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Every so often, my best friend Jimmy needed help doing a repossession and it was during my vacation that I said yes. I didn't need the cash, but I didn't want to turn down decent money either. I wasn't broke, but I also wasn't rich, by any means. My job at the car plant was cutting back hours and overtime was a memory from years ago.

My house was a small, little two-bedroom cottage on ten acres in the woods that brought me peace. It was supposed to be a rental when I bought it and then I thought it would be more of a weekend cabin retreat. It turned into my primary residence when I broke up with my girlfriend and needed a place to stay.

At thirty, I was trying to keep myself healthy and find another girlfriend, or possibly wife, but working and not going out stopped me. Looking online was nice and I was dating, but it just wasn't the same. Jimmy was one of the few people who stuck with me and his side work was nice to have.

We pulled up to a small house in a rough part of town, and I knew why Jimmy wanted me to go along. It wasn't that I was bigger or stronger than him, but that I was a second person and able to watch his back, in case there were more than one person there. Either holding a phone for him or hooking up a car, I was there to help.

Backing the trailer in, Jimmy said we were taking the old Mercedes in the driveway. I stepped out to see a nice, older-looking Mercedes that was not the normal vehicle that would be repossessed. The car was at least twenty years old and in immaculate condition, but not something a major bank would give a loan for. Jimmy worked for a major loan company that specialized in new cars, and this was not one of them.

As the beeping sound of the backup alarm on the tow truck blared, a large, older black man stepped out of the house. This is where things always go sideways and confrontations happen. I stepped right up there to tell the guy why we were taking his car in hopes that he wouldn't get physical or brandish a weapon.

“Sorry. The car is being repoed. The bank sent us out here.” I said in a calm tone, in hope of defusing the situation before it even escalated.

Jimmy was physically imposing and I had a better way with people, but this man looked like someone that could crush me. He stood five or so inches taller than me and I was six foot two. He had at least two hundred pounds on me, too. I wasn’t fat, but this guy was massive. Muscle or fat, a man of his size could still easily toss me aside like I was nothing.

He got closer and I noticed something strange about him. He looked vaguely familiar, like I had seen or knew him before. He just approached and handed me the key to the car. “I kinda figured they were gonna come for it.”

“Sorry, man. Nothing personal, and I’m sorry that we had to come.” I said, taking the key and genuinely feeling sorry. His attitude was grief and nothing else.

He then just stood there like he was watching his life being towed away. I looked at him again, like I was staring at him and couldn't place his face. I finally had to ask. “I know you from somewhere but can’t remember.”

He then turned to me. “I used to play for the Rams before I was cut.”

It just dawned on me that the person I was looking at was the one college player that I worshiped when I was really little. My dad took me to see Tennessee play when I was five, but I clearly remember the victory and who my dad said would be great. The last I remembered was that he was drafted by the Rams and had his career destroyed.

I felt a surge of adrenaline as my dad’s favorite player was before me. “Holy shit. You're Jamar Watkins. I saw you play when I was really little. Hey, let me see what we can do to stop this repo.” 

“No...no no. I know you got a job and that’s okay. Thank you though.” He said in a calm tone, but I could tell he was happy that I noticed him.

“Look. We can come back another day and at least give you some time to clear things up with the bank. It will stop you from having to pay the fines that go with a repo. My dad would kill me if he found out that I did a repo on his favorite college player.” I admitted to him, knowing that I could get Jimmy to call it off if needed.

“Nah. Thank you, it ain’t the bank wanting the car. Court said I have to pay back child support. I can’t pay what they want.”

“Shit. I am so sorry. I wish there was something I could do for you.” I said, hating that I was taking the car of my dad’s favorite player. Once I told him, he would be pissed.

“You got a job to do and I respect that. Made my day, you knowing me. Said your Pops was a fan. I got some stuff I would sell if you want. Courts are gonna take it soon anyhow...might as well sell it before they do.”

“Shit yeah,” I said and waved to Jimmy that I was going inside the man’s house.

I walked inside and noticed that his house was well kept and filled with football stuff and pictures of him in his prime. He was not the man he once was, as fat replaced the muscle and age destroyed his body. The older pictures reminded me of when I was really young and would spend time with my father watching games together.

Jamar grabbed a football from a glass case. I turned to look around and saw an ornate birdcage in the corner with no bird in it. It was a gold, wire cage about the size of a softball, sitting. on a stand. When I looked closer there was no bird in it and the gold wire had strange symbols on it. It was fake looking gold, and I wondered if it was real. Since there was no bird, I assumed it was decorative and he could sell it before selling his real personal effects.

“Hey, you should sell this,” I said as I turned to him. He was holding up the football from the case.

His eyes opened wide and his face showed fear. “You don't want that.”

