








Contents



	Title Page

	Copyright

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine

	Chapter Ten

	Chapter Eleven

	Chapter Twelve

	Chapter Thirteen

	Chapter Fourteen

	Chapter Fifteen

	Chapter Sixteen

	Chapter Seventeen

	Epilogue

	Acknowledgements

	About L. B. La Vigne

	Don't Miss These Great Titles From Deep Desires Press






  Guide

  
    	Cover

    	Contents

    	Start of Content

  





The Incredible Real Life Monster Man




L. B. La Vigne




Copyright © 2019 by L. B. La Vigne

Cover design copyright © 2019 by Story Perfect Dreamscape




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission from the publisher. However, brief quotations may be reproduced in the context of reviews.







[image: ]




Published February 2019 by Deep Desires Press, an imprint of Story Perfect Inc.




Deep Desires Press

PO Box 51053 Tyndall Park

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2X 3B0

Canada




Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.








WIN FREE BOOKS!


Subscribe to our email newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter to sign up today!




Chapter One




The morning was chilly and clear as Mike made his way up the dirt path to the empty lot where the carnival had set up the big top tent. He bundled himself up in a worn coat and looked for a sign that pointed towards the office.

He’d received an anonymous tip at the Department of Fish and Wildlife about an illegally captured creature being abused and put on display, and was undercover as an unemployed mechanic to see if he could find the thing and assess the situation.

Recently, many new beasts had been discovered all across the globe. Loch Ness actually played host to a serpent-like creature that prowled its depths. A Bigfoot was captured alive in the Pacific Northwest. And, apparently, this carnival was laying claim to “The Incredible, Real Life Monster Man” on all the flyers around town. Mike had no doubt that whatever the creature was, it wasn’t being taken care of properly.

He followed the signs that pointed to the office, which was in a double-wide trailer, and knocked on the door. Mike popped up his collar to block the back of his neck from the cold wind, and he shivered on the top step before the door opened. A man with a wrinkled face who couldn’t be much older than Mike, but who looked like he’d seen better days, opened the door. He wore nothing but plain blue jeans, a dirty shirt, and a pair of suspenders. A half-smoked cigarette hung from his lips.

“Can I help you?” he grumbled.

“Um, yes. I’m here for a job? I called about it this morning…”

“You that Michael fellow? Well, come on in, don’t let the heat out.” Samuel ushered Mike into the trailer. Inside, the front room was set up like an office with beat-up filing cabinets, and a small desk. Mike was surprised when he saw a tablet, the only new electronic in the whole trailer, on the desk. He tried to hide how much he was observing and processing the trailer as he followed Samuel, who took a seat behind the desk.

“So, Michael—”

“Mikey,” he said as he sat down.

“Mikey? Alright. Well, we’ve always got an opening for janitorial services. You’d be doing things like sweeping up at the end of the night, cleaning bathrooms, and such if that’s alright.”

“Sure, yeah. I’ll take whatever I can get. Like I said on the phone, I’ve been out of work for a few months, and just need something to help me get by.”

“Well, we can sure help you with that. I just need you to fill out some paperwork.” Samuel rifled through one of the drawers of the desk before he pulled out several printed forms. “It’s nothing official, just basic contact info, a few waivers, and we pay in cash. I should tell you there’s no benefits or anything, so I hope you weren’t looking forward to that.” Samuel slid the pages across the desk, and ashed his cigarette in the ashtray on the corner.

“Oh yeah, I wasn’t expecting that. Mind if I fill this out right now?”

“Go ahead.” Samuel shuffled around the desk for a spare pen, and found one in the top drawer.

“And what about that, um, that Monster Man? What’s that about?” Mike asked, filling out the form with some fake information.

“You got ten dollars?”

Mike let out a quiet huff of derision; charging his own employees to see the attractions was akin to robbery. “No, not at the moment.”

“Well, when you make your first ten bucks, you can use that to go see him.”

“Yeah, alright. Sure.” Mike didn’t push his luck any further with his new boss. He just put his nose down and finished filling out the forms.




