal news, there was nothing about the rat infestation in Salinas.

Otilia and Ruben were a bit calmer. They were excited for tomorrow as the sun was supposed to come back out. Before going to bed, they heard the sound of a mouse.

Unlike before, it was a mouse that fell into a glue trap. It was an adult-sized mouse that struggled to get out of the trap. The two didn’t wait for it to die. Instead, they threw the mouse in the trash where it would perish. It was at this point that Otilia started to feel optimistic about things.

It was a rough start to their dream life in Puerto Rico, but it was bound to improve. The couple went to bed. They were able to sleep through the whole night without anything wrong. However, that feeling of security wouldn’t last long.

Neither Otilia nor Ruben had any idea of the horrors that awaited them just a few miles away. The town of Salinas would be invaded by...

Rats!

Chapter 3

April 12th, 1985

The night for Otilia and Ruben passed. It was uneventful. More importantly, no mice were spotted. It was six in the morning. Otilia got up to use the bathroom. She was careful where she walked to.

Otilia looked on the floor for any rodents. To her surprise, there were none around. She breathed a sigh of relief as no mice were in the house. With no mice seen, she continued with her routine. She brushed her teeth and washed her hands. It was a typical start to the day.

Ruben was stuck in bed. He was too relaxed to get up right away. Not even the sound of running water was enough to wake him up. 

As for Otilia, she finished using the bathroom. She looked outside and saw it was still cloudy, to her shock.

"Why is it still cloudy?" She asked herself.

The meteorologist called for sunny conditions for the day. Otilia wondered if the sun would come out. She hoped it would as it would cheer her up. The sun had yet to show up in Salinas. Nonetheless, she went on with her normal routine.

She heated some coffee on a portable stove that Frank lent to the couple. The aroma was refreshing. It had been a while since the last time she made homemade coffee. The smell of the perking coffee was pungent enough to reach the bedroom. Ruben smelled the coffee and got right up.

"Homemade coffee? About damn time. I was getting tired of getting it from the coffee shop," he said to himself.

Ruben got up from bed and headed to the bathroom. He looked outside and saw the sun wasn't out. He figured it was morning fog that would eventually burn away with the heat of the day. While it was cloudy, it wasn't raining.

There were puddles of rainwater still around. However, they started to evaporate. Ruben hoped he wouldn't see any more rain puddles. He was looking forward to the beach day.

The two of them enjoyed their coffee and toast. The portable stove served its purpose. Even better, sunlight started to pop through the clouds. The couple was encouraged by the sun coming out. With the sun coming out, they were ready to gather their beach clothes.

Ruben got busy gathering the beach towels, chairs, and clothes they planned to take. As for Otilia, she made finger sandwiches, got some snacks, and got the ice ready to put into the cooler. She considered whether to call Frank to go with them or if it should just be a couple’s day out. 

She didn't mind either way. All she wanted to do was enjoy herself. Things such as looking for a job would come later when they settled. 

When she prepared everything, Otilia started to load everything in the car. She struggled to open the trunk since it had to be opened manually. Otilia was happy with the 1978 Chevy Camaro they had. However, she was ready for an upgrade. The 1985 Camaro was a beauty in her eyes. They had the money for an upgrade. Ruben was a cheapskate, however. He figured as long as their current car was still running, there was no need for an upgrade.

When she put the stuff in the trunk, Otilia noticed something off. She saw that the light on the trunk was off. Despite that, she didn't think much of it. When she closed the trunk door, Otilia heard a squeak. 

She looked around but couldn't see anything. There were no signs of a mouse around. Nonetheless, she was cautious in her search. She even looked under the Camaro. It was all clear.

"It's probably in my head," she whispered.

She walked back into the house to check on her husband.

"Mi amor, todo bien?" She asked if everything was ok.

"Yes, baby. I'm ok," he answered.

Before packing the rest of the stuff in the car, Otilia went to the house across the street to check on her neighbor. It was a middle-aged couple who lived there. The husband and wife lived alone. They were in their lower fifties. The couple resided in Salinas well before the start-up neighborhood was constructed. Otilia heard stories about the neighborhood being built on top of sugar cane farms. 