“It’s fake gold?” I said thinking that would be the reason.

“It’s real,” he replied. “It’s real gold. I don't want anyone else to be cursed. Here, buy this from me. It’s the game ball from when we beat Vanderbilt. It’s signed by the team too.”

“Sure...sure.” I said to the game ball, but I was still intrigued. Why would he say that? It had to weigh a few pounds, and the ornate, weird inscriptions on it would make someone want it too.

“Cursed? It has to be worth something, though. I bet you could sell it or give it away to someone you love instead of letting the court take it.”

“You want to buy it from me? Hundred and fifty, you can have it. I will give you the game ball for free. Just know that I told you it was cursed.”

I picked it up, wondering what the fuck it was other than a small bird cage. There was no door on the cage, and the bottom was solid gold, too. It had to be worth way more than what he was asking for. The writing on it seemed almost ornamental and now I was wondering if it was some voodoo thing.

“Is it some voodoo thing?” I asked, thinking that if it was that I would buy it and sell it.

“Nah. It’s a challenge thing. Whatever you do, just understand she will try and screw you.”

The horn was honking and Jimmy was set to go. I reached into my wallet and pulled out two hundred for the cage and the football. “Here. Keep the change. I feel like I’m ripping you off, though. Are you sure you want to sell it for this price? It has to be worth a lot more.”

“I bought it for five bucks when I was in high school and thought I was getting a deal too. Just sell it and don't use it. You seem like a good guy...just sell it.”

I shook his hand, took a quick selfie and then left with the small bird cage and signed football. Jimmy thought I was strange for buying a birdcage, but I had a feeling about it, and that I could sell it. The curse thing was him probably thinking it was cursed because of his bad luck. An online search of him brought up his story about how he was hit with injuries that ruined his career, but nothing else. I did cringe at the fact that he had fifteen children and all of their mothers sued him for child support.

It was late in the afternoon when I got back from doing a few more tows with Jimmy. I was exhausted and hungry. I put the cage and the football on the kitchen table so I could make something to eat and then take pictures of both. Figured I would give the football to my dad for Father’s Day and sell the cage after doing some research on it. If it was just an ornamental cage, the gold value had to make it worth thousands.

The moment I sat down with my phone I saw a small, little fairy in the cage. I jumped back and almost fell down as my heart pounded because this fairy was not in the cage when I bought it. When it moved, I jumped again and reached for my phone.

“What the fuck?” I shouted.

It was three inches tall and female, with small, pink wings. It was wearing a bra-looking piece of white cloth covering its chest and light blue, baggy pants. Her face was slender and had a cute, almost princess-like appearance to her. It was like someone took a genie and squished it and then put it in a bird cage.

“Hi there,” it said in a small, chipper voice with a smiling, joyful expression.

With my heart racing, I was standing up, ready to throw this cage against the wall if this little fairy jumped at me. “What the hell are you?”

“I am Clari. You are?” She said in the same chipper, upbeat, tiny voice.

I moved in close to her and saw her black hair pulled back and her wings folded nicely and thought that Jamar wasn't lying at all. “I’m Christian.”

“Ohh, hi, Christian.” She said, almost jumping, She was now standing in the cage.

“What are you?” I asked again, wondering what the fuck this little thing was. It was something almost magical and definitely not something people would believe was real.

“I am a challenge fairy. Would you like to do the challenge?” she said in an almost comical, little tone.

Thinking back to what Jamar said about it being cursed, I figured that if this was some kind of genie, I should just free it. “I can let you out of the cage?”

“No...I am just offering you a challenge.” It said in the same upbeat chipper tone, like nothing seemed to bother it.

“What is a challenge fairy?” I asked. If this wasn’t  a genie, then what was it?

It smiled wide and then jumped up, almost touching the top of the cage. “Glad you asked. I challenge men. If they win the challenges, they get to keep what was given to them.”

“What is given to them?” I asked, thinking this was so surreal it had to be some sort of gag video.

I lifted up the cage looking around for some wire or video camera and the thing inside moved with it and then began flapping its wing, floating. I put it down, watching this thing actually fly. “Fuck...you’re real.”

“I am. Would you like the challenge?” It said again in the same high pitched, chipper voice.

“What is the challenge?” I finally asked, still wondering what this little creature was or if I was being pranked.

“You have three challenges. If you win all three, then you get to keep the prizes. If not, then you lose them.” She said in a more confident tone, no longer being overly high pitched.

What Jamar said to me started to make a little sense and his warning now came to light. This was something out of the movies and it was real, which continued to raise my blood pressure. “Before I say yes...tell me more about yourself. What are you really? Are you some sort of projection, LCD or holographic thing? Where are the cameras?”
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