• • •




After that, Mike was given a tour of the carnival grounds. There was one road that led in and out with a large parking lot at the entrance that he’d walked past. In the front were some rickety rides that went up in forty-eight hours, with several ticket booths scattered around. The food on site was standard carnival fare with its share of candy and anything you could throw in a deep fryer. The big tent was right in the middle. Several acrobats were practicing their performance as Mike followed Samuel’s lead.

There was a beer garden and a caricature booth, and off to the side of the big top was a smaller tent that matched it in red and gold. The sign out front was written in bold black letters, “REAL LIFE MONSTER MAN” and below it, “$10 each.” Mike rolled his eyes; they weren’t even going to give a discount to children, seniors, or employees. But he followed Samuel anyways as they walked up the road, past the rest of the attractions.

Samuel pointed to a row of beat up trailers. “There’s an open bunk in trailer two for you. Each one is shared by four guys, and trailers six and seven are for the gals.”

“Got it, thanks.”

Samuel checked his watch. “Thomas should be in there right now. He works the late shift which is what you’ll be working. Go and get to know each other, then at three o’clock you two will start work. He can show you where we keep the supplies.”

“Will do, thanks again. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem,” Samuel said nonchalantly. As he turned to walk away, he lit up another cigarette. Mike turned to the trailer.

It looked like it had seen better days, with one of its windows missing and covered in a clear trash bag. One of the railings on the side of the steps was falling off, too, and as Mike threw his duffle bag over his shoulder, he knew he was going to hate this. He walked up the steps to the trailer and struggled with the door. The spring was wound tight, so he had to step back and give it a good tug to get it open. Inside, though, the trailer was warm and protected from the wind.

He stepped in and saw four bunks immediately to his left. To his right was a kitchen with an overflowing garbage can. Past that he could see a small bathroom, though it was hard to make out since there was only one light on in the trailer. He looked over towards it, and saw a man lying on the top bunk, a video game console in hand. He looked up.

“Are you the new guy who’s going to be helping me on second shift?”

“Yeah, I’m Mikey.”

“Thomas. Nice to meet ya,” he said as he put the game down. Thomas was tall and lanky, with the beginnings of a beer belly and a face that was unshaved. He hopped down from the top bunk, patting the one opposite. “This is your bunk. We share with Chris and Carl. Samuel already give you the tour?”

“Uh, yeah, a bit.” Mike tossed his duffle bag onto the top bunk. There was only about three feet from the bunk to the ceiling, causing a sourness in Mike’s gut.

“Good. We start at three, so we’ve got some time to hang out.” Thomas walked past Mike, who had to flatten himself against the bunk beds to make space. “You want a drink?”

“Sure.” Mike shrugged. He shouldn’t drink because technically he was on the job for the U.S. Government, but he didn’t want to raise any suspicions. Thomas handed him a cold can of beer from the refrigerator, then took a seat on the bottom bunk. Mike took a seat opposite him.

“Oh, Chris wouldn’t like you sitting on his bed.”

“Sorry.” Mike stood up again, standing a bit awkwardly.

“That’s alright, you can sit here on Carl’s bunk, he doesn’t really give a shit.”

“Okay.” Mike shrugged. Thomas seemed like an awkward guy with the way he said it and patted the bed next to him. Mike tried to ignore the gesture and made sure to keep a wide distance between him and his roommate. Thomas’ eyes were a slightly bulging too, but Mike was a professional, so he ignored it as he took a sip of his drink. “So how long have you been working here?”

“Just about two years. I follow the carnival circuit and do what I can for work, ya know. How’d you end up here?”

“I was working in a shop, but it fell on hard times. Most of us got laid off.”

“That sucks, dude. The economy these days…”

They talked for the duration of one beer, before Mike got up to unpack his bag. At the foot of each bed was a tall dresser that was split in half. The top half was for him, while the bottom half was for Chris. He unpacked a few shirts and a couple pairs of pants, and his toothbrush. He left a few other various items in his bag, shoving the whole thing into the locker. He hoped this job would conclude before he had to worry about doing laundry.

When their shift started, Mike followed Thomas back to the office. Behind it was a makeshift shed that held several brooms, dustpans and cleaning supplies. The first thing they did was change out the trash bags around the site.