The husband wasn't outside like he always was. Otilia found it a bit strange. She figured that they were at work already. Things were only stranger when she saw the front door open. She felt off walking into the house. Otilia was told by her neighbors to enter if she felt something was off.

Taking a deep breath, she walked inside. Otilia investigated the house. The kitchen and living rooms seem to be in good shape. She heard some squeaking coming from the back. Before moving on, she checked the phone in case she needed to call the police or medics. When she picked up the rotary phone, it was silent. There was no dial tone. When she spun the dial, there was no tone on the phone. Otilia saw the phone line was cut. 

However, the cut didn't look human in nature. There were bite marks on the wire.

"Mice were in here, so where are they?" She asked.

She was concerned, feeling no sign of life in the house. The bite marks looked like mice had bit the wire. She was no expert on rewiring a phone line. 

Otilia walked back to the bedrooms. She hoped that her neighbors were oversleeping. When she reached the master bedroom, her jaw dropped.

"What happened?" She shouted.

Her neighbors were bleeding in bed, filled with bite marks. The bodies were completely torn apart. Otilia was terrified from the mutilated bodies and blood splattered around the room. She was convinced that this wasn’t caused by a human. Otilia didn't bother talking to them, as she knew they were both dead. There was no way neither of them would still be alive after being bitten alive.

Her fear was confirmed. Both of them were eaten alive by mice. The bite marks were those of rodents. She believed there were blood-sucking rats in the neighborhood. Next she looked outside and saw the sun blocked by dark gray clouds.

"So much for the weatherman..." she said in a daze.

The rain clouds were rushing through the neighborhood. Thunder was also heard as a rainstorm was doomed to arrive despite the weatherman saying otherwise. Otilia wasn't surprised by the inaccuracy of the weatherman. She was used to it back in New York.

She rushed back home to tell Ruben about her discovery. Downpours started to fall once again, to her dismay. When she got inside, Otilia put her rainboots on along with her cameo pants. Her plans for a relaxing day had taken a dark turn. She prepared to file a police report.

"There must be rats here... I must be prepared!" She said in her head.

"No! It's raining. I thought there was no rain today," Ruben shouted.

"Forget about the rain,"

"What's wrong? Why are you dressed like that and why do you look like you saw a ghost?"

"Baby, I went next door to check on our neighbors. They're dead!"

"What! How did they die?"

"They have mouse bites on them!"

"Oh, come on, you expect me to believe that? You and your mice..."

"We have to call the police to report this! There's no time to talk down to me."

"Ok, no problem, I'll call now. You check the car in case."

Otilia rushed to the car to get it started. When she got in, the car didn't start. She continued to try and start the vehicle. However, no lights lit up on the dashboard. She quickly opened the hood. The wiring leading to the battery was chewed up, to her shock.

"Crap, this car is done!" she shouted,

"The line is cut! We gotta go to the police station!" Ruben told his wife.

"No good! The wire to the battery is all chewed up. The car won't even start!"

As they saw their day turn around, they heard loud squeaks.

"Oh my god! What was that?" Ruben asked.

Otilia walked with Ruben to the back of the house, trying to reach for their handgun. It was no good. The back of the house was infested with large rats with green eyes. The rodents had been hiding under the bed and had a strong appetite for humans.

"I told you there were rats!" Otilia shouted.

Ruben foolishly attempted to go into the bedroom to obtain his handgun. Otilia tried to pull him back. He overpowered her and headed to the bedroom. The rats quickly rushed into the room and ate him up.

The screams were hard for Otilia to hear. Her husband had become breakfast for the hungry rats. As much as a gun would've helped her, she knew it was a foolish errand to go for the gun. In only a t-shirt, cameo pants, and rain boots, Oitlia hurried out of her dream house.

The rats were seen overwhelming the house, eating everything they could get their hands on. Her greatest fear was now a reality. She ran as fast as she could without a car or even access to a phone. The best hope for her was to find a pay phone and get the cops involved. She feared that even the cops would not be enough to take on this new threat. 

The rain was falling heavily. Otilia could care less about getting wet. This was all about survival at this point. She hoped the rats weren't chasing her, but she couldn't stop running. The only place she knew where there was a payphone was the supermarket. 

What was supposed to be a beach day had turned into a nightmare. The neighborhood was infested with rats.

