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Birds of a Feather 
 

 “I think we’ve finally done it. The ultrasounds look solid; promising,” said the man in the lab 

coat to a stern looking guy in a dark suit. 

 “Good. One more failure and the investors would likely have cut funding.” This was said 

loud enough that the whole lab heard. 

They were in a control room, looking through a one-way mirror at a large egg under several 

heat lamps. The egg began to wobble, ever so slightly. 

 “We’ve got movement! This is it folks!” The man in the lab coat spoke to no one in 

particular. 

Everyone who worked on the project was on edge. The egg rocked more and more, and 

small cracks began to appear. A small hole opened, revealing something writhing within the 

membrane. 

 It broke through. There was a collective gasp. 

 

Jay Fowler, the world’s foremost expert on birds, was enjoying breakfast outside a café one 

morning when he was approached by a timid-looking gentleman. 

 “Pardon me, Mr. Fowler. My name is Derek Wills. I work for Nimbus Systems and I would 

like to take you to our lab. We have something to show you.” 

 “Do you have any ID, Mr. Wills? I’m not in the habit of just following strange people into 

labs. Made that mistake one too many times,” said Jay. Derek stared at him, eyebrows raised. “I’m 

joking. Have a seat.” 

Derek sat down and passed a business card and a research summary packet to Jay. “We are 

on the cutting edge of this research, Mr. Fowler. We could use your help.” 

 “Call me Jay,” he said, flipping through the package. 

Jay took his time with the information, stone faced all the while. Derek was visibly 

uncomfortable, and Jay decided to look over the document a few moments longer than necessary, as 

he enjoyed watching the stranger squirm. 

 “OK, Derek. Lead the way. I’m curious what this project could possibly have to do with 

birds. This package is kind of light on details.” 

 “Oh, thank goodness,” said Derek. “There’s a car waiting just around the corner. The 

company will be happy to pay your tab.” 
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Derek left a stack of cash on the table and walked off, Jay following. 

 

 They arrived at a large building, cold and plain. Though, someone had tried to make it look 

friendly and inviting with a colorful logo. 

Jay had seen their commercials on television. He knew it was one of those huge corporations 

that no one actually knew what they did, but they sold hard on ‘whatever it is, the world needs it!’ 

Jay followed Derek into an elevator. Instead of pressing a floor number, he entered a code 

into a pad. Jay didn’t see the code; Derek was too careful. A lurch in Jay’s stomach told him they 

were going down. Deep into the building, down, down, down… 

When the doors opened, they were greeted by the man in the lab coat and a guy in a suit. 

“Gentlemen, this is Jay Fowler. Jay, this is where I leave you.” The doors closed, separating 

Jay and Derek. 

Jay was gruff looking, stubble across his angled chin, hiking boots, cargo pants, a t-shirt, and 

a bomber jacket. A stark contrast to the sterile environment around them. He immediately felt 

uncomfortable. 

The new people shook Jay’s hand, but offered no names. Jay logged them away as Suit Guy 

and Lab Coat. 

“This way, Mr. Fowler,” Suit Guy said. He turned on his heel and walked down a long 

corridor. 

“Call me Jay.” Jay didn’t like following people. Especially when he didn’t know for sure what 

he was walking in to. 

“I’ve read up on your career, Jay. You travel so much for the study of birds! You’ve 

discovered a species of parrot, and saved so many acres of land for the preservation of their homes. 

I wasn’t expecting an ornithologist to be so Indiana Jones-y,” said Lab Coat. 

“And I wasn’t expecting a guy in a lab coat to be so stereotypically nerdy, but here we are.” 

Jay smirked at Lab Coat. Jay was only half joking, but Lab Coat didn’t have to know that. “So, what 

am I doing here?” 

“We work in the genetics field. Curing diseases, physical anomalies, we push the human 

body beyond our known limitations. After several failures, we finally succeeded. Just look.” 

They arrived in a control room. Jay looked through the one-way mirror. There was a nest. 

Jay could see something breathing, and whatever it was, it was waking. It sat up and stretched hard, 

working out the kinks after a deep sleep. 

It was a woman. Skin mixed with feathers. Her hair was peppered with blue macaw feathers, 

and a strip of yellow, canary-like plumage ran down her arms from shoulder to elbow, elbow to 

wrist. 



Copyright 2019 Samantha Stark and It’s All Been Done Presents. All rights reserved. Do not copy or distribute without permission. 

Jay was memorized. Different feathers cupped her breasts, covered her spine, and continued 

down the backs of her legs. “What do you call her?” Jay asked. 

