

    
        
          Cream de la Cream

        

        
        
          Breed, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Layla Lawless

        

        
          Published by Layla Lawless, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CREAM DE LA CREAM

    

    
      First edition. February 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Layla Lawless.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230836094

    

    
    
      Written by Layla Lawless.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Layla Lawless

	    

      
	    
          
	      Aliens Bred

          
        
          
	          Virgin Aliens Get Bred

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BDSM

          
        
          
	          Bound by BDSM: A Dark and Seductive Desire

          
        
          
	          Bound By BDSM: Submission

          
        
          
	          Bound By BDSM: Discipline

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Breed

          
        
          
	          Bred in the Archives

          
        
          
	          Cream de la Cream

          
        
          
	          Big Bucks Breed Bitty Betty

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Golden

          
        
          
	          Golden Shower Show

          
        
          
	          Golden Shower: Hold That Piss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hot Wife

          
        
          
	          Hot Wife Hot Night

          
        
          
	          Hotwife Goes Black, Never Wants to Go Back

          
        
          
	          Cuck Voyeurs the Hot Wife

          
        
          
	          Desperate Wife Desperate Cuck

          
        
          
	          Hot Wife Visits Adult Theater

          
        
          
	          Hot Wife Gets Hammered

          
        
          
	          Hot Wife Hits The Hay

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ranch

          
        
          
	          Lonely Prairie

          
        
          
	          More Than Twins

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sex Hospital

          
        
          
	          Horny Healing Hands

          
        
          
	          Pulsating Privates: Edging to the Edge of Climax

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Virgin

          
        
          
	          Exploring Virgin Mansion

          
        
          
	          Gangster's Virgin Paradise

          
        
          
	          Virgin Neighbor

          
        
          
	          Sacred Seed: The Virgin Mary's Mormon Awakening

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Virgin in the Gang

          
        
          
	          Sweaty Summer Virgin

          
        
          
	          A Blizzard to Remember

          
        
          
	          Hidden Inside Paris

          
        
          
	          Blow This Job Interview

          
        
          
	          Strip Poke Her

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Layla Lawless

Cream de la Cream (Breed, #2)

Sign up for Layla Lawless's Mailing List

Further Reading: Bred in the Archives

Also By Layla Lawless

About the Author


Her name was Amara, a young woman of 20 with an unquenchable thirst for life's most primal experiences. Her eyes, the color of a storm-tossed sea, reflected a fierce determination that was matched only by the fiery passion that burned deep within her. Her long, auburn hair cascaded down her back, a fiery waterfall that seemed to dance with the light of the setting sun. Her skin, kissed by the gentle embrace of the sun, was smooth and warm to the touch, hinting at the fiery spirit that dwelt within her.

Amara's body was a work of art, a sculpture of feminine perfection. Her breasts were full and firm, the perfect handful, with nipples that stood at attention like tiny rosebuds waiting to be plucked. Her waist was narrow, cinched in by the power of her core, leading to hips that flared out like an invitation to the promised land of her sex. Her legs, long and toned, ended in feet that were small and delicate, a stark contrast to the power they could exude when wrapped around a man's waist.

Amara, a 20-year-old woman with stormy eyes and a passionate spirit, possesses a beautiful, sun-kissed body, characterized by full breasts with erect nipples, a narrow waist, and powerful legs. Her auburn hair and fiery nature symbolize her desire for a primal experience.

But it was her sex that truly set her apart from the rest. It was a garden of Eden, a secret place where pleasure bloomed and grew. Her pussy, a soft pink, was a treasure trove of sensation, with plump, juicy lips that begged to be parted. Within her, a tight, velvety sheath awaited the most worthy of conquerors, a place that could bring a man to his knees with its warm embrace. Her clit, a tiny pearl nestled at the apex of her sex, was a button of pure pleasure, capable of sending shockwaves of ecstasy through her body when properly attended to.

Today, Amara had made a decision that would forever change her life. She was ovulating, and she craved the raw, unbridled lust of a hundred men. Her desire to be bred was a siren's call that echoed through the very air around her, drawing in those who heard it like a moth to a flame. The scent of her fertility was intoxicating, a potent aphrodisiac that made even the most stoic of men quiver with need. Her plan was simple: she would choose a hundred willing participants to line up and take their turn, each striving to leave their mark, each hoping to be the one whose seed claimed her.

The room was a sea of eager faces, all vying for the chance to be a part of her unforgettable day. Each man brought with him his own unique scent, a bouquet of desire that filled the air with a heady musk. Their eyes, hungry and feral, feasted upon her form, lingering on the juncture of her thighs where her wantonness lay bare. The anticipation was palpable, a silent crescendo that built with each passing moment as she lay back on the soft, velvet-covered bed, her legs spread wide in an unspoken invitation.