Chapter 4

The rain continued to pour on Salinas. What was a quiet and small neighborhood was now infested with the demon-like rats. Otilia was stunned that she could not go back home. She wanted to cry non-stop after seeing her husband murdered by the rodents. However, there was no turning back.

This was now a matter of survival. The rats were still in her house, enjoying eating whatever was there. She was a safe distance from the murderous horde of rodents. 

Without a car, her only choice was to head to Frank's house. The hope was that the rats had not reached his house. The sun was completely gone. It had turned into a dark day with heavy rain. Also, the temperatures were stuck in the low 70s. Once again, the weather was abnormal for Salinas.

On a typical day, temperatures should have climbed well into the 80s. However, on this day, temperatures were plummeting. Otilia felt cold despite living in NYC for a few years. The rain and high winds made it even chillier. 

There was no time to get anything warm. All she could do was run to Frank's house. The neighborhood was quiet, as it was still seven in the morning. She screamed, hoping to get the attention of everyone in the block. An elderly lady came out and screamed at her.

The old lady was wearing her nightgown still. She had white hair and looked to be in her upper 70s. She seemed to be in good health as she was walking normally.

"Que tu ase! Esta loca?" The lady accused Otilia of being crazy.

"Hay Ratas y va a matar a nosotros!" Otilia tried to convince the woman of the killer rats.

The old lady laughed at Otilia. She truly believed that Oitlia had lost her mind. 

"Adios loca! Por favor, vete, ante que yo llamar la policia!" The old lady wasn't interested in Otilia's story.

Otilia prepared to leave but saw a large rat behind the lady. She panicked as she saw the green eyes on the rat.

"Que paso ahora. Tu eres loca de verdad!" The elderly lady told Otilia.

"Rata!" That was all Otilia could muster up.

The woman turned around and saw the rat. Her face turned white when she saw that Otilia was right about the rats. She grabbed a broomstick and slapped the rat away from her. The rat didn't crawl away like a normal rat.

Instead, it growled and ready to pounce on the woman. Otilia felt bad running away but was unarmed. Also, she had no idea if there were any more rats nearby. After all, if there was one rodent, there were bound to be more of them. She needed to protect herself.

The rat jumped in the face of the woman and started to bite her. The woman didn't give in easily. She grabbed the rat and slammed it to the ground. Otilia heard a loud squeak from the rat.

"Whoa, this woman is tough! She might be helpful," she said to herself.

Any hope of befriending the lady quickly went by the wayside as she saw more rats rushing the lady. Despite her toughness, the elderly lady was no match for the horde of twenty rats. The rodents showed no mercy eating the poor lady alive. They took large bites into her flesh like it was cheese. The old lady was torn apart like it was fresh meat. It was too much for Otilia to watch as she ran from the scene.

There was no time to waste. Otilia needed to reach Frank. He lived a couple of blocks from her. She slipped on a large puddle and fell face first. The fall hurt quite a bit as she fell on her knees. There was no time to lick her wounds. Behind her, the horde of rats only grew larger and closer. Along with that, the squeaks grew louder. If anybody in the neighborhood was unaware of the rat infestation they were either oblivious or dead.

Otilia got up from the puddle. Her cameo pants were all wet, along with her pink T-Shirt. At least the rain boots kept her feet dry. She would have to dig into her country background. Back in El Salvador, she grew up in the country. She was familiar with farming and living without technology. Also, she was used to getting injured during her farming background.

She pushed herself through the driving rain until she reached Frank's house. When she got there, she saw Frank through the window. He had a baseball bat. Frank was swinging it at a couple of rats who broke into his house. Otilia couldn't bare to see her friend struggle.

The front door was open. A stick was by the door. She grabbed it and rushed into Frank's house. Frank was shocked but happy to see Otilia.

"What are you doing here? Get out of here before they get you!" Frank shouted.

"I'm here to save you from the rats. Come on! If we work together, we can survive!" Otilia retorted.

Otilia swung her stick at the rats, which lunged in her direction. Frank would do the same. The two of them worked together to kill off the rats. The living room was splattered with green blood. The sight was quite disgusting. At the very least, Otilia had saved Frank from being eaten alive.

