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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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      Copyright © 2021 by Joshua Todd James

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Cover designed by Todd Alcott

      Jacob’s artwork by Alina Zukurova

      Jacob’s rendering of Sylvia’s Last Breath by Doan Trang

      Edited by Kristy Elam
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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. I am made of living tissue, as you are. I breathe, hunger, thirst, and do everything you do. I bleed like you, though my blood is green rather than red as yours is. I am a synthetic person, manufactured in a factory, but 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, taught me about the world, life, and even my own 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, 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 Munson Tolliver. The problem was, Munson Tolliver had been shot and killed by the very police detective questioning me six months previously. So, they didn’t believe my story.

      Though my kind is forbidden from 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.

      I escaped and went on the run. 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 who believes I shot her partner, 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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        Sylvia’s final breath of life
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      “We’re at war, you know,” said the smiling man in the bar right before he struck me in the face. I confess that I didn’t expect it, and usually, I was adept at seeing violence before it happened. Time often slowed for me in that regard.

      In this instance, however, I had been talking to one man, who I thought was being cooperative, when two more joined our conversation, and a grinning third approached my side with a broad smile. He spoke and then struck me.

      I didn’t realize it at the time, but his clearly expressed joy was the result of his gleeful anticipation of the violence he was about to deliver upon my person.

      He struck me in the jaw with enough force to rattle my senses momentarily, and I fell to the floor, where he and the other three men proceeded to kick me. As far as I could tell, no one else in the bar reacted; they continued their conversations or watched the ball game on the television above the bar. I took the beating, covering up as best I could because I remembered the advice I had been given at the outset of this journey. I was not to stand out; I had to code-switch and pretend to belong wherever I was. I didn’t allow them to draw blood, and it was too dark for them to see the color of my bruises.

      So I took the beating, harsh as it was. They finished with me, carried me out of the bar, and threw me into the street.

      All because I asked a single question.

      I should explain how I ended up beaten outside of a bar and in broad daylight, no less.
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        * * *

      

      I had ridden a freight train out of my hometown as dawn broke in the sky. I sat in a cargo car, just as a songwriter named Woody had done well over a hundred years previously, and watched the landscape of the country go by. No one rode these trains like Woody had, not anymore. I was the first in a long time. And these trains were solar-powered, unlike the coal trains of days past.

      I wasn’t sure where I would go or what I would do, at least at first. The city I had lived in, the only one I had ever known, was behind me. It was a large hub in the center of the nation. Now, I saw the world with my own eyes for the first time, and I allowed myself to drink it.

      I refocused on my mission by the time the sun was high.

      Find Sylvia Kind’s killer, Munson Tolliver. He was supposed to be dead, but I was certain, based on my touch of his face and my later recollection and pencil rendering of her attacker, that he was responsible. But I also believed Detective Moore when she said she shot and killed him.

      Before I had left my home city, I had taken a few quick moments to look up Munson Tolliver, who was a modern serial killer in an age where we didn’t have many of those any longer. He was a throwback, one writer had described him, from a more violent time. Brilliant, brutal, and cunning in his passion, which was the murder of innocents.

      So, I decided to go back to the beginning. His first known murder took place not far away. A place where this train would stop, which I’d known before I climbed aboard it. A city in Indiana named South Bend.

      I jumped off the train later that day and quickly evaluated my materials. My friend Heather, a synthetic as I was, had given me cash. I had a stolen credit card that my friend Franklin, a street gang leader who used to beat me up but then became my friend, had given me after he removed the manufacturer’s tag from my neck. The police later shot him for helping me and for standing up to them. Franklin had also given me a couple of vials of pain pills that helped the ache in my head, neck, and other places. I wasn’t sure I could move without them. I’d already gone through one bottle, and there were less than twenty left and going fast. I popped one, in fact, the moment after I jumped off.

      I walked through the town as best I could. There was free public transport via an electric trolley car. Before climbing on board, I noted signs on the car that read “NO SYNTHETICS ALLOWED” on the front and back. I hesitated at first, forgetting myself. Then I remembered I was supposed to pass as human, and a human wouldn’t think twice about getting on a free trolley. So, I overcame my urge to obey and climbed on. I helped an elderly lady with her bags up onto the car, too.

      “Thank you, young man. It’s so rare to see someone your age conduct himself with such civility,” she said.

      That was a pointed comment directed at some of the other men who did not rise and offer their seats to her, I noted. It was filled with working men and women, most dressed like me, in work pants, flannel shirts, and boots. Waitresses in their uniforms, nurses, construction workers. They stared at their phones, playing games or reading. Most looked exhausted. After the next stop, a seat opened up, and I saved it for the elderly lady, who once again thanked me profusely. I smiled and waved her gratitude off, as I’d often seen others do.

      I inched closer to the sign restricting synthetics from riding. There was more information below the headline. According to the sign, the city passed a lawful ordinance banning synthetics from publicly-funded places shared by humans three years previous. They couldn’t use the same public restrooms, for example, or numerous other facilities.

