
	“Hoooo.” With a smooth, practiced grace, the man raised a hand and gripped the hilt of his sword. He’s skilled with a sword, you realize - much more than you are. “What have we here? A kidnapper, perhaps?”
	“Caleb, I presume? No, I am nothing of the kind.” You shake your head curtly, and then heave Senavi’s voluptuous figure off your shoulder and hold her out towards him. She twitches, momentarily distracted, and then she starts struggling again, stubbornly. “I’m in the middle of saving the city, and your wife has persistently been obstructing the process. I’d like to hand her off to you.”
“Now, that’s an awfully strange thing for a kidnapper to say.” Caleb doesn’t so much as twitch towards her, as you thrust his wife’s rippling, bouncing ass in front of him. He keeps his hand firmly on the hilt of his sword, and stares at you, instead. “And you definitely ARE a kidnapper. What are you after? A ransom? Fame, perhaps? Her body, maybe?”
You narrow your eyes. “Look, I am definitely not kidnapping your wife! Take her b-”
“PLEASE KIDNAPP MY WIFE!” He cries, tears suddenly welling up in his eyes as his veneer of calm professionalism shatters.
“Wh-what the hell?” You gasp as he shoves both hands into Senavi’s  bouncy ass and tries to force her further into your arms! She jerks, blinking in shock for a moment, and then she grits her teeth and keeps punching at you.
“Do you have ANY idea how long it’s been since I’ve been with a woman? This shrew won’t even let me touch her, normally!” Tears gushed down his cheeks as Caleb jerked his hands up, and clawed at his jawline. “My word is my bond, and my vows to her explicitly disallow infidelity! PLEASE kidnap her! I’ve had blue balls for years!”
“B-but…but don’t your vows also say that you should protect her?” You cry, shoving her back towards him again. 
“Not at ALL!” He sweeps his hands out dramatically to either side - coincidentally, away from Senavi and any potential that you might dump her on him. “Thanks to that bastard of a father she has, I’ve become the family’s watchdog with neither the heir nor fortune I was promised to show for it - and not even a hot wife!”
“None of that is any of my business!” You try again, seizing one of his arms and trying to bodily force him to take Senavi from you! “Take her!”
“No! PLEEEAASSSE!” He drops to his knees, slipping out of your grasp, and clasps both hands together as if he’s begging for his life - which he sort of is, in a way. “Kidnap my wife! If she’s gone for a year our vows are void, and I’ll be a FREE MAN! I’ll finally be able to find a REAL WIFE!”
“I’ll never leave my archives!” Senavi shouts, and Caleb’s eyes burst with even more tears as he gazes imploringly up at you.
You stare at him aghast, eyebrows twitching with a mix of disgust, confusion, and sympathy. All the while, Senavi keeps on pounding her useless fists against your chest, completely ignoring everything her husband just said.
What the hell have you gotten yourself into?
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What will you do? Take her? Forced marriage counseling? Fastball special? Blow the flute?