"Thank you for saving me. Que paso con Ruben?" Frank asked where Ruben was.

"El esta muerto, las ratas la mato," she told Frank that the rats had killed her husband.

"No puede se. It can't be. Where did these little fuckers come from?"

"I have no idea, Frank. The only thing I know is that we need to get going. It's not safe in our homes. Now I know why the local politicians were against building the homes over the farmland."

"Now we won't have sugar," Frank said in a discouraged tone.

"Are you stupid? You over here worried about sugar. Meanwhile, the rats have taken over the neighborhood!" Otilia said as she slapped Frank.

"What do we do now? My car is busted. Those rodents ate the battery cable. My car is dead on the road."

"So is mine. All we can do is head to the supermarket across the main road. We'll find plenty of shelter there. Also, we might be able to gather needed goods. More importantly, there's bound to be a payphone there."

"Why do we need a payphone for?"

"Oh, Frank, do I need to have all the answers? It's so we can call the cops!"

"What are the cops going to do?"

"They can hold the rats back. Since they're an authority figure, they might get the national guard to get us out of here."

"I have to say bye to Salinas?"

"Unless you want to die next to your coconut tree, then yes."

Frank nodded his head. He realized that Otilia was correct. His wife passed away a couple of years ago. However, he wasn't ready to join her in the afterlife just yet.

"Get some comfortable clothes. You'll need it. Also, can I borrow a sweater of yours?" She asked.

"Sure... besides, it's not like I'll be coming back here anytime soon," he answered.

Frank handed Otilia one of the old sweaters that he hated wearing. What they wore wasn't important. This was purely about survival.

The two of them gathered any other supplies they saw useful. A book of matches and a flashlight were good items for them to take. As they left Frank's house, a couple of rats entered through the front door.

They kept their cool as they swung their weapons at the rats. Otilia impaled the rat before it could get up. She held the urge to vomit when the green blood came out of the rat's body. 

As for Frank, the rat grabbed onto the end of his baseball bat. He swung the bat into the wall, where he slammed the rat. Frank continued to bash the rat into the concrete wall until it squeaked. When it squeak, green blood came out of its body. His house was filled with green blood.

While Otilia held in the urge to puke, Frank was unable to.

"Would you get going? We have to get out of here!" Otilia hurried Frank.

"Sorry, I needed to get that out of my system."

As both of them left the home, they saw a horde of rats climbing a palm tree. The rats jumped onto a power pole. When they got on the pole, they chewed on the power cable. The transformer blew up, scaring Frank and Otilia to death.

"You gotta be kidding me! Let's get out of here!" Frank freaked out.

"Thought you were never ask!" Otilia replied.

The two ran from the house, not wanting to be near the rat horde. They hoped the supermarket would be a safe haven.

Meanwhile

Plenty of people were seen in the supermarket, going about their normal day. There was one man who was unlike the others.

A bald man with a big beard was walking around the supermarket. Everyone gave him a weird look, not knowing what he was up to. What made him even more out of place was his Miami Dolphins jersey. It was a Dan Marino jersey. 

American football wasn't a thing in Puerto Rico. There were a few football fans on the island, but they were mostly ex-patriots. Baseball was the bigger sport on the island. Nobody in the supermarket knew who the dolphins were. The only thing that jersey told the residents was that he was an American from the US mainland.

His name was Jack. He wasn't Puerto Rican, not even close. He was from Gallatin, Tennessee. It was a humble town filled with wonderful people, who welcomed outsiders with open arms. It was similar to Salinas when it came to being welcoming. Jack had the look of someone from Tennessee.

He was a huge football and baseball fan. However, he wasn't here to watch any games. Heck, he wasn't even there for vacation. Jack was a bounty hunter. His code name was Wolf. He was hired to go after a notorious criminal in Puerto Rico with ties to Tennessee. His name was Gustavo.

Gustavo was a drug dealer and involved with many fraud operations in Puerto Rico and the Gallatin area. Jack was hired to investigate and bust him. He enjoyed cashing in on private bonds and kickbacks to capture criminals. That was despite the numerous legal liabilities since he wasn't a police officer or detective. 

