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        "SOME ANIMALS is a non-stop sci-fi thrill ride that will keep you reading far into the night. Joshua Todd James fills the page with cinematic action scenes and snappy dialogue, all anchored by a compelling protagonist that reflects so much of who we are today."

        MIKE NGUYEN LE (SCREENWRITER/PRODUCER) PATIENT Z, DARK SUMMER, W.M.D

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Doing noir as sci-fi is a real challenge and this ambitious book pulls it off!”

        DAVID GERROLD, HUGO & NEBULA AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR OF THE MARTIAN CHILD, HELLA, & THE MAN WHO FOLDED HIMSELF

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Joshua Todd James has created a compelling protagonist, a fascinating story universe and a suspenseful mystery, all-in-one, in his new novel SOME ANIMALS. Think of it as sci-fi nitro in book form. Highly recommended!”

        SCOTT MYERS, SCREENWRITER (K-9) AUTHOR OF THE PROTAGONIST’S JOURNEY, PROFESSOR AT DEPAUL UNIVERSITY AND HOST OF GOINTOTHESTORY.COM

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “SOME ANIMALS blew my mind. Joshua is the master of moralistic pathos. It’s a pathos steeped in a personal code of ethics in each of his characters. Joshua’s brilliance is in setting these characters careening down a track fueled by their pathos and the fun happens when characters with opposing drives collide in an action-packed train-wreck of ethics, desires and dreams. Do. Not. Miss. This. Book.”

        ATO ESSANDOH, ACTOR (STAR OF NETFLIX’S ALTERED CARBON, AWAY, AMAZON’S TALES FROM THE LOOP, HBO’S VINYL, AND MANY MORE.)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Joshua Todd James delivers a one-of-a-kind Sci-Fi thrill ride. The depth of its characters and its world are remarkable, especially given how quickly it reads."

        NATHAN GRAHAM DAVIS, AUTHOR OF MALICE AND MISTLETOE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “I started reading SOME ANIMALS at 7 AM and didn’t stop until I was finished.  Joshua Todd James has created a vibrant, fiery futuristic world that we instantly believe in, and characters that hook us deep for this truly wild ride.  But this is much more than a cracking good ‘Who done it?’ It’s a story that breaks both boundaries and stereotypes all along the way.  Start reading.  You won’t put it down.”

        NAOMI WALLACE, PLAYWRIGHT, SCREENWRITER AND MACARTHUR FELLOW (AKA THE GENIUS GRANT)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “From the opening lines of ‘Some Animals’ Joshua Todd James creates a compelling narrative and gripping mystery that you won’t want to put down."

        TESS RAFFERTY, AUTHOR OF RECIPE FOR DISASTER & UNDER THE TUSCAN GUN

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "I love sci-fi and I love hardboiled detective stories. This is both, but it's even more. Sci-fi has always been the best place to take on real-world issues, and Joshua Todd James takes on a lot of those in SOME ANIMALS. In this book, he serves up a strong cocktail, shaken from Chandler and Asimov, leaving me with the impression that someone just punched me in the face with a new cut of BLADE RUNNER."

        YURI LOWENTHAL, ACTOR MARVEL’S SPIDER-MAN, NARUTO, BEN 10, RAVE MASTER, LEGION OF SUPERHEROES

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Joshua Todd James is a beautiful writer whose compelling, intelligent, and evocative sci-fi brings to mind the work of Isaac Asimov and Andy Weir. SOME ANIMALS weaves a propulsive plot that keeps you turning the pages with the themes that make for our finest speculative fiction—among them, what it means to be human. This exciting story is not one to be missed!”

        MARTIN AGUILERA, AUTHOR AND SCREENWRITER, NETFLIX’S THE CRAVING

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “SOME ANIMALS is a sci-fi novella that had me smiling throughout. It’s fun. It’s smart. It’s thought-provoking, and most of all it’s entertaining as all get out!”

        BILL RODEMEYER, CO-AUTHOR OF THE NOVELS JUVENILE X, SUCKERFISH CITY AND TWILIGHT PULP–SHORT READS FOR TWISTED MINDS

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “SOME ANIMALS is an intriguing exploration of a future that is moving, tense and which reflects, heartbreakingly so, upon our present-day society.”

        DWAYNE ALEXANDER SMITH, BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF FORTY ACRES AND THE UNKIND HOURS

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "The Fugitive meets Blade Runner, SOME ANIMALS is a fast paced near-future Science Fiction thriller about an android "companion" accused of his human's murder and goes on the run, relentlessly pursued by an obsessed detective and it really delivers. As he searches for the real killer, he learns what it means to be human... and inhumane."

