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"Happy birthday John!" Michaela shouted across the floor.

"Dammit!" I shook my head.

I had told Michaela my birth date a few weeks back, and I was hoping she would have forgotten. I didn't want anyone at work to know my birthday.

"It's your birthday?" Nigel asked.

"Yeah," I told him.

"Why didn't you tell anybody?" he asked.

"I didn't want it to be a big deal," I shrugged. "I am forty, not fourteen."

"Well, happy birthday," my boss smiled.

For the rest of the day, many people came up and told me happy birthday and joked about my age.

It was one of the reasons I didn't want anyone to know. Someone went out at break time and got a cake and a card.

I looked at Michaela with a death stare. "Payback for telling the guys downstairs I was single again," Michaela laughed.

"And as I told you, I didn't tell them," I hadn't told anyone that Michaela was separated from her husband. The divorce wasn't final yet, but it was in the works.

"Only you knew from work!" Michaela exclaimed as she pulled me away from the mini party.

"I am telling you; I didn't tell anyone!"

Michaela was the eye candy for the whole company; many guys had their eyes on her, and most of them would love to know that she was going to be single and on the market.

"Well, who else?" Michaela asked.

Nigel was the only one who came to mind because he knew her husband. "Nigel?" I asked.

"You don't think he would?" Michaela asked.

"I wouldn't put it past him," I shrugged.

Michaela hated the attention she got from most of the guys.

She always said she was going to leave if it kept up. I knew it was a bluff because she made more here than anywhere else she could go.

"Sorry, about this," Michaela apologized.

"It's okay I am used to the red hair attacks," I nudged her.

"Yeah, you should by now," Michaela and I rejoined the party.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"So, what are you going to do for the rest of the day?" Michaela asked as we left for the day.

"Nothing, just hang out at the house," I admitted.

I lived alone, and usually I spent most of my time online, doom-scrolling or binge-watching television shows.

"A couple of us are going to the bar tonight," Michaela smiled. "You should come along, first round is on me."

"I wouldn't want to intrude," I replied.

"I am inviting you silly, it wouldn't be intruding," Michaela shook her head and ducked inside her car.

I watched as she left and then got in my car and drove home.

By the time I got home, Michaela had already sent me the information. It was a bar close to my house.

I decided it would be best to get out of the house for a while. It was a Friday night, and I didn't really want to be alone in the house anyway.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Wow, you clean up good!" Michaela exclaimed as I saw her by the bar.

"How many have you had?" I smiled, seeing her smiling and laughing already.

"We started early, come on," Michaela grabbed my hand and yanked me toward a table in the corner.

"You weren't kidding, he is very good looking," one of the ladies said as I sat down.

"Ladies, meet John!" Michaela plummeted onto her chair.

"Hi," I waved.

"John, this is Ivy and Jenny," Michaela introduced her two friends.

"There is no way you are single!" Jenny shook her head.

"Oh, he has been single for the past eight months," Michaela blurted out.

"Thanks," I grinned.

The conversation went fast and furious. I found out that Jenny used to be Michaela's roommate in college and now owns a hair salon. Ivy was Michaela's co-worker at another company and now worked in a veterinary office.

All three of them were on the verge of getting a divorce. Michaela had been married to Ricky for almost six years; the reason for their divorce was simple. Ricky was getting jealous of the attention Michaela was getting at work and other places.

It wasn't her fault; she was a busty woman with a curvy figure. Even the men who said they didn't like full-figured women gave Michaela second or third looks just based on her cleavage.

Ivy stated that she got tired of the sex with her husband being so one-sided. He was a selfish lover in and out of the bedroom; everything revolved around his happiness.

Jenny's marriage was falling apart because the kids had left the roost, and once the house became empty, the couple found that they had no interests in common and were incompatible, so it was time to call it quits.

When I told them that I had found my wife in bed with another woman, they nearly spat out their drinks.

Michaela didn't know all the facts; I had just told her that Helen had cheated on me. I hadn't told her that it was with another woman.

We didn't realize we had been drinking and talking for so long until we finally looked around and saw that they were already getting ready to close up.

"Shit it's almost two!" Jenny stared at her watch.

We had been talking since nine.

"Thank you for a great time!" They all waved at me as we rushed out the door.

"Thank you!" I waved at them.

When I got home, I fell on the couch. I was glad there were no cop cars out there, or I might have gotten pulled over for swerving.

'Gave the others your number,' Michaela texted me after I was able to pull myself off the couch and up the stairs.

I just made it to the bed before the world stopped spinning.
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