Since he wasn't a legal officer, Jack had to rely on a skip. A skip was a term used by hunters to find a person's whereabouts. Jack relied on outside contacts such as stalkers, journalists, and even repossession agents. 

When it came to Gustavo, Jack had to rely on a repossession agent he knew in Puerto Rico. It seemed that Gustavo had a couple of cars in Salinas that were up for repossession. The plan was to use the info to find and bust Gustavo. 

Jack hoped to catch Gustavo since he needed the money to pay for the trip to and from Puerto Rico. Also, he was saving up to buy his mother a house. 

He looked around and stood around. Jack figured that Gustavo would come to the supermarket at some point. This was the biggest supermarket in Salinas. Mostly everyone in town came here to shop. Salinas was still underdeveloped, so this was the only place to go unless one wanted to drive an hour away to the next town of Santa Isabel.

Jack didn't know much about Puerto Rico. He hoped it was a quick operation where he didn't have to go on a wild goose chase around the island. Jack was in the supermarket for a while, but there was no sign of Gustavo.

As he walked through the meat aisle, he heard squeaking. Jack looked around and didn't see anything. He thought it was a mouse but saw nothing. He was getting hungry, so he figured he would stop off at the deli section to grab a bacon and egg sandwich. The man behind the counter spoke good English, so Jack wasn't worried. 

As Jack ordered his sandwich, he saw a couple of large rats behind the man. All of a sudden, Jack lost his appetite. The rats had green eyes just like the ones that Otilia had seen. Jack had no idea these were killer rats.

When he told the man to cancel the order Jack heard a scream.

"What the hell was that?" Jack asked.

"I don't know," the worker answered.

"I reckon I better check it out. Someone might be hurt," Jack said.

Jack walked toward the middle of the supermarket, trying to find the source of the screaming. As he walked around, he saw more rats roaming around.

"This place has a rat problem. Luckily I don't live here, seesh," he said to himself.

When he looked around in the cookie aisle, he saw a couple of people being eaten by rats. Jack was shocked by the sight of the blood-sucking rats. He rushed to the cleaning supply aisle and saw a woman getting her blood sucked by the rats.

"What the fuck is this? This is something straight out of a movie. I had no idea mice could be so freaking deadly!"

He heard gunfire and figured it might have been Gustavo. Jack didn't want to miss his chance to capture the suspect. He rushed toward the noise. A few rats attempted to lunge at him. Jack shot them with his handgun. 

When he turned around, Jack saw more rats entering through the ventilation system. That is when he realized this was no regular rodent infestation. 

He rushed toward the noise. While catching Gustavo was paramount, this was turning into a mission of survival. Jack saw a couple of National Guard members lying dead on the floor. They were armed with machine guns. He felt wrong taking one of them but needed to survive.

Jack turned around and emptied a clip at a horde of rats that were behind him. He grabbed a couple of clips from the dead bodies. 

Jack continued into the manager's office upstairs, hoping to find a safe place to hide. Also, he looked for a phone to use. When Jack got to the manager's office, he found the phone was dead. The phone line was bitten in half.

"God damnit! I better get out of here. There's bound to be more rats in this consumer hell hole," Jack said.

Jack also found Gustavo. He was bummed, though. Gustavo was on the floor, dead. The criminal was bitten to death by the invading rats.

"There goes my payday. For fuck sake, what else can go wrong here?" Jack angrily asked.

The only thing Jack had to be concerned about was survival.

Back in the neighborhood

Otilia and Frank hurried toward the corner across the street from the strip mall where the supermarket was. There was no light, so they had to watch carefully for traffic. There was no traffic to speak of. So they crossed the main road rather easily. 

They had no idea that even the supermarket was no safer than where they were. The rats had taken over the town and their population was only growing.

Chapter 5

Otilia and Frank had just finished crossing the main road. The rain continued to fall in earnest. At this point, neither of them worried about getting wet. They knew that survival was the name of the game. They approached the local coffee shop and it wasn't to get coffee.

The hope was to find a survivor, such as a police officer. If not, finding a working phone was the next best thing. It was silent as they walked into the coffee shop. They heard some squeaking, but it was coming from a distance.

"We might be safe here," Frank said.

"Perhaps, but it won't be for long. Those rats are hungry. They'll be here soon," Otilia replied.

