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“So,” Dave said nervously, running his fingers across the top of his scalp and through his short locks, “What exactly does the job entail? I mean, your ad really only stated that you were looking for a man, able to lift fifty pounds, interested in rehabilitation, and willing to work in a women’s prison. Bachelor’s or better in counseling or related field. Is it a guard job or something else?”

Stacy tapped her index finger on her chin as she thought about how best to present it. Really, she’d been trying to figure that out ever since the ad went live, but now push came to shove and she had to come up with something fast. The rest of the applicants had really not been what they were looking for, but the young man just barely out of the Army fairly well fit the bill and she couldn’t risk losing the chance.

“It’s part of a new program. More of a focus on rehabilitation versus straight up incarceration, if you were.” She paused to give herself a moment.

“Well, rehabilitation is certainly a better objective. Not that I am an expert in the field, just a future grad student, so how would you envision me helping to rehabilitate them?” Dave asked, genuinely curious.

Stacy blew out a little breath. “Well, when one is in prison there is a certain loss of socialization. I mean, yes, here we generally avoid solitary unless absolutely necessary, but I mean with people who aren’t other criminals or those paid to guard over them. Socialization is important, there are many benefits to it. Having models of good behavior, social cues on what is acceptable to general society, relationships, family, all those things shape who we are.” Stacy paused once more to make sure he was following along.

Taking another little breath, she continued on, “So, we’d like to help them regain that ability to have some socialization. More importantly, the type that they cannot get here in prison. Relationships. Essentially, you’d serve as a pseudo boyfriend of sorts.”

Dave blinked several times as he tried to imagine that.

“Not that we’d ask you to stay here overnight, um, unless you wanted or felt the situation called for it. But you’d be grouped with several women who have an interest in well, honing their skills at finding a match who isn’t another criminal when leaving our facility. And well, you would be welcome to any facets of said relationship even conjugal should the two of you desire it. There is a lot of evidence that bringing out a maternal instinct in a woman could help straighten her desires in life.”

Dave coughed. “Maternal instinct?”

“Pregnancy.” Stacy paused, hoping that she’d gotten the idea across as bluntly as she felt comfortable saying it.

“So...let me get this straight.” Dave paused for another moment to wrap his head around what he was just told. “You want me, as a job, to act as a boyfriend to some, not just one, but some. And how many is some?” He didn’t give her a chance to answer. “Up to and including sex, potentially even knock them up?”

“Putting it mildly, yes. And the number will vary depending on that situation and needs, but we were thinking of starting with three or four and seeing how you responded. Pregnancy could be an outcome, certainly not one that’s unwanted by many of the women in this building. In fact, it’s sort of the preferred outcome if it were.”

He just blinked again as his brain was processing the information. “And well, how many guys are doing this?”

While she could see that his brain was struggling with this, Stacy took note that his cock had already made up its mind. Her thighs couldn’t help but rub together for a moment. “You’d be the first. Just one guy in a building full of horny, lonely women looking to have their needs satiated.”

He couldn’t help the slight laugh, it felt damned good to break the panic that had been going on inside of him. “Well, you put it that way.”

She nodded. “Not far from the truth really. Even the staff here struggle to maintain relationships. We either live close which means being far from town, or we live in town with long commutes and little at home time.”

“So...you’re meaning the guards...?”

“Have needs and I wouldn’t put it past them to at least hit on you.”

“Well, that’s definitely different. Should I ask about you?” he asked, hoping for not but getting the feeling that perhaps he should just be prepared for the inevitable.

She beamed, the smile helping him to peg her as somewhere in here mid to late thirties. Dave hadn’t paid that much attention to her before but well, he wasn’t exactly sure what head was currently in charge of his body. There was a small rational thought that told him to get the hell out of dodge. But a growing part of him was thinking of the steady pay, the job benefits, and well the certain perks like the one sitting in front of him. While he’d never exactly taken a romp with an older woman it wasn’t like he was about to turn one down for the right reasons.

“I, if you’re wondering, am currently between lovers. Not that I’m suggesting anything but considering the private nature of the job I suppose it’s best if I’m up front and admit I wouldn’t mind a romp or three.”

He nodded a little, though truthfully his eyes were moving lower than her face. “So, um, yeah, did you have more questions for me?”

She could feel his gaze lowering itself and began to wonder if she dared do what she’d fantasized about. As his gaze reached her chest, Stacy decided to take the leap. “Well, sort of. Considering the nature of the job, can we do a test run to make sure you’re fit for it?”

It took Dave a moment to process her request, but he could feel his cock throb in response to it. “With...who?”

“Well, with me. I mean if you’re not comfortable with an older woman I guess I could find a substitute but really that would narrow your clients here and I might have to reconsider...” she teased.

He blinked. “I mean who said I wasn’t comfortable with an older woman? Age brings experience, right?”
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