The first man approached, his cock already thick and engorged, a proud flag of his intentions. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a chest that rippled with muscle beneath his taut skin. His eyes bore into hers, a silent challenge that she met with a smoldering gaze. He knelt between her legs, his breath hot and ragged against her skin as he positioned himself at her entrance. With a gentle push, he entered her, filling her up, stretching her to the brink of pain and pleasure.

Amara felt a rush of heat as he claimed her, the friction of his cock against her inner walls setting off a symphony of sensation. She moaned, a low, guttural sound that seemed to resonate through the very walls of the room. Each thrust was a declaration of war, a battle between the primal need to be filled and the need for release. Her body responded, her pussy tightening around him, urging him deeper, faster, harder. The other men watched, their own desires mirrored in their eyes, as they waited for their chance to be part of this erotic ritual.

The second man stepped forward, his own cock standing at attention, eager to join in the fray. He was younger than the first, with a lean, athletic build and a cockiness that was almost charming. His skin was a deep, rich brown, and his eyes sparkled with a mischief that belied his youth. He took his place, watching as the first man withdrew, his cock glistening with Amara's nectar.

Without a moment's hesitation, the second man plunged into her, his youthful vigor evident in every stroke. Amara's eyes rolled back in her head as he hit all the right spots, her body arching off the bed in silent ecstasy. His rhythm was erratic, driven by the urgency of his need to claim her. She felt her pussy clench around him, trying to draw out his seed, to claim victory for herself. His breath grew ragged, his eyes glazed over, and with a roar that seemed to shake the very foundation of the room, he filled her with his cum.

The third man, a grizzled veteran with a thick beard and a belly that suggested a life of indulgence, took his turn. His cock, though not as large as the others, was a testament to his experience. He began with a slow, steady rhythm, his eyes never leaving hers as he worked her body like a fine instrument. With each thrust, she felt herself slipping further into a vortex of pleasure, her muscles tightening and releasing in a symphony of desire. He took his time, savoring every moment, until finally he too reached his peak, releasing his seed into the cauldron of lust that was her sex.

The fourth, a quiet, unassuming man with glasses and a gentle smile, approached with a surprising tenderness. His touch was light, almost reverent, as he slid into her. His cock, while average in size, was thick and curved, hitting spots the others had missed. He took her to new heights, her body trembling with each stroke, until she felt the pressure building, a delicious tension that threatened to shatter her into a million pieces. And when he came, it was with a gentle sigh, his warmth flooding her depths, mingling with the others in a warm, sticky embrace.

The room grew warmer with each man's release, the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. Amara lay there, a vision of debauchery, her body slick with sweat and the cum of her eager suitors. Each man took his turn, filling her to the brim, and then withdrawing to allow the next to take his place. The line grew longer, the men more impatient, but she remained a willing and eager participant, her eyes never dimming, her body never stilling. Each one added their essence to the mix, creating a tapestry of desire that painted the walls of her cunt with the vibrant hues of their passion.

And so it went, hour after delicious hour, as the men took their turns. Some were gentle, some rough, some fast, some slow, but all shared the same goal: to be the one whose sperm would conquer the others, to be the one to breed her. Amara felt a growing sense of power, a primal thrill that only grew stronger with each new cock that filled her. Her pussy was a battlefield, a war zone of pleasure where the strongest would claim victory.

The fifth, sixth, and seventh men came and went, their cum adding to the ever-growing pool that now coated her thighs. She was a sexual goddess, a creature of pure wanton need, and they were her devoted worshipers, each one eager to offer their sacrifice to her fertile altar. Her body was alive with sensation, a canvas of pleasure painted by the hands and cocks of these men, each stroke a brushstroke in the grand picture of her desires.

The eighth and ninth men were twins, their faces mirrors of each other's lust. They took turns, one fucking her while the other watched, their hands roaming her body, teasing her breasts and nipples, their mouths watering at the sight of her swollen, cum-soaked pussy. The feeling of one cock sliding out as another slid in was exquisite, a never-ending wave of sensation that threatened to drown her in pleasure.

The tenth man, a stranger with piercing blue eyes and a cock that seemed to go on forever, took his place with a smirk. He was the first to bring a toy, a thick, black dildo that he coated in her own juices before pressing it deep inside her ass. As he fucked her, he whispered dirty, filthy words into her ear, his breath hot against her neck, sending shivers down
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