When they entered the coffee shop, it was eerily silent. Usually around this time, the shop would be bustling with freshly baked bread and perking coffee. This was Frank's favorite place to come in the morning. On this day, it was anything but welcoming.

They carefully walked through the shop, not knowing if any rats were inside. A loud bang was heard from the back. Otilia quickly turned around with her stick engaged. However, she saw nothing ahead.

"It must have been a pot. Somebody must be here," Frank whispered.

The two of them were convinced somebody was inside. They hoped whoever was inside was alive and just hiding. As they walked further back, they saw green blood on the wall.

"Oh no, they were here. The rats were here," she told Frank.

"You're right. Hopefully, we find a survivor to help us out. Follow me, I know the owner of this place. He might be of some help to us," Frank replied. 

They had to be even more careful as there was evidence of rats in the establishment. Frank opened the double doors slowly. He peeked inside and saw the coast was clear. Otilia followed him into the kitchen. For a coffee shop, the kitchen was huge.

There was a machine that made fresh bread along with many stoves. It was silent as no machine was operational. The trail of green blood extended into the kitchen.

"I'm a bit worried. Look at the time. It's nearly eight o'clock. It shouldn't be this silent. Something is terribly wrong," Frank felt something was off.

"You would think there would be a police officer getting coffee," Otilia told Frank.

"Exactly, it's just silent. We have to investigate and leave. I don't think it's a smart idea to stay in here. For all we know, there might already be rats in here."

When the two walked deeper into the kitchen, they heard a scream from the manager's office. The two of them rushed towards the office. They tried to open the door, but it was locked. Frank figured the owner was inside, so he kicked the door. The door opened as the lock broke off.

Rats were spotted eating the owner. Frank and Otilia barged in and started to attack the rats with their weapons. One of the rats nearly bit Frank, but he slapped the rat away from him. There were mouse traps that proved ineffective against the super rats.

One of the rats attempted to ambush Frank from behind. Otilia intercepted the rat and slapped it with her broomstick. The rat flew to the other side of the room and struck the wall hard. The impact was enough to kill the rat. There were still three more rats in the room.

Otilia and Frank got in front of the injured owner to protect him. The rats crawled closer with their evil green eyes staring at them. Otilia knew she would have to get over her fear of rodents quickly. Green blood came out of the mouths of the giant rats.

The rats went on the attack and lunged at Frank and Otilia. One of the mice landed on Frank's arm. It managed to bite him. He shook off the rodent before it could bite him any deeper. Another rat tried to lunge at his feet. He kicked it away with his feet. When the rat landed, he impaled it repeatedly with the tip of the bat until it was dead.

Otilia rushed to the other rat that was down. She struck the rat with her stick with a few pokes until the green blood splattered out of its body. Some of the blood got onto her. It wasn't anything that couldn't be washed away easily. 

There was one more rat in the office. The two of them double-teamed the rat and killed it easily. They looked around for any more rodents. The coast was clear as no more rats came into the room. They even checked the ventilation shaft for anything and found it was clear.

"Que paso, Carlos? Estan bien?" Frank asked.

"No... hermano. Yo puedo mucho sangre. Yo voy por lo cielo pronto," the shop owner claimed he was dying as he lost too much blood.

"No dice eso! Tu eres furete. Este ratas no van a ganar a nosotros," Frank tried to convince Carlos that he couldn't give up.

The reality was that Carlos had lost a lot of blood due to being bitten multiple times. His bites were deep as well. There was no denying that no amount of motivation would help Carlos. Nonetheless, Frank got a cloth to use as a tourniquet to stop Carlos from losing too much blood.

As Frank was helping the owner, he felt a sharp pain in his right arm. Also, he was losing blood from the wound. Otilia jumped into action. She was a medic back in El Salvador, helping the government soldiers during the civil war there. She got a piece of cloth to cover up Frank's wound.

Unlike Carlos' wound, Frank's injury was easy to cover. After helping Frank, Otilia gave him a hand with Carlos.

"Gracias par ayudame. Pero, es muy tarde. Ese ratas va a matar todo lo gente," Carlos said it was too late, that the rats would take everyone out.