As they walked past the smaller tent with the monster inside, Mike could hear it screeching. He flinched, the sound of a creature obviously in pain hurting him more than the others around him. Thomas didn’t even seem to notice as they walked towards the men’s bathroom.

“Hey, have you seen that thing? The monster man?” Mike asked.

“Nah,” Thomas said, blowing it off.

“Really? You’re not even a little bit interested?”

“Those things give me the heebie-jeebies, ya know? I mean, I don’t know what it’s capable of. I’d rather it not have my scent if you know what I mean, when it gets out and decides to go on a rampage or something.”

“True, true.” Mike nodded, but he had a job to do. That creature, whatever it was, had to be assessed and rescued. By the sounds it was making, it was in pain from whatever torture it was going through. He’d have to get in to see it, but his mind raced with what he might find.

If the creature was being tortured, it could be badly injured or even require medical help, and Mike was in no position to provide it any sort of emergency medical treatment. Taking into account the fact that Samuel was even charging his employees to see it, he doubted that a band-aid or leg wrap would go unnoticed, even if he managed to sneak in.

Seeing the creature, before his first pay, was another concern. He was only supposed to be here for a few days, a week max. Mike wasn’t sure how frequently he’d get some cash in hand, so time was of the essence. Not only for Mike, but for the monster man.

He had to get in to see the creature.




• • •




The carnival was fairly busy, bustling with children who screamed at the sword swallower and ate heaps of sticky sweets. Mike kept his head down, cleaning up after everyone’s mess without complaint. It wasn’t fun work, but it kept him busy as he went through the motions.

During the day he could hear the creature in its tent, banging around against the bars sometimes, at other times silent. Each time the crowd squealed and cheered in delight, it was preceded by a warning growl from the beast. Mike knew enough about animals to hear that pitch and know the animal was trying to bolster itself up, to sound angry, so its attacker would find it intimidating. Mike also knew that it wouldn’t work, not against Samuel and the cattle prod he kept in his office.

Along with clothes and toiletries, Mike had brought some other things that he thought he might need. He had put several raw chicken livers in a Tupperware container, and labeled it with his name. It would only be with luck that his roommates wouldn’t ask him about it. The intelligence report had included a short sentence about the creature’s diet of raw meat, so Mike hoped it liked what he chose. He had also packed some rope, zip ties, and a knife just in case and loaded up a prepaid cell phone, to look more the part.

Not too surprisingly, Mike got paid by the day. Despite that, however, he decided to sneak in to see the creature on his own. He planted a bottle of liquor under the stool the night guard used to keep watch, and waited around until he got to his station. He watched as the guy took a second to sit, then stand back up and ponder over the full, unopened bottled. It took him a few seconds to debate breaking the seal, but eventually he did, and sat back down happily, not trying to hide the fact that he was drinking on the job.

Mike went off for a walk, trying to make himself scarce as he waited for the carnie to drink himself to sleep. The carnival was only so big, however, and Mike eventually found himself back at his trailer.

Sometime around midnight, though, he exited with a claim that he was going to the bathroom before calling it a night, and made his way back to the small circus tent. By the front door, which was tied shut, the guard was predictably nodding off. He’d probably finished the liquor, Mike supposed, and as it wore off it made him sleepy.

Mike was delighted as he walked up, hesitating for a moment. It was only his first night, and he could get kicked to the curb even before seeing the creature he was there to save if he got caught. So Mike leaned back against the side of the tent, hands behind himself to keep upright. Then he walked slowly sideways, right behind the guard whose head lifted up for a moment, like he heard something.

Mike froze, staring at the back of his head; he could smell the stale cigarette smoke and whiskey just oozing out of the guy. It made Mike choke, and he held his breath as he waited. Then, like waking only momentarily from a dream, the guy’s head fell forward again, and Mike thought he heard a quiet snoring begin from him.

He continued on with his mission, stealthily untying the knot that kept the tent door closed with his hands behind his back. As soon as the bottom tie was undone, he ducked down and slipped in, letting out a sigh of relief as the world seemed to grow quiet in the interior of the circus tent.

A lantern hung from the ceiling, the incandescent bulb glowing in the night. In the center of the tent was a five-by-six foot cage with a metal grate for a floor, and thick steel bars there were welded close together. In the corner farthest away from the door, curled up into a tight ball, was a creature with pale skin and black feathers, lying on its side.

