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Elite Daughter Swapping by Lisa Smiles
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I’m in Boston where they like to start their daughter-swap parties with a new twist on an old game. We have each blindfolded our girls—we’ve got five here tonight—and lined them up in a row. All five of us dads are going to put our penises in each of their mouths. The girls get one minute per willy before we rotate. Then they have to guess which dick was their daddy’s. They can’t use their hands and nobody talks. They have to guess which fleshy rod belonged to their daddy just by the feel and the flavor. By now of course all are very familiar with their dads’ jonnies. 

“Okay, do all of you girls know the rules?” Harry checks. Harry organizes the Boston chapter of the national incest society. My daughter and I are visiting from Chicago. “If you get it wrong you have to swallow.” 

“Swallow who?” asks my daughter, Rebecca. 

“Whoever you thought was your daddy.” 

Incest starts with the family, but it connects you to a wider family as well. There’s a website we use to meet with similarly ranked fathers and daughters. I’ll admit it all seems a bit base but it’s not like the swingers’ scene. With those guys, if a girl won’t go to the parties he’ll dump her and find someone who will. In the incest community it’s the complete opposite. We’re all with our princesses forever and these girls know it. You’ve never met a young lady so secure in her relationship as one who is in a relationship with her own father. Most birds won’t allow themselves the pleasure of other men for fear of losing the man they are with. Incestuous daughters are spared all that bullshit. 

Us dads are spared all the bullshit as well. Because I am the only one ever who can be her real daddy, Rebecca will never leave me. I don’t feel the slightest bit insecure about her fucking around. The more she does it the better. She’s my daughter! She’s an extension of me. Her pleasure is my pleasure. That’s just how it is between parents and their own kids. 

My brothers in incest this evening, like me, are rated five-star. Again it seems base, but to be rated five-star you have to have a daughter who is still in her teens and who other users have voted 8-out-of-10 or above for her looks. I made the mistake with my first daughter of waiting until she was twenty before we got active with other people. She was a 9-out-of-10 for her beauty, but because of her age I never got to attend a five-star rated event. That’s why I got Rebecca involved with group sex as soon as I could when she was eighteen. 

I used to wonder how my daughters felt about ratings all coming down to the looks of the girls, not their dads, but both have told me they rate other daddies by what they have made, not what they are. Don’t ask me to explain the mind of a female! 

I notice Harry is taking his dick straight to Rebecca, the out of town new girl. I’ll pass on his daughter—I’m sure he lies and she’s in her mid twenties. There’s a cutie down the end though who has been making me hard since I got here. If I remember, she was introduced to me as Molly. She seems rather snobby, or perhaps she’s just shy. This might be her first party. Wouldn’t it be fantastic is she mistook me for her father! Shooting my first load for the night in the nervous one’s mouth: that would be awesome! 

One of the other dads is there first though, so I’ll have to start out with this hot looking redhead. Among redheads, she’s the best in her breed. No freckles. Kept out of the sun therefore porcelain white. None of these girls bother learning our names so it doesn’t bother me that I don’t recall hers. With us having to be silent, there’s no need to know either. I squeeze her cheeks to open her mouth. 

Something about the situation is making her smile. It’s the not knowing. There’s a one-in-five chance I’m her daddy and a four in five chance that the precum and smegma going into her 

mouth will taste pretty foreign to her. Well there’s only one way for her to find out. I have to put my rock hard cock in her 8-out-of-10 teenager mouth. From the very first touch I’m in heaven. 

Looking along the line I see her ginger haired dad’s cock is much fatter than mine. There is no way this flaming red maiden will be mistaking my tool or be having to come back this willy to swallow. 

But what about the guy who brought Molly? Interesting! His cock is long and thin with a banana bend, just like my own. Come on Molly, get it wrong baby. These are the thoughts I’m telepathically trying to send her. 

This red headed girl gives a rocking great blow job. She can’t possibly think I’m her father. My dick is way smaller. She’s just showing off. She’s letting me know what I don’t get at home. That’s okay. I get everything else at these parties. What the incest community doesn’t provide me isn’t worth having. 

I must leave the spit and tonsils of this red sexpot for my own girl Rebecca. I doubt she enjoyed having Harry’s big slong in her mouth. I’ve seen it has hairs underneath for the whole length and pores blocked with sebaceous secretions. I mean, some of the things these girls must endure! 

The moment she starts I feel like I’m such a bad father. The guy responsible for the redhead I was just with has obviously taken time with her to explain all the ways a girl can use her lips and her tongue. There’s an aimlessness to my own daughter’s actions. What I love though are Rebecca’s thick lips. I swear she goes through twice as much lipstick because of the larger surface area she needs to coat. She also goes through a lot because she loves putting it on. She’s left a whopping great smear on Harry’s shaft and is working on smearing mine the same way. 

Does she know number two is her daddy? I hope so. I would hate to think she would look so contented as she looks now if she thought my dick could be somebody else’s. I enjoy everything about these parties bar the occasional moment when I am not fucking and Rebecca looks happy with somebody else. I don’t like it when other dads are too ugly, but I equally don’t like it when they’re too handsome. I don’t feel threatened. Just second best. 