        WILLIAM C. MARTELL, SCREENWRITER (19 PRODUCED FILMS THUS AND STILL COUNTING) AND AUTHOR OF THE HUGELY POPULAR BLUE BOOK SERIES ON SCREENWRITING

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "The best stories to me are always a sort of mix of genres. And that's exactly what Joshua Todd James has done with SOME ANIMALS. He's created a tasty genre burrito that reminded me of some of the best old school sci-fi and detective stories, then spiced it up with several issues relevant to today."

        CHAD LAW, SCREENWRITER/PRODUCER, DRIVE HARD, DAYLIGHT’S END, THE SHADOW EFFECT, BLACKWATER, DAY OF HEROES

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Finally, it happened. I’ve long wanted to begin and end a book in one setting. SOME ANIMALS is that book. What is a Companion? What is a human being? Joshua Todd James reminds me of Heinlein, merging intelligence and story with effortless precision while subtly confronting tough questions in a hugely entertaining tale. This is a terrific, unexpected work.”

        JOEL EISENBERG, AUTHOR OF THE CHRONICLES OF ARA

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “I wish Joshua Todd James had been around when I was reading young adult novels, because SOME ANIMALS is superb, and Jacob Kind is a memorable protagonist. He's a Companion, an android, designed to serve the needs of his owners. On the run from corrupt police, falsely accused of the murder of his owner, Jacob discovers that he's more than an android -- that process, of learning who you really are, will resonate with readers. This is compulsively readable and strongly recommended.”

        DANIEL KEYS MORAN, AUTHOR OF EMERALD EYES, THE LONG RUN, THE LAST DANCER & THE A.I. WAR, BOOK ONE: THE BIG BOOST

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Some Animals is an exciting and propulsive sci fi thriller. Don’t miss it!”

        KAI YU WU, WRITER/PRODUCER (THE FLASH, CARNIVAL ROW, HANNIBAL)
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        For those who never gave up and who never, ever will even in the face of the very worst the world throws at you… this is for you.
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      I was not born as you were.

      I was not dragged from a womb, kicking and screaming, held and fed until I calmed. I did not arrive into this world as a baby. As you are, I am made of living tissue; I breathe, hunger, thirst, and do everything you do. I bleed like you, though my blood is green rather than red as yours. I am a synthetic person, manufactured in a factory, but yet a living being with the same desires, needs, and weaknesses that you have.

      I simply did not begin life in the same fashion as my human equivalents.

      I was birthed exactly as you see me now, as a fully realized male. I was created in a lab by a man and sold from a store by another man, but I was purchased by a woman who cared for me and taught me about the world, life, and even my sense of self.

      Her name was Sylvia Kind, and I’m forever in her debt.

      Sylvia was, I later found out, expressly against the selling of synthetic beings, though she never communicated why she acquired me in spite of her feelings on the matter. She simply loved and supported me and encouraged and challenged me to think for myself.

      Sylvia was in pursuit of someone, a man she recently discovered was named Larkin Finn. On the very same night she acquired that information, Sylvia was attacked and stabbed in her condo by a masked man. I fought off her attacker, but Sylvia passed away in my arms.

      I sketched a picture of her attacker, who, I could tell from touch, had no hair anywhere on his body. The police identified him as one Munson Tolliver. The problem was Munson Tolliver had been shot and killed by the very police detective questioning me six months previous. So they didn’t believe my story.

      Though my kind was designed to be incapable of committing violence against humans, the authorities believed that I murdered Sylvia. Corrupt police officers attempted to take my life in the station house, and they shot one of their own as a result. Police officers died, and they blamed me for that as well. And while that happened, I discovered that, despite how I was built, I did somehow have the capacity to injure humans.

      I escaped and went on the run, and with the help of some local gang members, I had my manufacturer’s tag removed, and now I’m free.

      Free, except that I have the manufacturer’s agents after me, and the police, in particular a very tough homicide detective named Abigail Moore, who believes I murdered her partner, is also in pursuit.

      I’m on my own, on the run, and determined to find who murdered my primary and why, who this Larkin Finn is, and, above all else, my promise to Sylvia… which is to protect and serve humanity at all costs.

      My name is Jacob Kind, and I am a Companion.
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      My head was killing me, one eardrum beat at a time. Every time my heart pumped, it sent a reverberating stab of pain in my skull. I’d awoken in a dark room. I didn’t know where I was or how long I’d been out. I heard chickens somewhere and smelled cows and other farm animals. My head pounded something fierce, and I reached for the vial of pills in my pocket. Thankfully, it was still there. It was then I realized that I wore chains.

      I had chains on my hands and feet. I was on the ground. And I wasn’t alone. Others were in this room with me, which seemed to be an underground basement. The others were dim shapes, some weeping, others sleeping. I tried to sit up.