Its face pressed against one arm, tail wrapped around his front for added protection. The thing looked pale and cold. Mike’s heart broke at the dull coloring. The thing had a mane of black feathers around its throat and shoulders that thinned out to nothing down its spine. Mike mentally switched into observation mode, infinitely curious about all creatures.

It was clear that the feathers were for protection during a fight, the same as a lion’s mane. And the tail — it was long and very thin. He assumed the creature must live in the trees and use it to wrap around branches for stability. The fact that it had feathers added to that, though it seemed to have human arms, he observed as he circled around it. Mike stopped on one side of it and knelt down a foot or so away from the cage. He tilted his head to the side.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. The creature didn’t move, curled up tight for warmth. Mike was appalled that the poor thing didn’t even have so much as a blanket in this chilly climate. He could see its ribs, its body thin from malnourishment, and he could see the markings from its abuse at the hands of Samuel. He’d have to come back during daylight to see what Samuel was doing to him, to help add information to a prosecution if the Department decided to file for negligence or abuse. Mike’s brow furrowed at the thought of allowing himself to stand by while a creature such as this was abused. He could almost hear its screeches from earlier ringing in his ears.

“What are you?” he asked curiously. Still the beast didn’t move or make a noise. Mike sighed and stood up. This wouldn’t do. He had to save it. Who knew how long it had before it might freeze, or starve to death? These were no conditions for any animal, let alone one as frail-looking as this.

Mike circled the cage, trying to assess more about the thing. But it was curled up so tight that Mike couldn’t get anything else out of it, especially when the only movement coming from the monster was its chest slowly rising and falling. He decided to try to gain the creature’s trust, and if there was one thing that every animal needed, human or otherwise, it was food.

Having made up his mind to try feeding it some of the livers in the mini-fridge he shared with Thomas and the other guys, he decided to leave. Mike made it his mission to feed the creature as soon as he could. Mike walked back to the front door of the tent, and pulled back some of the plastic to see out. The guard, much to Mike’s surprise, had stumbled off and was thoroughly puking his guts out a few feet away.

Swiftly ducking out of the tent, Mike hurried away from it, wrapping himself tighter in the jacket he wore. How the creature was surviving when even he was cold, was a miracle.

“I saw you,” said a voice that made him stop. Mike froze, eyes going wide before he turned hesitantly, knowing he had blown it.

“I can explain,” were the first words out of his mouth as he turned to face Thomas, who had his arms crossed. Thomas slowly emerged from the shadows next to the tent.

“What’re you up to?” he asked, leveling with Mike.

“Nothing,” Mike said, standoffish.

“Nobody’s up to nothing. Lots of people want to see it, but they usually pay to see it. So I think you’re up to something.”

“Really, I’m not,” Mike said, shoving his hands in his pockets nervously. If Thomas had seen him sneaking into the tent, Mike wondered who else had too.

“What’d you do, give him whiskey?” Thomas said, eyes glancing over at the guy who was now dry heaving in the distance.

“Yeah. I thought he’d like it.”

“Nah, he’s a tequila guy. Whiskey makes him sick.”

“Yuck.” Mikey scrunched up his nose. “Tequila, really?”

“I know, but it’s his thing. C’mon, let’s walk and you can tell me what you’re doing here.” They set off at a slow pace back towards the trailers.

“Really, Thomas. I’m not doing anything. I just need work. The creature seems … interesting.”

“Are you trying to steal it, is that it?”

“No, I—”

“Cause if you are, I’m all in.”

“What?” Mike said, stopping in his tracks.

“I saw the look on your face when it was being hurt. You have a soft spot for it.” Thomas paused, looking down at the ground and digging the toe of his shoe into the hard dirt. “I had a puppy once. Cute thing, very small. I got it for my birthday, actually. I was eight or nine.”

Mike listened, not sure what Thomas was getting at. This was very bad news, if Thomas had spotted him sneaking in or out. He didn’t know Thomas very well, and certainly didn’t trust him not to go blabbing to Samuel after this awkward conversation. And to think, if Thomas waited until morning to go to Samuel, Mike would have to lay awake all night worrying about the creature in the tent. Helping it escape early was out of the question, but he also couldn’t imagine what would happen to it if he didn’t save it. The number of uncertainties of what could happen if Thomas said something about Mike’s actions were innumerable, and it made him hold his breath.