The next girl, in pigtails (which I find a bit tasteless) has an overblown sucking style to match the porn get up. Personally I think some fathers are dickheads. You don’t have to dress someone who is still in her teens in such a cute manner. She would be more of a turn-on if she was just left to choose her own look. But oh well. A head job is still a head job. I can’t really complain. 

Now here is the moment I’ve been hanging out for. As I step up to her blindfolded face I’m stunned to see Molly’s skin tone is even better up close than I saw from fleeting glimpses from the other side of the room. It drives me crazy that when we arrive at these parties the dads all have to make small talk and pretend we’re not only here for the girls. I could have made small talk with this one. 

Molly is a true wonder. I love when a girl’s heart is pumping so solidly from her excitement that veins can be seen on her chest and her neck. Everything about this girl spells Quality, with a capital-Q. She represents the highest aspirations of the incest community, to reward fathers but still leave girls free to marry guys their own age, when they reach their late twenties and are no longer so hot. It’s a natural arrangement. 

Now the dads have stood back and the girls have had their blindfolds removed. Harry’s girl was never in doubt—who wouldn’t recognize those sebaceous raised lumps and those hairs! Rebecca knew my dick as well. 

But here’s the cool thing: Molly, and the red head, and the girl with the pig tails, have all said mine was their own daddy’s jonny when it was in their mouths. They can’t all be telling the truth. Especially not the red head. Her dad’s dick is a monster! It has to be because I am new here. In any case, I have to choose. Which with it be? Decisions decisions. I reach my hand out to Molly. 

To my great relief Harry says, “You don’t have to limit yourself to a blow job. You can fuck her. Her only punishment is that if you do come in her mouth, she has no choice but to swallow.” 

I also get first dibs on the main bedroom, a private little love nest where I can keep this gorgeous plaything all to myself, right through to dawn if I want to. We make a point in this community of giving special treatment to visiting couples from out of town. 

I make a point of walking behind Molly up stairs to the room. She’s a small girl, maybe five feet four, but with a taller girl’s hips and strong shoulders. She’s wearing all black: lace stockings, a pleated skirt and loose halter top with no bra. The black ribbon in her thick wavy brown hair is a super fine touch. 

What I think I like most about her is she isn’t rake thin. I could pinch an inch of young flesh on her arms and even some where fat wouldn’t usually lie, for example her neck or her wrists. It is this elastic layer that is lending an even more rounded look to her face. 

I’m in the room now spending time just being with her. Blue eyes and brown hair: what a lovely combo that makes! Tiny heart-shaped pendants hang from each ear. The lightest imaginable layer of makeup barely disguises pin sized freckles on the ridge of her nose and the tops of her cheekbones. 

There’s no point talking. She knows what I’m up to. As many as a dozen fathers must have marveled at her beauty like this. 

“Are you okay with kissing?” I ask her. 

“I like your look,” she says. 

Coming closer I’m not totally sure kissing is what I really want at this point. She smells like she’s eaten a whole bowl full of the cheesy snacks put out for arrival. But then I noticed Rebecca hoeing into snacks too. It’s one of the prices you pay for liking them young. They like alco pops, the kind of crazy open-mouthed kissing that Molly and I are about to embark on, and they are into themselves terribly. I would say they have every right to be though. After all, they are sublime. 

I love thick lips like this girl’s and Rebecca’s. They make kissing feel warm and you can let your mouth wander and never lose contact. Her saliva is lovely, once I get past the cheese. I bet her daddy spends hours doing this whether it’s leading to orgasm or not. But that’s because her daddy has had her whole body. I’m yet even to see it. 

Her top barely covers her anyhow. She couldn’t be taken anywhere but this kind of party, not the way she is dressed. Cops would ask questions if they were pulled over! It’s time to stop pretending there aren’t naked tits on the other side of this fabric and that all of her father’s sick friends aren’t determined to feel their firm goodness before leaving this party for home. 

They’re fantastic. She’s put glitter on them. What an entertainer! These girls are all sexual wonders. Her nipples are the color of her lips and are equally soft. 

What’s under the skirt then? It’s held by a latch and short zip at the back. My time as an incest community die-hard has made me expert in removing every youth fashion. There’s not a button or catch I haven’t undone. I can remove elasticated bras without spoiling their hairstyles. I don’t stretch their panties when I pull them off over their shoes. I know all the little worries that go through these girls’ heads. It’s funny how they can take sperm from five different men with 

no worries, but have a meltdown if they can’t find an earring at the end of the night or find a drop of that sperm on their fancy high heels. 

I’ve knelt on the floor to expose, smell and gaze at her nether regions. She has a natural teenager bush still in the process of expanding so not due for taming for another few years. The lips are just like the ones I was kissing, but they smell more like pilchards than cheese snacks. I’ve got her naked now except for the stockings. I know these lace stockings are a magnet for cum-stains and they’re probably her favorites that daddy bought the last time they went shopping. I can’t take them off though. They’re driving me wild. 

