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Kim brushed a hand across her sweating brow, dislodging a strand of hair that had stuck to her forehead as she ran. The trail through the woods stretched deserted before her, just the way she liked it, despite the occasional warnings of coyote sightings circulating through the community and over the radio. Running was her only real escape, and a coyote or two was not going to keep her from it.

Faithful Fergus, tail stretched out and mottled black-and white ears perked high, always ran with her, although she wasn’t entirely sure whether the dog would be an asset or a liability if a coyote happened on the scene. She depended more on the smartphone strapped to her forearm, loaded with an app that emitted a strident cacophony of sound to scare them away if one threatened, and the can of pepper spray she clutched in one hand.

I’d love to use that pepper spray on Sid, but he'd kill me.

Kim quashed that thought with a shiver, reminding herself that he wasn't here, and couldn't read her mind if he was. Her husband had never actually hurt her, never raised a hand, but sometimes the words felt worse than a slap might have. In a small community like theirs, someone would be bound to notice a bruise, but no-one could see the mental scars.
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