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Welcome to a small collection of creature stories.  In here you will find creatures in space, creatures out at sea, creatures in the jungle, pretty much, creatures just about everywhere of various types. Some are gory, some light-hearted but they all are about creatures. There is also a giant bug story included. After all, what would a small collection be without a giant bug tale or two?

Hope you enjoy.

Special thanks for use of the photo to Latoscuro@morguefile.com
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Bob Clark couldn't believe the size of the thing as it towered over the sub-division which were once cornfields.

Cookie cutter houses he called them because they all looked the same.

The first thing that crept into his mind when he saw it was that he was getting way too old for killing bugs and rats.

Shoulda quit this job back when he was thinking about that desk job at the truck company. But that wouldn't have been any easier either. The idea of being stuck in the same office as the branch manager filled him with disgust and hatred.

His body wasn't quite what it used to be. Thanks to a stroke, he lost vision in his left eye. Most recently his left leg because of a fight with a giant rat two years ago when the crazy critter bit it off. He can still see the large yellow chisel teeth sinking into his flesh and severing his leg as if it were nothing but a toothpick. The way it twitched its nose and its bloody whiskers. But at least he did manage to get a grenade down its throat and watch it erupt into a fiery mist of carnage and hair. He even saw his leg flying in the air and landing somewhere in the distant woods.

He balanced himself on the crutches and squinted his eye as he observed this large beetle creature and wondering how he was going to exterminate this thing.

Its eyes as big as houses and glowing red as they rotated around surveying the neighborhood.

He'd heard stories about this beetle in the past but thought they were all myths.

Humorous myths made up from various exterminators about large beetles showing up, devouring houses, and tearing stuff up.

Sure. Like the giant rat was supposed to be a myth too.

Then later came the giant ants. And let’s not talk about the humongous centipedes.

At the time it sounded very silly. Too silly to believe. It was known as the worst apocalypse ever.

The beetle appeared out of nowhere towering over the mountains and trees and standing high above the clouds.  It didn't even seem to be in physical form but more like a ghostly apparition.

Before it would appear, a loud screech could be heard from miles away and sounded like it was coming from the sky.

They thought the sounds were coming from God himself. People were running and screaming calling it the second coming.

It was the second coming all right but was a far cry from God. So, any sinners left that needed to do some repenting still had some time. At least this time around.

Dark clouds quickly rolled in and gathered in large masses as if the devil himself formed them. The beetle toyed with people as if to say, 'watch what I'm going to do. Y'all be looking out down there.'

The earth thundered and shook causing the ground to split open in large channels. Houses collapsed and fell into the dark abyss along with people. Car horns blared as the roads rose high as if something was underneath pushing them up. Concrete dust shooting like a geyser in Yellowstone State Park.

Houses and bridges falling into the craters. People screaming, waving, and kicking as their feet searched for solid ground.

Of course, none of this would be complete without the news anchors trying to get as much footage as possible, each trying to deliver the next story that is going to make them famous.

Bob shook his head in disgust and couldn't help but laugh as he watched some idiotic camera man getting shots of the beetle up close and personal. So personal the beetle swept him up in its mandible and shoved him and his camera in its mouth.

“Hope he enjoys the ride into the gullet,” Bob chuckled. Maybe one day the beetle will crap out that camera and his trip would be found footage like the Blair Witch Project.

He propped up the hoodie on his jacket to shield himself from as much of the rain as possible. It was coming down like bullets and the sky was completely black. The tornado alarm cut  like a knife causing his ears to ring. 

The beetle’s shiny carapace, black like obsidian stone, moved back and forth in a rhythmic motion as if out on a quest.

It was. Its mission was to destroy everything in its path and it was doing a good job of it.

He watched as the beetle’s mandibles cut through the houses like paper sending them into splinters and leaving in its wake nothing but a pile of timbers and screaming victims waving bloody arms underneath a near impossible pile of rubbish that was going to take days to clear out.

The air smelt of moisture and mildew, an odor given off from the beetle, and every now and then it would screech. He never knew beetles made this type of sound. It was disturbing and made goosebumps creep around his neck. It sounded loud and echoed like a tornado alarm.

After today there was going to be a lot of empty lots.

A lot of bodies.

A lot of blood.

The beetle swept up a man in its vice-like mandibles while he was pedaling as fast as he could to get away. The mandibles closed in tight cutting his body in half squirting blood as if the old man was nothing but a fruit gusher snack.

Henry, an exterminator back in the day, was standing in front of the beetle spraying it with a pesticide but Bob knew it was useless because there wasn't enough toxicity in the chemical to kill it.

The beetle swept Henry up as if he were nothing and chewed vigorously. An arm fell from its mouth and landed in front of Bob. On the severed arm the Timex watch was still ticking.

Bob chuckled at the thought of the old commercial. Bad timing but still worth a chuckle.

He watched as people, mostly rednecks who'd been drinking too much beer, came out with guns and started shooting at the Beetle. The bullets ricocheted off its shell-like steel. They shot and spat their tobacco as they emptied what little ammo they had.

Then you could always tell the survivor type coming out of their bunkers and tossing hand grenades at the creature. Such a tiny explosion for such a large creature.

Bob had no idea how he was going to even attempt to exterminate this thing. It had to come from somewhere.

Was there a nest of these things hiding somewhere?

Surely it didn't just materialize out of the sky.

His question was followed by another screech. And minutes later people were running from across the street as another beetle ripped up the neighborhood. People ran as the beetle followed them with its snapping mandibles. Mandibles hungry for flesh.

Human flesh.

Some people made it, and some didn't.

Another screech as another appeared. This was followed by another. It seemed there was no end to the beetles. Bob realized there had to be a nest somewhere.

Bob returned to his Ford pick-up and turned on the radio. Reports were coming in from all over the world of beetle attacks.

As if they were coming from another planet.

“It's God's curse on the world!” An old woman screamed. Placing judgment for all our sins. This is not the end but only the beginning. Repent now you sinnnnnners... God have mercy on our souls.”

The rest of her speech was interrupted when she was swept up by a beetle. Still blabbering as the beetle shoved her in his mouth.

Another crazy citizen stood in the middle of the road confronting a beetle with a bible trying to exterminate it by demanding it leave this world now and go back to hell where it came from.

Of course, Bob thought, nothing like this ever happens when you really need it to. He had to admit the guy gave it his best shot.

Bob decided it was time to break out his exterminating machine. 

It was time to call it out. He'd been working on the machine ever since the rat chewed off his leg. He needed something he could get around quickly in and do some damage on these bugs.

He opened the shed door and uncovered the machine. GIANT BEAUTY was written on the side with an emblem of crossbones and sculls. Don't Tread on Me was written underneath the crossbones.

The giant four-wheeler was made of steel and three times the size of a pickup truck with oversized steel belt tires. A 50 cal. was mounted on the hood with the trigger end going through his windshield where it was within reach. The windshield had been replaced with several steel bars welded longitudinal enough to protect against flying debris and prevent big bug feet and mandibles from reaching in and snatching him up.
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