“Great! You’re here!” With a mixed tone of relief and urgency in his tone, Carlos more or less welcomed Ryder and the pups that had come along to help. Coming along with the Paw Patrol leader were Chase, Marshall, Rocky, and Zuma. Staying behind to look after things back home were Rumble and Skye, being assisted by Everest as well. It was a bit of a journey, but the crew had made their way to the jungle where Carlos and Tracker lived, though not exactly sure what the issue was, Ryder hadn’t hesitated to heed his friend’s call for help. 

“Hey, Tracker!” The pups raced ahead to greet the chihuahua. He was just as happy to see the crew as well, having been a while since they were all face to face. While they caught up, the owners were talking as well. 

Rather than the area’s base, they were stationed at a makeshift base deep in the jungle. Carlos wasn’t paying much attention to the talking pups, instead keeping a pair of binoculars held up to his face, endlessly searching for something. He sighed to himself, finally putting them down before turning towards Ryder and smiling to his friend. 

“Sorry about that,” Carlos said. He leaned over and pulled his city pal in close. Ryder chuckled from the embrace. It was good to see him again. Being so close, he noticed that Carlos was rather sweaty and smelly too. But nothing was said, not wanting to be rude. He could only figure that the humid environment was the culprit, it being enough to make him sweat as well. 

“I’ve been tracking this creature for the last few weeks,” Carlos soon explained. “But it keeps giving me the slip.” He told his friend all about it, Tracker could attest to it as well. Neither of them have seen it up close but at night its glowing eyes could be seen and the heavy thump of paws were heard along with growls and snarls. The duo took it upon themselves to track this beast in case it was dangerous. 

It should have been simple but this beast turned out to be rather smart, not falling for their traps and always remaining a step ahead of them. At this point, Carlos was more frustrated than anything else. It was as if the beast was taunting him. With all other ideas exhausted, Carlos had no choice but to call for backup, seeing no one better equipped than the Paw Patrol. 

They arrived just before sunset and Carlos was still on edge, waiting for the moon to rise. He was certain that the beast would show up, but it wouldn’t know what hit it this time. But for now, he needed some stress relief. 

“Hey, Tracker. Why don’t you show the pups around?” Carlos offered. The chihuahua perked up and did as suggested, being eager to catch up with his far off friends. With him leading, the Adventure Bay pups followed his lead, being led down the safe trail away from the camp. 

This played with Carlos’ desires. Hunting this beast made him so stressed and Ryder was the perfect thing to take care of that. Without even saying anything at first, he took the other kid by the hand and all but dragged him inside of the tent, not even bothering to close it before he pushed the city boy onto the sleeping bag. 