"Oh man, he's losing too much blood, even with the tourniquet. I don't know if we can save him," Otilia gave the grim diagnosis.

"We can't give up, though!" Frank said emotionally.

Carlos was like a second father to Frank. Carlos stepped up as a father figure when his father died in a freak hiking accident. He didn't want to lose him. 

"Hijo, es muy tarde para me. Pero, to puede salvar tu mismo. Dejame, tu tiener mucho para vivar todavia. Te quiero mucho, hijo. Adios..." Carlos said his last words before passing away. He loved Carlos like a son but knew he needed to move on. His wounds were too much to overcome.

Frank cried when Carlos passed away. Otilia did her best to comfort him. She hugged him. While she never knew Carlos, she understood that to Frank, he was his world. Otilia had a flashback of when her first boyfriend was killed during the civil war in El Salvador. So she understood losing somebody close.

"I'm so sorry..."

"Thanks, hun... He was like a father to me. He took care of me when my father passed away.... He died during a hiking accident in the mountains. My first job was cleaning the shop and helping him pack stuff... This shop has been here for close to twenty years," he replied.

"I can tell you loved him."

"I did... As he said, however, we have to move on. He's in a better place. We on the other hand, still have to deal with this hell. It's not safe here. We have to get going."

"Yes, we do, but can we try the phone here?"

Frank nodded. Otilia picked up the phone in the office and found it dead. She checked the wire but saw it wasn't bitten or chewed. 

"How can that be? The wire seems to be ok," Otilia asked.

"Damn, I think the rats might have started to eat the wires coming from the main line. If that's the case, we might be screwed."

"Does that mean we're doomed to die in this hell hole?"

"No... it just means if we want help, we're going to have to travel to find it. If we only had a car. Wait, the supermarket has its dedicated phone line. We might be in luck if we head there."

"It's worth a try. It's better than staying here to get bit by rats. Are you ok with your arm?"

"You did a fine job. I can barely feel anything. Then again, that rat couldn't get its teeth into my flesh."

The two of them walked out of the coffee shop. Frank knew it would never be the same ever again. It was tough saying bye to a family friend.

Without a car, the supermarket was the best destination to head to. It was a short five-minute walk. Otilia looked behind her and saw the rats on the other side of the road. Time was running out. The two of them needed to get help. The rodents were only getting closer to overrunning the town of Salinas.

The rain lightened up just a bit, which was a relief for Otilia and Frank. There were many puddles on the ground. However, their vision improved as the rain wasn't in their eyes. There were no rats as they made the trek to the supermarket. What they did notice was the absence of people. Not everyone took their car to the market. 

However, they did see the parking lot filled with plenty of cars.

"Ah, cars! I think we might have hit the jackpot. There's bound to be survivors inside," Frank said.

"Not to mention, a working phone," Otilia said, encouraged.

There was one thing that discouraged him. While there were cars, there was a lack of foot traffic. Nobody was walking in or out of the supermarket.

"What's wrong?" Otilia asked.

"I think we're wrong about the supermarket being safe," he answered.

"What makes you say that?"

Frank didn't answer right away. He wanted to get closer to the market before making any observations.

When the two of them got closer, his suspicion was correct.

"I want you to answer this. What do you see that is off?" He asked.

"It seems normal to me."

"Look again. I want you to focus."

Otilia took a better look and saw no traffic coming in or out of the supermarket. 

"The people... there's no people around."

"That is correct. I have a horrible suspicion that our enemy has already beaten us here. We might be too late. Despite that, we don't have much of a choice but to explore."

Otilia nodded as the two of them walked into the supermarket. When they walked it, the lights were still on. However, it was silent. There was no music playing in the background. It was ghostly silence. There were no signs of people either. They feared that whatever people were inside were already slaughtered.

The first thing Otilia saw was the payphones.

"Look, payphones!" She said.

"I'll check it out," Frank replied.

Frank walked to the three phones. Two payphones were rotary, while the third was an upgraded touch-tone phone. It was part of the modernization plan for Salinas.

He tried all of the phones. To no surprise, the quarter was spat back out on each one. None of the phones were operational. The sound of a dial tone was non-existent.

"Well, I only wished phones worked without dial tone because these phones are as silent as this hell hole," Frank said.