“Nimbus Trial 128. We’ve had difficulty communicating with it. That’s why you’re here,” 

dtated Suit Guy. 

“She needs a name. A real name, not trial whatever-number-that-was. Make her feel human.” 

Jay didn’t take his eyes off of her. 

Suit Guy rolled his eyes. “I don’t care. Call her what you want. Just get in there.” He turned 

to Lab Coat. “Report to me when you’ve made some progress.” He left. 

Lab Coat took Jay around to a side door and they went inside. The woman backed away to 

the far wall. When she opened her mouth, bird sounds came out. They were short and frantic. She’s 

scared, Jay thought. 

“I see why you’ve had trouble communicating. She doesn’t speak. Not our language, anyway. 

You need to go, let me spend some time alone in here.” 

Lab Coat reluctantly left. 

Jay didn’t step toward the experiment; he calmly sat down and let her come investigate him. 

As he whistled a small, soothing tune, she cocked her head curiously. She opened her mouth and let 

out a pleasant tweet. She used a mix of different bird calls, her voice box moving up and down in 

her throat. Her chest and diaphragm worked to make different sounds. 

Over the next few days, he kept notes of her tones, and the species she used for different 

emotions. 

 

 “Sir, I’ve been observing Jay and Rosella closely-” 

 “Who?” the guy in the suit asked impatiently. 

 “Rosella. That’s what Jay named her. It’s actually pretty sweet, naming her after a species of 

parrot from Australia.” The man in the lab coat could see his boss didn’t care about that, so he 

quickly moved on. “Uh, sir, they are communicating proficiently. She can even say a few words and 

phrases, like how parrots and conures can learn to speak.” 

“Good. Let’s begin work on the second one.” 

 

Days turned to weeks. Jay and Rosella grew close. Some nights, he even sleeps in her nest 

with her. She seemed to feel safe with him. The two of them had fluid conversations, a mixture of 

whistles, tweets, and human language. 

One day, in the middle of a reading lesson, there was a knock at the door. 

“Jay, we need to talk,” said the man in the lab coat. 
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Jay gently stood up and left the observation room. “What’s up, Lab Coat?” His tone was 

pleasant. 

“The success of your communication with Rosella has given our investors the confidence to 

move forward. We would like to keep you on as a consultant, someone to adapt future iterations of 

our hybrids to the world. We are going to hatch a male next and begin a breeding program. 

Hopefully, they will be compatible and their babies will live.” 

Lab Coat looked excited at the prospect of study. Would the offspring have more feathers, 

or less? Would they adopt more human traits, or bird? Would they fly? The possibilities were 

endless. 

“She’s not livestock, man. You can’t just pair her off like that. She feels, just like you and I.” 

“If you don’t like it, then you can leave. Turn in your badge. I will need you to sign a non-

disclosure agreement, though. One much harsher than the one you already signed.” 

Lab Coat reached for Jay’s lanyard. Jay took a sharp step back. “I’ll stay. I’ll keep working 

with Rosella.” 

“That’s great! I’m happy to hear that. You’ve done such great work.” Lab Coat left, giddy. 

Jay watched him walk away. It would be almost impossible to escape with Rosella right now. 

Any attempt would involve careful planning. 

How much harder could it be to get out of this building than when we took down an operation that was 

hunting and serving the endangered Siberian Crane? he thought. This is underground; that place was above ground. 

About the same amount of security. 

Jay went back to Rosella’s room. She could sense his concern and tilted her head like an owl. 

Her large eyes penetrated his thoughts. He loved her, and knew he had to get her out. He had been 

told that Nimbus Systems had made 128 attempts before they ended up with Rosella. Maybe they 

will take that long to hatch a male? He figured he had anywhere between a few months and a few 

years. 

Jay had friends to call. However this was going to happen, it would happen sooner, rather 

than later. 
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Coming April 2019! 

 

From the minds of Nikki Smith and 

Jerome Wetzel, a weekly photocomic 

starring your favorite sweet treats! 

 

See how their tribe lives and what 

troubles they get into every Saturday. 

 

Coming soon to iabdpresents.com 

Dirty Story Night is a competitive erotic 

fanfiction competition. 

 

Writers are given a theme, and read 

their compositions in front of a crowd 

that votes on the winner. 

 

Stories are recorded and podcast so you 

can enjoy our dirty minds. 

 

Listen weekly! Subscribe on iTunes, and 

check out iabdpresents.com 