“Put your foot up on the bed hon,” I tell her. I don’t waste a moment before diving in for the kind of snack men of my age like a lot more than crisps. 

I love girls’ vaginas! I just fucking love them. Ooh ahh this is nice! I don’t love them all, universally. I mean, Harry’s girl is not getting oral from me. But if I find a girl as attractive as Molly I’ll drink whatever comes out. 

I’m looking for signs now that she’s not a dead fish. A lot of the girls you meet through their fathers either have trouble getting aroused, or they don’t even try. So far I’m not sure about this one. Working my tongue into her folds I’m not tasting cum yet. That’s not a good sign. 

She might be the kind who needs penetration to settle her mind. 

“Let’s lie you down on the bed, shall we Molly? I saw your daddy’s dick. Mine is no thicker than his.” 

“I don’t mind either way,” she tells me and makes herself ready on her back with her legs nicely spread. It strikes me how little of the bed she takes up, being short. If you had a few girls this size you could sleep with them all and not be disturbed. I’m still not too old to find a short wife and make some short daughters. By the time they’re eighteen I’ll still have it in me for parties—I’ll make sure that I do. 

Now I’m kneeling beside her, dabbing precum on her each of her puffy nipples. 

“You know, I think you’re the hottest I’ve had.” 

“Your daughter’s very good looking,” she tells me. 

“I know, but I think you’re even better.” 

“I know.” 

“And modest too.” 

She doesn’t detect any irony at all in what I just said. All she’s ever known is being the best. The best little whore among an elite group of five-star princesses. Well I’m going to fuck her now like we’re married. These girls are all on the pill and everyone’s tested, but again, unlike the swinger’s scene, the incest community is hardly a hotbed of VD. We’re all family men, in the full sense of the word. None of us go to hookers or pick up women in nightclubs. We couldn’t! We’re so used to fooling around with girls in their prime such as Molly that I’m sure none of us could manage erections with anything less. No, us incest dads are top-shelf connoisseurs of teenage faces and super firm titties. And we demand full exchanges of fluids from each others’ daughters. That’s why I really hope Molly gets wet. When I go back to the party I want a passionate kiss with my daughter with the taste of another girl’s cunt still wet on my face. Part of the game, for Rebecca and I, is to make the other one jealous. 

Rebecca has cause to be jealous tonight. This Molly girl is totally gorgeous. Kissing her cheeks and nuzzling through her peach perfumed hair to kiss her neck makes me feel like I’m on the King’s private yacht. Normally it’s only members of boy bands who get to fuck this kind of stuff. Tonight these prime spoils are going to a middle age man who flew in from Chicago. And 

why? Because I’ve had the good sense to develop an open sexual relationship with my own daughter. That’s why! 

I could feel bad except for the fact that right now Rebecca is out there exploring fantasies of her own. There’s a dude out there with a red headed ice queen for a daughter. He’s got a huge slong. Rebecca has got a long tongue. I do hope she’s using it to full effect. 

Meanwhile, I’m lining up my dick to penetrate Molly. She’s got all night to get off with anyone here. I’ve got all night to recover. I can come or not come and the same goes for her. It just doesn’t matter. What happens at these events is we step into a realm of arousal that lasts about four or five hours, or more if you’re an absolute marathon runner trying to beat your PB. I’ve been through that stage. I did a night once where I orgasmed seven hours after I started. These days, four good hours and I’ll call it a night. 

The thing though about having so much stimulation, is you can shoot your load and recover, hold your load and not tire, or drop in and out of the action. And you can make it all up on the spot. 

I was right about Molly. She just needed a penis inside her to help clear her head. She’s kissing me back. I just love the idea, however misguided, that this girl is my wife. It’s a fantasy, fine, but I’m preparing myself to shoot cum in her cunt and make some short babies. Maybe she’s been slack about her contraception—we all live in hope for small mercies. 

Asking if she minds if I cum, at an orgie, would seem terribly smug, so I won’t. There are four other hard dicks in this house that are of just as much use as mine are for her, and five other girls’ tongues. While I am in the groove, I might as well go with my flow. 

“I’m going to take an early one,” I tell her. 

“Sure.” 

All it means to her is more cum on her thigh. In primordial days women had the cum of the whole clan on their legs. Mine and four others’ is nothing. 

There’s no more smell of cheese snacks on her breath and for the moment I’m in love with her beauty. “Kiss me,” I tell her. While I’m as deeply into her mouth as I can be without clashing teeth I focus on our abdomens. Dicks and cunts take care of themselves. What I want is to get our sweaty tummies attached. I want a vacuum seal between her tummy and mine. I want to feel her gizzards and mine squelching together. All I want is to feel completely and utterly attached to an unsurpassable female who is barely eighteen until I have emptied my balls. The contraceptive pill and my wider family of incest enthusiasts grants me such pleasures each weekend. 

###
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Now you know a little about the National Incest Society (NIS), I would like to recommend a long title of mine, in fact it’s a series, where meet the NIS crowd in Australia. It is a fish out of water story titled Camp Incest, starring Henry, who isn’t too sure about all these NIS rogues. He does like their daughters. He’s just not too keen about sharing his own. 
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