      “Where am I?”

      “Same place the rest of us skins are, rim,” said a male voice in the shadows. “It’s a world called Totally Fucked. Welcome.”

      I collected myself. I didn’t know how I’d gotten there, but I could remember what had happened before my head decided to try and murder my brain.

      I’d joined forces with a large number of synthetic people living off the grid underneath Central Park in New York City. They were led by a woman called Strawberry Fields, named after the landmark, and she led frequent trips north, referred to as Freedom Runs, taking runaway synthetics to safe territory.

      She’d been setting up one last massive caravan to Canada and freedom when Munson Tolliver murdered her. The same man who murdered my adopted mother, Sylvia. I helped the surviving members of her crew blackout New York City to give them cover and, additionally, protected their buses from agents of Companion, Inc. as they made their run. During that battle, I’d jumped on a Companion Corporation van, overturned it, and watched as Tootsie, Mick, and the rest of my friends drove north without me.

      I was tossed off the highway bridge into a ditch, lost consciousness, and then I woke up in this room. I wondered if the synthetics in the room were from the caravan and asked them.

      “Who?” The male who’d first spoken said.

      “I said, are you the synthetics from Strawberry’s Freedom Run? You know her, right, Strawberry?”

      “Skin, I don’t know no woman named Strawberry.”

      “How did you end up here?”

      “Bad luck, brother. Same as you. Same as the rest of us.”

      That didn’t help, but I heard different stories after asking a few others. Their primaries in the southern states had sold most, and some had tried to run away after their primary died because they didn’t want to return to Companion, and others had been stolen. As I had, those who had been stolen or caught while running away had had their tags removed. The first synthetic who spoke up remained silent, however, and wouldn’t say anything more beyond how awful everything was.

      I leaned back, trying to will my head back to normal. It didn’t work. My vision blurred, and I passed out, thankfully, once again.

      I don’t know how much time passed, and it was impossible to gauge its passage in complete darkness. I remember the door of our enclosure finally being flung open and a rough shout ordering us out. We jumped to our feet as best we could and marched into the harsh sunlight, blinking. From the angle of the sunlight, it was late afternoon or early evening.

      A huge synthetic man in rough cotton pants and no shirt, just massive muscles, glared at us. His head was shaved, and you could see his manufacturer’s tag on the back of his neck.
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      “Move it, rims!” He screamed, spittle flying. “I am not fucking playing with you!”

      “Could you, though, please play with us,” one said. “I could use it, maybe just tickle my balls, even just for a little bit? Come on, Max.”

      I recognized the voice, and it was the same as whoever had spoken in the dark and informed us all as to how fucked we all were. I blinked at him. He was shorter and stockier than I was and aged like my friend Mick, which meant he hadn’t gone in for maintenance for at least two years, if not more. He had a touch of gray and quite a few scars on his face and hands.

      The big man he’d called Max eyeballed him.

      “You gonna cause more problems, Cody? You’re just making it all worse for yourself.”

      “Yeah, RIGHT, Max. It could get worse, SURE. You could start singing and dancing, I guess, that would definitely make shit worse. Rim, please. Do me a favor, get on your knees, right in front of me, open your mouth, and….”

      Before he could finish, Max rushed over and struck Cody in the gut hard enough to take the wind out of him. Cody bent over, gasping. His gasps turned to giggles and then laughter. He glanced up at his attacker.

      “Is that it? You got nothing else?”

      “You’re lucky the brothers have considerable value invested in you. Otherwise…”

      “There is no otherwise. You can’t do shit to me, and you know it. So save your performative shit for the newbies, Max.”

      Max backhanded Cody, but the shorter man barely noticed the blow. He just grinned.

      “Is that all you got, big boy?” Cody asked.

      “You think they’re not gonna punish you for running away?”

      “Well, I have to look at your ugly mug, don’t I? That’s cruel and unusual punishment just on its own. But no, I don’t think they can punish me without costing them too much, so whatta you gonna do?”

      “If it was up to me, I’d have your legs cut off and turn you into a living latrine, Cody.”

      “And if it was up to me, I’d put us both in the box and see who’d come out, you fucking ape. But it’s not up to me or you, Max. You’re just another fucking tool for the norms, so do me a favor, if you’re not gonna gargle my sack, shut the fuck up.”

      Max blinked, furious but also helpless, I noted.

      I wondered about the dynamic at play before us. Obviously, the bigger man was used to cowed subjects and unused to challenge. Cody had evidently escaped from this place before and knew the score. He also, I noted, had no tag.

      “Where are we?” I asked.