"No! You mean the rats have beaten us here?"

"I'm afraid so... These little bastards have become quite the menace. Sadly, they have the upper hand over us. All we can do is gather whatever supplies we can get our hands on and go on the road."

"You mean we're going to have to walk?"

"Sadly so, hun. Unless we're lucky enough to find a car not eaten by rats, our feet will have to do. Ughh, I wish I had better news, but that's how the cookie crumbles."

Otilia accepted her fate. The two of them started to explore what they could find in the supermarket. Without a car, they wouldn't be able to take much. For starters, they each had a drink of water. Without a cashier, there wasn't a point in not stealing the water.

They headed for the emergency supplies aisle. Over there would be some useful things for the road. When they reached the aisle, they heard squeaks.

"Oh, come on, not here!" Otilia whined.

"Sadly so. There's plenty of cheese here, so I imagine they are attracted to this place." Frank responded.

When they turned to their right, there were a couple of rats ready to attack. They teamed up to kill the rats easily. A rat broke through the candles on the racks. It got onto Otilia, prepared to tear her neck. She grabbed it and slammed it down on the floor. She finished it off with her broomstick.

The two of them didn't see any more rodents, so they continued to explore what to take. When they walked deeper, they saw three corpses on the floor. There was a large pool of blood surrounding the dead bodies.

"God have mercy! They got torn apart. What the hell is this?!" Frank was in disbelief.

Otilia had to hold in the urge to vomit. She knew the sight was horrible. Before they could react, they saw rats coming from both directions. The horde was huge.

"Oh no, we can't fight all those!" Otilia panicked.

"You're right. This might just be the end," Frank said somberly.

"No, we can't go like this!"

The rats closed in on their prey. All the rats could see was a delicious meal in front of them, ready to enjoy. Frank and Otilia held hands, preparing to say their last goodbyes. The rats went on the attack.

"No!" Otilia screamed, hoping for a miracle.

Machine gun fire was heard. The mystery man shot up all of the rats with ease. The rats who prepared to eat Frank and Otilia were dead in a matter of seconds.

Otilia looked and saw it was Jack.

"Who are you? Thank you for saving us!" Otilia told Jack.

"You're not from here, are you?" Frank asked.

"No, but I'm glad I was here. I was able to save two people. I reckon that makes us teammates. Before I go any further, my code name is Wolf, but you can call me Jack," Jack introduced himself. He had a strong Southern accent.

"I'm Otilia and I just moved here."

"My name's Frank. Thank you for saving us. What brings you to Salinas, Puerto Rico?"

"I'm not supposed to say anything, but my mission is already compromised. So, I might as well come clean. I'm a bounty hunter."

"Hmm, sounds cool. Who you were trying to catch?" Frank asked.

"You might have heard of him. Here's a picture of him. His name is Gustavo Santiago."

"Oh yes, I know that cunt. He's a drug dealer here in Salinas. A huge one. You don't look Puerto Rican. How did you know about Gustavo?"

"I'm from Tennessee, so you're right about me not knowing jack shit about Puerto Rico, no pun intended. However, Gustavo has been doing business in my hometown of Gallatin, Tennessee. So as a bounty hunter, I figured to take the job and use that as an excuse to take a trip to this beautiful island. Sadly, it seems these rats were my welcoming committee."

"Do you have an idea where these rats are coming from, Jack?" Otilia asked.

"I wish. I don't even have much knowledge about the island of Puerto Rico. Your guess is as good as mine. "

"I didn't think I would ever meet a Southerner here. Welcome to Puerto Rico. I only wished it was under better circumstances," Frank said as he shook Jack's hand.

"Thanks, man. That makes us partners. You owe me for saving you. Now that my mission is no longer relevant, I'm ready to leave this island," Jack replied.

"What happened to that good-for-nothing bastard, Gustavo?"

"The rats made dinner out of him. It's crazy to believe that some people in Tennessee, at least those in the countryside, enjoy roasting these bastards to eat. I'm not that much of a hillbilly. I never tried eating roasted rat. Now how about we get out of this consumerist hell hole, shall we?" Jack asked.

"I thought you would never ask," Otilia said.

"Do you have a car, Jack?"

"Oh yes, in
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