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“Liz, is something bothering you?” I ask, my concern creeping into my voice. She’s been quiet today, her focus intense as she slices the pastrami. Normally, our shifts at the deli are filled with laughter and friendly banter, mixing with the sound of customers chatting. But today feels different—there’s a weight in the air, heavy and uncomfortable. 

	“I have to get out of here, Janet,” she says, her voice thick with a regret that sends a shiver down my spine. It hits me hard.  Liz has been here long enough to accept our life. she had settled into this lifestyle., But now, there’s a flicker of desperation in her eyes again, and it worries me.

	At this point Liz had practically accepted life here and treated it like it was all just standard procedure. I haven’t heard her talk about getting away in months. “Now don’t go getting hopeful and having wishful thinking on a different life. You, and I are here for the long haul, and there’s no way of getting free from the apartment and this deli. With secret crimes like ours the only way we are leaving here is going to be by his choice.”

	“Hey, don’t go getting any crazy ideas,” I warn sternly, trying to ground her. “We both know that dreaming about a different life isn’t going to change anything. You and I are stuck here for the long haul. With the kind of trouble, we’re in, the only way out is if he decides we can leave.” I pause, letting the reality of our situation sink in.
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