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	Foreword:

	 

	Dear readers,

	 

	Thank you for purchasing my book.

	 

	"Fornication 2" is an erotic short story. Estefania and Patrick are a young couple, married four years. At a company party, which Estefania has organized as part of her work, she allows herself a rash fling. And her husband catches her doing it.

	 

	But now for my real person. My name is Gina Weiss. I was born in Schweinfurt in 1992. Since my childhood I have written stories of all kinds. The older I got, the stronger my desire to write erotic stories. And that's what I do now.

	 

	I don't stick to any fixed conventions. No rigid ideas or general views. Sometimes I write from a woman's point of view, sometimes from a man's. Because my stories are made for both sexes.

	 

	I hope to make my readers happy with my "works". and inspire them to erotic acts. The following story is partly fictitious. But a large part is based on my own life.

	 

	Your Gina

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fornication 2

	They danced together, just like that evening six years ago when they met at the same place. The company's annual autumn festival was in full swing and everyone was enjoying themselves. Estefania and her husband Patrick danced tightly embraced and reminisced a little. Patrick and Estefania had met here for the first time. At that time she was new to the company and worked as assistant to the two managing directors. She was young and very attractive and Patrick fell in love with her immediately. 

	 

	Even today he could not really understand that he had married her four years later. He had been invited to the autumn party at that time because he was in charge of the small, medium-sized company for his bank and, in addition, the two managing directors also let him manage their money privately.

	 

	After the dance ended and both awoke from their memories, Patrick apologized and joined the two managers. Estefania went to the bar. As every year, the celebration had started at two o'clock with a cosy coffee drinking. At seven o'clock dinner was supposed to be served. It was still very nice weather for the end of September. Unfortunately not as warm as some would have wished, but at least dry. Like every year the party took place in the garden of the golf club house. As every year, everything was organized by a small, very appreciated event agency. Since Estefania was responsible for the organization in her function as assistant to the management, she knew the event managers a little.

	 

	So it did not take long and one of the organizers joined her at the bar and they talked. Estefania told him about her job as assistant. It was a position created especially for her. She took care exclusively of the personal concerns of the two directors. From time to time Patrick looked over to his wife. Actually, he didn't know jealousy. That would have killed him too, because Estefania was beautiful and was often enticed by other men. But, he was quite sure of her and she didn't offer him the slightest reason for concern. 

	 

	She was engrossed in her conversation and he could devote himself fully to his own again. After a good half hour he watched his wife leave the tent with the man and go into the garden. Due to a lack of space in the clubhouse, a tent was erected every year, which offered sufficient space for the approximately 150 employees and guests. For some reason he had a strange feeling and waited for the right opportunity to follow them. When he stepped out of the tent, he could not find them anywhere. He went into the garden and started looking for them. He followed the gravel road for a few meters. In vain he thought and turned around when he heard a noise. He listened attentively and followed the sound. The closer he came, the clearer he could make it out. He recognized two people breathing deeply and panting.

	 

	He cleared a path between two bushes and a thick hedge and froze into a pillar of salt when he saw his worst fears confirmed. Under the shelter of two trees stood his wife and the smart guy from the event agency. Estefania had put her leg around his hips. Her skirt was pushed up high. His pants were on his shoes and he pushed his cock into Estefania. Over his shoulder she looked at Patrick and opened her mouth wide in horror. "Shit, stop it now," she shouted. But he did not understand at first. "My husband," she brought them out and he turned to Patrick. 

	 

	Patrick will probably not be able to forget this picture so quickly: his beloved wife is standing in front of him with her skirt up and without panties. Next to him is a strange man with his trousers down and a steeply rising penis, which had been stuck in his wife seconds before.

	 

	Patrick turned around and ran away. Estefania slapped her hands in front of her face and now she became really aware of what a huge mess she had made. It was getting warmer and warmer in the tent and when Jörg Oppermann suggested to get some fresh air, all the alarm bells should have rung. Ever since she was with the company, he tried to hit on her again every year.
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