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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


A friend of mine talked me into attending the city's football outing. It was exactly what I thought it would be a bunch of talentless kids running around like crazy people and their parents thinking they had the next Hall of Fame player.

No wonder this place was free, the coaching sucked, and the organization of everything was terrible. The only good thing about it was the field. Even the equipment was outdated.

"Seriously?" I asked as my friend's face lit up.

"What?" he asked.

"It's a dumpster fire!" I exclaimed, looking over everything.

"They are always looking for volunteer coaches," he shrugged.

The thought crossed my mind when the head guy asked. I couldn't shoot my hand up fast enough. If anything, I wanted to take everything over and start anew.

When he took us aside and gave us the talk, I shut my mouth and waited until the end.

"Harley," I said as I chased after him.

"Josh, right?" Harley asked.

"Yes," I nodded.

We went back and forth about what I was thinking about. He told me the city didn't provide him or the other teams enough money or support to make significant changes. Even the equipment was beyond their support.

I dwelled on the matter even when I got home. Then an idea struck me which could provide some support and recognition.

I went to work as usual and told my store manager about my idea, which he loved and passed up the chain. It didn't take long for an answer to come back.

Our company was always looking into ways to support our local areas throughout our operating divisions, so they jumped at the chance to support local teams.

By the next day, it had made local news; after a week, all the surrounding stores donated funds to the teams. It was also told to the stores that someone from each store had to be involved with one of the teams.

I, of course, picked myself for the local team.

I looked over what would be my team, a bunch of kids with hardly any talent, except for two, who were dynamic together.

My other volunteer coach was as large around as he was tall. His beard came down to his enormous beer-keg stomach. Doubt he did any running with the team.

"I was the coach last year," he said, spitting his chew into a soda bottle. "Won two games," he said proudly.

"Josh," I introduced myself as I had the kids run a lap around the field. "I intend on winning more than two games."

Dillon, one of the other grocery managers from another store, was my rival in everything, and he decided he would be a coach for one of the other teams. Of course, his team was the favorite to win it all, as they had done three years in a row.

"Leon," the big guy said, pointing to the slowest kid. "That's my boy," he said with pride.

Like his father, the kid was the biggest out there, both in height and weight, and the slowest. After they returned, I had them run drills to separate them into offense and defense. The two dynamos were, of course, already primed to be on offense.

By the end of the day, most of the kids were limping or holding their stomachs as they went off the field.

"Went a bit hard on them, didn't you?" Leon asked.

"They will get used to it," I nodded.

Harley passed by as he had visited the other teams in the area and gave me a list of the parent's phone numbers for emergencies and the social media page that linked everything together.

I went home and made up a schedule of drills and plays to run for the following few practices. 

Of course, I got a few emails to my football profile saying how bad their kids were hurting and sore. I didn't reply. If I lost a few, it wouldn't be too bad.

I had no intention of losing to Dillon. He already had the better sales in the district; I wasn't giving him this tournament either.

The following two practices went even better. There was less complaining and more working as a team. My two dynamos even came up with a few plays they had seen on their football video game, which I was happy to incorporate.

Leon's son was placed on defense which he wasn't happy about as he told me that his son had the potential to be a tight end. I didn't laugh in his face, but later on, I had a good laugh about it, as an errant throw went his way, and he had an easy interception, but the ball hit him in the face.

Leon was pissed at me for putting his son on defense, so he left me to pick up all the equipment. 

"Sorry about my husband?" a voice said.

As I looked up, I saw the eye candy mother I had been staring at for the past few weeks. 
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