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I could watch Kennedy Miles all day. She was perfection on the basketball court. She ran like no other, shot like no other, and even played defense. The team worshipped her, and as her coach, I did as well.

The buzzer sounded signaling the end of the game, and we had won it by a landslide due to Kennedy’s performance.

“Good game,” I told the girls as they met me later.

“Thanks to Kennedy,” one of the girls said.

“Yes, Kennedy played a part, but so did all of you,” I said as my assistant coach took the girls into the locker room.

I had coached women’s basketball for this University for four years before Kennedy got recruited. In those four years, the team had never gone to the playoffs. Since Kennedy came on board, we have been to the playoffs every year. We had no championships yet, but I knew this was going to be the year.

I had recruited a good bench team to support the team’s efforts while Kennedy was off the court, and others had risen to the competition that we were facing.

“You shouldn’t do that,” my assistant scolded me later that night as we were in the hotel.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Tell them they all play a part,” she stared at me as the bartender gave her the drink.

“I can’t tell them they all suck,” I shrugged.

“They don’t suck, but without Kennedy do you think we would be in the playoffs, with a chance to win?”

I looked at Marisol. She had been my assistant since the beginning. There was no way they would let a man coach a female team without a female assistant coach.

“No,” I answered.

“Okay, then,” Marisol shook her head. “All I am saying is you should tell them that this is Kennedy’s final year, and they need to step their game up if they want to do well next year or any year after she leaves.”

“I think they know that,” I mumbled as I swirled my cup.

“Do they?”

“They should!” I stared back at her. “They are lucky Kennedy decided not to enter the draft this year.”

Kennedy already had an agent, and coaches from the WNBA were already calling me and asking me about Kennedy. She was going to be the next star of the league, and everyone knew it.

A few WNBA teams were even approaching me, and if it weren’t for my wife, who was having medical problems that needed my attention, I probably would have taken any of the many offers that came across the table.

“Think about it,” Marisol put a hand on my shoulder. “Some of them need a kick in the butt.”

Marisol downed the rest of her drink and then walked away.

I knew I had to be harder on some of the girls. A few had made some stupid mistakes on the court, and if it weren’t for Kennedy, some of those mistakes would have cost us the game.

I paid my tab and then went to my room. I checked in on the house nurse who was taking care of my wife. She told me everything was okay for the night, and that’s when I went to bed.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It was a big game tonight, and I wanted the girls to be on top of their game, so I called them down for a huddle, a small meeting.

I came down hard on a few of them, pointed out a few of their failures, and let them know that if we wanted to get to the next part of the playoffs, they couldn’t rely on Kennedy.

Even though Kennedy was smiling and joking around, I knew that was her thing. The moment her feet touched the court, and the ball was placed in her hands, she was a different person.

“Good meeting,” Kennedy grinned as she stood before me.

“Thanks,” I smiled. “How are you feeling?”

“Good,” Kennedy nodded as she stared at me. “How are you?”

“I am doing good, thanks to you!”

“Nothing to it but to do it, right?” Kennedy quoted me.

“That’s my motto,” I responded.

“See you later,” Kennedy said as she walked away.

I knew all the men at the University, including some of the professors, loved watching Kennedy walk away.

“If only I was younger,” I shook my head, watching Kennedy’s pert ass sway in those blue jeans.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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We were up in a big way, thanks to Kennedy’s three-point shooting. The guard playing against her was no contest, and Kennedy was making them pay for switching things up at halftime.
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