      Max swung around, glad for a new target. He rushed over to where I stood. “You are in a place where you don’t ask questions!”

      Now that my eyes adjusted to the sun, I glanced around and took in the area. We were in a fenced yard, but not a family-style yard. I noted that it was more akin to a cattle pen, and we were in a rural area surrounded by forest. A big house and a few camper vans were parked outside of it, plus a sizeable hangar-style building with a tin roof. I couldn’t see any other residences. I smelled animal waste, too, and heard the grunt of animals from a pen tucked away behind the hangar. That meant pigs, which reminded me of Orwell once more.

      “Okay. So… where is that place, exactly?”

      Max struck me in the gut, just as he’d hit Cody, but I’d prepared for that and flexed my stomach muscles. The blow was still quite forceful but not enough to take my wind. I just took it.

      “Are you going to tell me, or are you just going to keep hitting me?”

      He swung again, punching me in the belly. I had my muscles tensed, however, and I’m sure it didn’t feel good to him. He stuck me there again to make his point. I took it, then exhaled.

      “Look, this is unnecessarily hostile, Max,” I said. “I don’t have a tag, as you may have noticed. You are not my primary. I don’t have one any longer. Other than the fact that I’m in chains and you are not, there’s no real reason for me to obey you. Do you work for Companion, Inc?”

      “No. My primary is Harlan Bundy, and I serve him and his two brothers, Arthur and Brook. You belong to them.”

      “No, I don’t. I’m their captive, yes, but I don’t have a tag; as I said, I notice Cody and some others don’t either. Company policy is to return to Companion once we lose our tags or primaries. Is that where you’re taking us?”

      Cody laughed. “Yeah, right. No, that ain’t it.”

      Max stared at me. “You’re here to feed the box, skin. That’s why you’re all here. Your only value is in death. Nothing else. Cody’s talking shit because he was here before and knows how this ends for him, no matter what he says or does. I’ll end up pissing on his corpse before long, and he knows that, too.”

      He turned back to Cody.

      “Keep talking shit, and I’ll get permission from Harlan to cut your tongue out. He likes you but not enough to put up with your sass. And that goes for you, too, newbie.”

      Max turned to two more synthetics standing behind him near the fence. Both were well-muscled, too, I saw, but nothing like Max.

      “Leave the chains on them, since they’re so smart, shave their heads, and hose them all down,” Max said. “And if anyone gives you shit, zap their sorry asses until they shut the fuck up.”
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      We got our heads shaved, then sprayed with a hose and cold hard water. It wasn’t enjoyable, but it removed the dirt. I watched Cody and followed his behavior. He smiled and took the impromptu bath, pretending to scrub under his arms like he was in the shower. After that, we were tossed fresh clothes and led inside the giant hangar, like the kind where smaller planes are stored. We couldn’t change, however, as long as the chains were still on, so we held the fresh clothes and tracked dripping water inside.
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      A row of bunk beds lined one side, but most of the space was occupied by mats, weights, and other training equipment. A mat covered one entire corner section. We were led over to the bunks. Cody stiffened, and I followed his gaze.

      A large fat man sat on a stool, cradling a rifle in his arms, a piece of straw in his mouth. Bearded, about forty, and medically obese, his gut hung down over his crotch, even in overalls. Behind him stood two young women, both dressed revealingly and I also understood them to be synthetics. The fat man spat on the floor.

      “Look at what the cat drug in. Oh Cody, what the hell, man, don’t we treat you good? Even let you get laid, man. Do we need to cut that pecker off to get you under control?”

      Cody just shrugged, but I could tell he was biting his tongue.

      “You lucky the Johnsons want that fight between you and their new buck Travis, Cody. I’d let Max cut off your balls. He really wants to, but Harlan worries that’ll take the fight outta ya. And it might. Ain’t no skinjob as stubborn as you, that’s for sure. Harlan’s of the mind that’s the secret of your success in the box that you wanna live more than any other rim we’ve seen. Maybe. But you try and rabbit it away from us again, and I’ll personally trim your balls myself and, maybe, feed you to the hogs out back. Because as much as you’ve made us coin, you’ve cost us, too, and life is too fucking short to be annoyed by you constantly. So. You gonna behave, or should I just shoot you now?”

      Cody stared at the man, then down at his feet. “I’ll behave, Brook.”

      “What’s that you say? Can’t hear you. Try again and do it correct.”

      “I’ll behave. Sir.”

      “There we go. You got some fights left in you, boy, and the day you don’t, I’ll personally put you down, easy and painless, as long as you stick around. Try to run again, though, and I’ll give you to Max to torment for as long as he can, and then I’ll feed you to the hogs. Now then, the rest of you rims, listen up.”
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