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Amanda HawkinsPayback Time: Revenge of the Nurse

Bryce took a good long look at the nurse standing

over his bed. He’d never seen her before, during his

stay in the hospital, but there was no doubt about it:

she was quite the looker. A pretty face, gorgeous

long hair, and a sweet figure hidden under her uni.

He would, he mused, ‘do’ her any day of the week

—and twice on Sundays. After church, of course.

She smiled, but in a way that struck him as rather

predatory. “You don’t recognize me, do you?”

That was surprising. He prided himself on never

forgetting a female face. “Uhm, no. Should I?”

“What did I expect?” She sighed. “I won’t mention

this man’s name; hell, you probably never knew

it anyhow. I am the guy you pulled that prank on

a couple years back—swapping my chart with a

male-to-female transsexual. That ring a bell?”

Bryce stared at her. “The dweeb with the man-

boobs? I know they wound up chopping off his

dick, and the hospital settled out of court for six

figures, but I mean c’mon, no way are you him.”

“Uh, yeah, I am. I’ve got real boobs now and real

lady bits, and I used some of that cash to put my-

self through nursing school, and the rest of it for

plastic surgery to make myself gorgeous. If I had

to be female, I was darn well gonna do it right.”

“No kiddin’?” He shook his head, then chuckled.

“Welp, mission accomplished, babe. I’d ‘do’ ya,

and that’s sayin’ somethin’. High standards, me.”

“Good for you. That’ll come in handy when you’re

schlepping your ass in bars, hoping to find a guy

who’ll treat you right and maybe make an honest

woman out of you. As opposed to a cheap floozy.”

His mouth fell open. “What’re you talkin’ about?

I thought everything turned out peachy for you.”
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She drew the curtain around his bed. “We’re not quite 

done here. There’s still the little matter of payback.”

Bryce arched an eyebrow. “You wanna pay me back 

for doin’ you a solid? I’m all for that. Those, uh, ‘lady 

bits’ you mentioned—they’re the real deal? I gotta 

warn ya, I been known to go pretty deep on a gal.”

“As real as they get,” she said, checking his IV line. “I 

can do anything and everything a born woman can do, 

with the exception of conceiving. No ovaries. I could 

even give birth, although I’d need a little help in the 

egg department.” She winked.

“Sounds perfect to me.” Straining his arms, he pulled 

himself halfway upright. “You’re gonna have to do 

most of the work, though. I been in here awhile. My 

stamina just ain’t what it used to be.”

“Yes, I’ve read your chart. That was quite a nasty 

accident you had. A hundred percent your fault too, 

according to the police report. Too bad about the folks 

you hit, but at least their injuries aren’t life-changing.”

“The great thing about having a trust fund,” he said, 

“is never having to say you’re sorry. My lawyer told 

me that. By the way, I still don’t know your name.”

“It’s Stephanie. Apparently that was the name my 

mom would’ve chosen if she had a daughter—which 

she does now, of course.” She uncapped a syringe 

from her pocket, stuck it into the IV bag and emptied 

the contents. It clouded the liquid going into his arm.

“Sweet. What’s that stuff for?”

“It’s a paralytic agent. You’ll still be conscious, but 

unable to move—or speak.” She wagged her finger at 

the prone male. “Can’t have you talking trash when 

the nice men come to wheel you off to the operating 

room, can we? That’d queer the deal right there.”

He blinked a few times, trying to comprehend what 

the girl was saying. “Uh… what operating room?”

She laughed. “You really are thick, aren’t you? But I 

suppose the drug is partly to blame.” She stepped out 

briefly to drop the needle in a sharps disposal box.

Then she pulled up a stool and bent close so no one

else would hear. “I’ve done a little selective editing on

your chart, Bryce. Editing, I said. Nothing as crude as

switching it with someone else’s.” Her mascaraed eyes

darted from side to side. “It seems that while you’re

here recovering from your ‘accident’, you decided to

have that sexual reassignment surgery you’ve been so

looking forward to, done at the same time. I mean, it

only makes sense, right? You’re here in the hospital

anyhow, so why not kill two birds with one syringe?”

Now his eyes were darting from side to side. His lips

parted but no words came out.

“It’s okay, sweetie. Don’t bother trying. They’ll put

you to sleep in the operating room, and by the time

you wake up—you’ll be a woman, just like me! Isn’t

that wonderful?”

The twitch in his jaw suggested he might not agree.

She stroked his forehead. “Don’t worry about a thing.

Everything’s all set. The surgeons will provide you

with a new vagina, a lovely pair of tits, and an internal

drug pump with enough estrogen last a whole year. I

also arranged to have you moved to a clinic where

your face and a few other aspects of your anatomy will

be feminized—all paid for by that trust fund you’re so

fond of. By the time you wake up, that’ll all be done.”

His eyes fluttered closed, although he could still hear

the nurse speak, describing the woman he was about to

become. “You’re not much bigger than me, but you’ll

be tall for a girl. Tall and blonde, with a killer pair of

legs; that’s what I told them at the clinic. That’s what

they think you want.” She laughed gaily.

“I picked out your new name too.” She bent to whisper

in his ear: “Nighty-night, Natalie. Sweet dreams…”  
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