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I came upon this site by word of mouth. I was looking for somewhere I could tell what has been happening to me for some time now.

I can’t tell any of my friends because they will know who I am talking about, and I can’t tell anyone at work because they also know the other person. So, I was left with no other option. I just have to get this off my chest.

Reading through some of the other Dumped Files, as people are calling their indiscretions or wrongdoings. I saw there was only one other guy telling his story. Most of the others have been women.

Well, I am a guy, and this happened to me. Like the others, I have changed the names and professions to keep things private. So here we go. This is my story about Coleen, my friend’s mother.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It started innocently, as they always say, but things escalated quickly. Dillon had always been a good friend when we were all in high school, but things changed when we went to college.

Dillon fell in love and started to push most of his male friends away. He thought all of us wanted his girlfriend, Felicia. Just because she was a cheerleader, he thought every guy on campus wanted her.

No one wanted Felicia except Dillon; they wanted to fuck Felicia; they didn’t want her as a girlfriend or anything serious. Dillon was blind to the fact that his girlfriend cheated on him every chance she got. She only wanted Dillon because he was a good student who got top marks in all the classes without even trying hard.

I, on the other hand, had to struggle. I had a job to keep up my finances while I was in college and played basketball for the team. I wasn’t top-tier good, but I was on the first team.

Dillon still talked to me now and then, only because he knew his girlfriend didn’t go with black guys.

So to him I was a safe bet. Little did he know Felicia had fucked most of the white and Hispanic guys on the team. I could tell him that his girlfriend was one of the top five campus sluts, but I knew that would break his heart; he was truly madly in love with Felicia.

Plus, the other guys on the team had sworn me to secrecy.

I had seen Felicia with my own eyes on her knees in the locker room sucking cock after cock, and then getting filled with cocks in every hole.

She would do all that and then turn around and kiss Dillon with the same mouth that had been wrapped around sweaty cocks and balls.

But everything was coming to an end as this was our last year. Dillon already had internships at major jobs back home. I was hoping that I would get drafted, even if it were a small part on a bad NBA team, I wouldn’t care.

Draft day came and went, and no one picked me. Worst yet, Dillon got his heart broken into a million pieces. When Thomas, our starting Power Forward, got picked, Felicia ran into his arms right in front of Dillon.

She later told him all she had done in front of everyone.

All the guys laughed and pointed. They all told him stories of how they fucked his girlfriend.

I felt bad for him, he didn’t deserve to find out like that, even if he had been a prick towards me, finding out the woman you loved had fucked all your friends not only behind your back, but in the same bed that you had slept in was not something to laugh at, so I did the best thing I could, I invited him to stay with me till the end of the year.

When it was time to leave, we packed our things and headed back home. Dillon and I reconnected on that long drive back home. There were apologies and vows never to have a woman come between us again, and by the time we made it home, we were good friends again.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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Coleen was Dillon’s mom, and she was a working woman. She owned and operated a company that bought and flipped houses. The company owned four realtor groups and many contractor warehouses.

Coleen was constantly on the phone with her supervisors and wealthy people about buying large properties or groups of houses. Her company flipped everything from tiny homes to a full-scale office building deep in the city.

I marveled at Dillon’s large house with the big swimming pool. “This is my best friend,” Dillon introduced me to his mom.
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