“I loved that dog with all my heart. But one day, it got run over.”

Mike frowned, stepping forward as Thomas made his confession. “I’m so sorry.”

“It was awful, Mikey. Really awful. And I just — I was never the same. I only had that stupid dog for three weeks, too. But I feel like you’re kind of the same, ya know? The way you’re feeling sorry for that thing even though you just got here. So I want to help get it out, if that’s — if that’s what you’re doing.”

“Really, Thomas, that’s not what I’m doing. But I like the idea.” He began walking again, and Thomas followed at his side. “I just — Samuel wants to charge me ten bucks to see it. Do you know how long it takes me to make that much? I have to clean up people’s shit, literally, for over an hour just to get the money to go in and see it.”

“True. So, what was it like?”

“I’m not sure, actually. It was kind of curled up in a corner,” Mike shrugged one shoulder, trying hard to make Thomas buy his story. There was no way he was telling a random carnie that he worked for the government and was there to rescue a monster. As they walked up to the trailer, Mike felt the urge to ask. He had to tie up loose ends where he could.

“So, you’re not going to tell Samuel?”

“Hell, no, I’m not gonna tell that asshole. Your secret is safe with me,” Thomas said, nudging Mike’s shoulder a bit too neighborly.




Chapter Two


The next night, Mike and Thomas went back to the tent, after Thomas agreed to be his backup. They’d spent the day planning it while changing out more trash bags and cleaning toilets. Thomas had been at the carnival for almost nine months, and was eager for some sort of change in routine. So he helped Mike pull up a stake or two from the back of the tent with a crowbar, and then milled around outside, waiting and watching if anybody came by.

Like the previous night, the creature was curled up in a corner of the cage, though Mike noticed it was a different corner this time. The lantern still hung above him, and the creature was alone and shivering.

Mike walked up to the bars, sighing softly. Poor thing. He wasn’t even sure if they were feeding it properly. There were no signs of a bowl for food or water, causing Mike’s frown to deepen. He circled the cage, noting a lock on the far end of it. There was also a small metal mail flap, which Mike presumed was used to throw food into the cage for the creature to eat. Immediately Mike went to open the flap, and the rusty metal squeaked as he lifted it up.

From his jacket pocket, Mike pulled out some chicken livers wrapped in butcher paper. He unwrapped the livers, flinching at the sight as he picked one up. They were still wet and bloody, about half a dozen of them in the paper. He opened the flap again, and tossed one of them in.

It landed with a quiet squelch, splattering some blood around it. Mike went to wipe his fingers on his pants but paused. He scrunched up his nose, then shrugged it off and wiped his bloody fingers on the pants anyways. Nobody would notice, and he’d toss the pants out when he got home after this project was finished. Then he stood there waiting, and hopeful.

Several seconds went by and there was still no movement from the monster. Suddenly though, it visibly shivered. Goosebumps appeared along its back and arms as it bristled awake. Mike looked on eagerly.

It didn’t move much at first, shivering in its spot. Then it lifted its head, just enough to aim its human-shaped nose up into the air to sniff. Mike heard the quiet huffing as it inhaled the scent of potential food. Then its eyes opened, and it began to unfurl.

Mike held his breath as he watched the creature wake up. It stayed on all fours, crawling cautiously over to the chicken liver. It was obvious to Mike that this creature could walk on two legs but was staying low to the ground. He surmised it was most likely for protection, creating less body mass in case of an attack and protecting vital organs. It sniffed around the chicken liver suspiciously. It huffed onto the tasty morsel once, hot breath rising up in the cold air before it reached out with what Mike could see was a clawed hand.

It snatched up the liver, and immediately the creature latched onto it. Flat incisors cut straight through the raw organ. It tugged, ripping the glob in half, chewing on one bit and staring down at the other.

