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Sir Roderick the Valiant, slayer of dragons, champion of the realm, and defender of the innocent, knelt before his greatest adversary. Across from him, perched upon a well-worn green couch, sat the feline Whiskers the Unyielding, master of this domain and unquestioned ruler of Stil Eldori-Smith’s apartment. Whiskers flicked his tail once, deliberately, as if weighing Roderick’s worth. His amber eyes glowed with the wisdom of ages—or perhaps just mild impatience.

Roderick inhaled deeply and placed one gauntleted fist over his heart. “O noble and fearsome beast,” he proclaimed, “your bowl sits empty, bereft of the sacred nourishment you require. I have vowed upon my honor to see it filled, no matter what trials I must endure!”

Whiskers responded by yawning, stretching one paw forward, and delicately knocking an empty kibble dish onto the floor. The plastic container landed with a clatter, rolling slightly before coming to a stop. Roderick gasped, watching it as if it had just issued a divine prophecy. Surely, this was a sign. Whiskers, in his infinite wisdom, had accepted the knight’s pledge.

From across the apartment, Stil Eldori-Smith groaned from behind his laptop, barely looking up from the soul-crushing emails of his corporate overlords. “Rod,” he muttered, rubbing his temples, “just go to the store and buy more cat food.”

Roderick turned sharply, appalled by the utter lack of grandeur in Stil’s words. “Sir Eldori-Smith, I cannot simply buy it! Whiskers has chosen me, and thus I must earn his sustenance through noble toil! A knight does not merely purchase his spoils—he wins them through trial and hardship!”

Stil, without glancing up, reached for his coffee and took a slow, suffering sip. “Fine. Whatever. Just don’t get arrested.”

Roderick barely heard him. He was already fastening his sword to his belt, adjusting his armor, and mentally preparing himself for the Great Job Search. Whiskers, meanwhile, licked his paw, fully aware that this entire ordeal was unnecessary, but far too entertained to stop it.

The First Challenge: The Coffee Shop of Peril

Roderick’s first attempt at gaining employment in this unfamiliar land led him to a small coffee shop down the street. The sign on the window read “Now Hiring: Baristas!”—a term he did not recognize, but if it meant coin for Whiskers’ sustenance, then so be it. He strode inside, greeted by the overwhelming scent of burnt beans and shattered dreams. The young woman behind the counter—clad in an apron stained with the ghosts of a thousand lattes—gave him a tired but polite smile.

“Hi, welcome to StarScry™ Coffee. Looking for a job?”

Roderick puffed out his chest. “Indeed! I seek noble work to provide for my liege, the feline overlord Whiskers the Unyielding. I shall wield your enchanted brews as weapons, slaying the foe known as ‘Fatigue’ with skill and honor!”

The barista’s smile did not waver, but her eyes went noticeably blank. “Uh... okay. So do you have any customer service experience?”

Roderick grinned, proud. “Of course! I have negotiated peace between warring houses, convinced armies to stand down, and even once persuaded a basilisk to reconsider its choice of nesting ground.”

She nodded slowly. “Right. Cool. But have you ever... made coffee before?”

Roderick frowned. “How difficult could it be?”

The barista said nothing. Instead, she turned, grabbed a complicated metal contraption covered in knobs and levers, and placed it in front of him. Steam hissed ominously from its core, as if the device itself resented being touched.

“This,” she said, “is an espresso machine.”

Roderick stared at the unholy contraption. He felt something deep in his soul recoil. This was no ordinary object—this was a device of cruelty, forged in the blackest depths of technological sorcery. He reached out tentatively, as one would extend a hand toward a venomous beast.

The machine hissed aggressively.

Roderick drew his sword.

The barista sighed. “Yeah, I think we’re done here.”

The Second Challenge: The Security Job Gone Wrong

Determined but slightly shaken, Roderick made his way to a local shopping mall, where a large sign outside proclaimed, “Now Hiring: Security Guards!” This seemed far more suited to his talents. After all, had he not defended entire kingdoms from threats both mundane and monstrous? He could surely guard this strange modern castle with the same unwavering vigilance.

The hiring manager, a balding man with a nametag reading “Carl,” barely looked up from his paperwork as Roderick entered. “You got any experience in security?”

“I have battled trolls, outwitted warlocks, and stood against the hordes of—”

Carl waved a dismissive hand. “Yeah, yeah. You got a license?”

“A what?”

“A security license. You know, proof you’ve been trained in non-lethal de-escalation tactics?”

Roderick frowned. “Non-lethal? What, pray tell, is the point of that?”

Carl, sensing a potential lawsuit in the making, leaned forward. “Look, buddy. We just need someone to stop teenagers from shoplifting and break up fights at the food court. Can you do that?”

Roderick nodded. “Of course. The honor of the realm must be upheld!”

It was exactly fifteen minutes before he was escorted out of the mall by actual security.

His crime? Challenging a mannequin to single combat.

The Final Challenge: Begging Stil for Help

Roderick returned home, exhausted but not defeated. He kneeled before Whiskers, who was now sprawled comfortably on the couch, looking vaguely smug. Stil, having long since accepted the nonsense that was his life, glanced up from his laptop.

“Did you get a job?” Stil asked.

Roderick sighed heavily. “The world is not as noble as I once thought, Sir Eldori-Smith. These ‘jobs’ you speak of are fraught with needless bureaucracy, strange contraptions, and expectations of ‘qualifications’ I do not possess.” He gestured dramatically. “And yet, Whiskers still requires sustenance! What am I to do?”

Stil rubbed his eyes and reached into his wallet. He pulled out a few bills, tossed them onto the coffee table, and gestured toward the door.

“There. Go to the store. Get cat food. You have now completed your ‘quest.’”

Roderick stared at the money in disbelief. “That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“No grand battle? No arduous trial?”

“Nope. Just capitalism.”

Roderick scowled, snatched the money, and stomped out the door.

As he left, Whiskers stretched, hopped off the couch, and rubbed against Stil’s leg. Stil smirked, scratching the cat behind the ears.

“Yeah, I know. You totally planned this.”

Whiskers purred, fully aware that he had once again manipulated two powerful warriors into doing exactly what he wanted.
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