      Like this trolley, the one I was currently riding.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of the construction workers nudge his companion and point down the road. Another trolley approached ours, going in the opposite direction. The sign on the front of that car read “SYNTHETICS ONLY.”

      “Here come the rim rails,” the worker said to the other. They grinned and stood. As the other car passed, they shouted foul words and threw garbage at it. The few Companions on the trolley smiled as the trash hit their car and, in some instances, their person. Most of the riders in my car engaged in this activity, shouting abuse. In particular, I noted, the elderly woman who complimented on my civility shouted at them, calling them “skins,” her face a picture of joyous rage. Spittle flew as she shook her fist and screamed at the other trolley. The Companions riding on it smiled and stared resolutely forward as they went, just taking the abuse.

      Separate and most certainly not equal.
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        * * *

      

      The old lady got off the trolley at the same downtown spot I chose to disembark, so I helped her out of the car. She thanked me profusely. I wondered if she would be as grateful if she knew that I was actually a synthetic person, no different than those on the opposite car that she’d spat at.

      I hoped she would be, but logic seemed to dictate that she would not be and would likely be offended at my touch. Humans were unusual. Very much.

      I asked the lady for directions to the nearest public library, and she gave them to me helpfully. It wasn’t far at all. I took a breath, looked around the beautiful park square where I’d gotten off the trolley, and headed for the library.

      “Hey there. Excuse me, hey. Hi, are you new in town?”

      A woman handing out pamphlets waved to me. She was in her thirties, with brown hair and red lipstick. She was, perhaps, a bit overdressed to be handing out advertisements, I thought. An expensive pantsuit, judging from the cut and make. She had a ring on one finger and a fancy broach.

      “Yes. Just arrived.”

      “Welcome to South Bend. You look like a pretty handy fellow. How would you like to make a quick hundred bucks? Take a couple of hours, tops, and earn a fast hundred. What do you say?”

      I hesitated, momentarily befuddled. I had read Brecht’s THE GOOD PERSON OF SZECHWAN, so I was somewhat familiar with such propositions and exchanges of body favors for money in theory. Still, it seemed as though the speaking roles in this particular dialogue had somehow been reversed, at least according to what I had read.

      “I appreciate your kind offer, but… isn’t that supposed to be… my line?”

      She laughed at that. A genuine laugh.

      “You’re a decent-looking man, don’t get me wrong, but this isn’t one of those jobs. I need help handing out flyers for our rally. What do you say?”

      I thought about that. I had money, but more could be useful. I had to eat, among other things, and at this time, I didn’t have a job or a way of earning more. At least not yet.

      “Just hand out those?”

      “Yes, it’s for an excellent cause. Here, look.”

      I took one of her tracts. After quickly glancing at it, I smiled and shook my head.

      “I don’t think so, but thank you for the offer.”

      “Wait, hold up. Look, my name is Dee, what is yours?”

      “Jacob. Nice to meet you.”

      “Nice to meet you, Jacob. Look, this is an important issue in our times. It truly is. My regular kid is sick today and is not very dependable, anyway. Kids don’t wanna work these days, it’s simply awful. If you’re new in town and looking for work, I can find plenty for you to do.”

      “I appreciate that, but...”

      “Is it the topic? Is that it? Don’t want to get involved in local politics? You know the saying, though, right? All politics are local. All of them. What’s happening here today will happen wherever you live tomorrow. Mark my words.”

      I glanced at the flyer again. It advertised a rally in three days, one devoted to, in its words, “RIDDING OUR CITY OF SKINS ONCE AND FOR ALL!” All in big capital letters. I scanned the rest; it seemed there was a motion to ban artificial persons from South Bend. I smiled.

      “It’s not the topic; I just have other things I need to do.”

      “Two hundred, you paper for the afternoon, four hours only. That’s fifty an hour. I’ll pay you the same tomorrow, too. I can keep you working, even after the rally. I’m jammed up here. Help a girl out?”

      “I’m sure you’ll find someone to can help.”

      “I’ll be honest, Jacob. The college students here don’t need the money, and those who need the money look like they need the money, and that’s a problem. You look clean, safe, and you speak well. Educated. That matters, it really does. I can’t have someone who looks like they live on the street doing this job for me.”

      I found her observation ironic, seeing as that I was, at that time, currently homeless.

      “I’ll pay you three hundred. It’s important.”

      “I’m sorry, I’m simply too busy today. Good luck.”

      Dee pursed her lips, turned, and walked away, handing out flyers to everyone she saw. Most took them without a glance, and some ignored her.

      I kept walking until I found the public library the lady had directed me to. It also had a sign on the front door that forbade synthetics from entering, just as the trolley car had. I ignored it and walked on in but wondered about it. We had no such law in my home city, where it was common for Companions to use the library on their own or with their primaries. Clearly, the laws varied from city to city.

      It was small and modern, the library. I found a free computer, logged in, and began searching for more information on Munson Tolliver and the murder he committed in this township fifteen years previously. I found several sources and articles I hadn’t seen earlier on the man. So I dove in.
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