It chewed open mouthed, wet lips making quiet smacking noises as it ate. Mike didn’t say a word as he watched the display. The creature was beautiful, in a grotesque kind of way. He could see its face clearly now, mostly human though its eyes seemed larger than average. He could also see the marks across its chest from where Samuel had abused it. The creature remained hunched over its meal as it ate, thoroughly chewing the first bit before popping the second half into its mouth. Its emerald green, almond-shaped eyes stayed downcast, looking over its fingers that were covered in blood as it chewed noisily.

Mike fed the thing two more livers, smiling faintly at its response to each one. It ate greedily, focused solely on the food as if Mike wasn’t even there. Then, when it had gulped down the last bits, it began to lick its fingers. The thing licked them clean, hovering over the spot where the last liver had landed.

“Was that good?” Mike cooed gently, a small smile on his face. He wrapped up the butcher paper, leaving the last few livers for tomorrow, before he secured the package back in his jacket pocket. “Is that what you normally eat, or was that a tasty treat?”

The creature sniffed the floor of the cage, leaning down with one hand on either side of the wet, bloody spot. It sniffed airily, then began to lick where the liver had landed. Mike’s smile faltered, pity forming in his eyes.

“Poor thing.” He put his hand up to the bars, wrapping fingers around one of them. “You must be starving, to be such a desperate monster.”

Out of nowhere, the creature’s tail smacked into the side of the cage in Mike’s general vicinity. Mike jumped back in fear, the warning sign not taken lightly. He knew the creature was frightened and wasn’t really trying to hurt him. It had just given him a warning to stay away. Mike nodded his head, “Okay. I won’t get that close again.” He said it like a promise.


• • •


Immediately after he left the tent and placed the stake back into the ground, he walked out past the trailers. He walked until he was sure he was alone in the empty field, and that nobody would hear him, before he pulled out his prepaid cell phone. Then he dialed his boss.

“Julie, it’s me, Mikey,” he panted, nearly out of breath from the long walk.

“Mikey, hey,” Julie said, her mouth full. Mike had a feeling she was snacking on M&Ms, her self-proclaimed weakness. “How’re you? How’re things going?”

“I’m good. It’s going pretty good. I wanted to give you an update on my findings.”

“Sure, let me just open a new document,” Julie said between chews. The phone was silent for a few seconds before Julie spoke again. “Okay, so what’ve you got for me?”

Mike didn’t know where to start. “This creature, it’s incredible!” He glanced quickly over his shoulder just to make sure his excitement wasn’t overheard.

“So they’re really keeping one there?” Julie asked, the enthusiasm evident in her voice.

“Oh yeah, and they’re definitely abusing it.” Mike shivered, unable to keep the image of the creature trembling in the corner out of his mind. “I don’t know what it is. I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s a biped, that much is clear.” He glanced over his shoulder once more, relieved to see that the coast was still clear. “But it’s terrified and in a highly stressful environment. They’ve got it in this metal cage with no shelter, and there’s no signs of food or water.

“He’s fairly human too,” he added. “I mean, it looks like a he. He’s got human-like teeth too, but I think his incisors are sharper than ours. His fingers are human but…” He trailed off with a sigh, lost for words. “I don’t know. They’re like, claws too. Like his nails are claws, but his fingers are human, does that make sense?”

“I’m following you, sure.” In all the years they’d worked together, Julie had always been able to work with Mike’s descriptions.

“Okay.” He thought about it. The thing was difficult to explain through the phone, and he’d only purchased a cheap flip phone that didn’t have a camera. It seemed more fitting to someone who was out of work and couldn’t afford a long-term cell plan. “So, he’s got these feathers, they’re like around his neck. I think for protection during a fight for dominance, or mating rituals. Oh, and he’s got a tail! I probably should have mentioned that first. He’s got this really long tail, so I think his natural habitat is in a forest, up in the trees.”

“That’s a valid assessment, I agree. And you don’t know where they found it?”

“No idea. Nobody really talks about his origins, and I don’t want to go poking around too much because it could raise suspicion.”

“True. Anything else?” she asked, and he could hear her typing loudly on the other end.

“Hmm, not really. Oh! I think he’s a carnivore. I was listening to my bunkmates talk about how Samuel is getting tired of the meat spoiling that he gets for him.”

“That’s good to know. Do you think I should put in a request for an extraction?”

“Yes.”

“Are you willing to sign and
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