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​Prologue
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Every child deserves a chance at life. For a short amount of time, I knew what real love was in this world, even if I only vaguely remember it anymore. I guess I should consider myself lucky to be alive at all after the accident. Instead here I am, alive and unwanted after my mother and father died. With no family to take me in, the state took custody of me instead.

What a joke...

At first, I really did try to fit in at the foster or group homes but the other kids there were...miserable. Don’t even get me started on the adults, they were just plain cruel. They treated their dogs better than they treated us. The paychecks for maintaining us was the only reason they took us on. And oh boy, did they remind us of it but we were just slaves in their homes. A maid or servant to be at their beck and call and make their houses presentable for entertaining guests.

What did we get, you wonder? Well if we were lucky, scraps of food from the dinner table and a place to lay our heads, if you consider the floor nice accommodations. 

Every once in a while I lucked out after being removed eventually, for whatever reason, and had a nice place. But God was never on my side. No, I swear he reveled in my pain this life kept dishing out. I was like a pawn in a game of chess to him and he had no problem taking control of the pieces on the board around me.

All things considered, I guess I can weigh my options, of the two. Best case scenario? I escape the hell I was stuck in and end up placed in a group home until I turn eighteen which can be just as bad as Juvie. Worst case? I die at the hands of some foster family. Heck, I’m already halfway there. Neither option is ideal but that’s just the hand I was dealt in this life. Contrary to popular belief, orphans rarely get a happy ending.

I don't think my mother realized how prophetic the name she gave me would be.  My life was doomed when they died and I am cursed to live in a cruel world at the whims of evil people, where either God doesn’t care or even exist.

My name is Tamar and this is my story.
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​The Runaway
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“Where do you think you’re going, girl?” My foster father screamed at me as I slammed my bedroom door shut in his face.

I could already feel my eye swelling and the pain radiated across my cheek. This was the last time he would hit me. I just couldn’t take it anymore—the foster families and whole CPS system that makes it very clear: We are all burdens being alive.

Barring the door shut, I quickly grabbed what I could and started stuffing what few possessions I owned into a backpack I had stolen earlier in the week. His drunken fist pounded against the wooden door, shaking the frame unsteadily.

“Tamar! This is the last time I will say this! Open the door NOW!” he ordered as the adrenaline pumped and my heartbeat became erratic. 

I ignored him and listened as his feet pounded against the hardwood floor away from my room. 

Scrambling, I gathered what little things I had left of my possessions and stuffed them into the small backpack and crawled out of my bedroom window to escape. I smelled him before I felt his rough hands yank me the rest of the way through my prison window.

My foster father threw me onto the ground with an audible thud and my head smashing against the ground causing me to see stars temporarily.

“You think you can run away and cost me my monthly check? If it wasn’t for me, you would be pimped out on the streets to the highest bidder!” he yelled.

Tears welled up in my eyes, falling down my cheek as he slid his belt out of his belt loops. I knew what was coming. It had become a daily routine and my bruised back still wasn’t healed up enough to take it again today.

“Please...don’t,” I begged.

“Begging is good. You’re going to wish that you had never been born today. I’m gonna teach you, once and for all, how a good girl should behave.” He raised the belt high, bringing it down against my back, lashing across the thin fabric of my shirt.

I bit my lip trying not to scream out in pain, he didn’t deserve the satisfaction. Again the leather belt came down, cracking against my skin once more. A moan of pain escapes me; traitor...

He leans his head back in satisfaction, I wanted to vomit at his satisfaction of my pain. Slowly, I reached for the heavy metal rake on the ground, gripping it with all my might and using what little strength I had left to pull myself up to my knees. 

“Kill him...” A voice whispered in my ears, “If you don’t strike back then he’ll kill you first. You have no choice...” It hissed at me.

Just as he looked down at me again, I swung the rake upwards with the back of it cracking against the side of his head.

My foster father stood there briefly stunned before his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he fell over onto the ground. Blood began to pool around his unconscious form, fear shook me at the realization of what I had done.

​******

I KEPT MY EYES LOOKING directly out the window but I could feel the trucker’s stare constantly on me. We crossed the state line within a few hours and still I held my breath uneasily. Every cop that passed by had my nerves on high alert that they would pull us over and drag me from the trucker’s Peterbilt cab.

“Won’t your folks miss you?” he pushed but the tone of his voice made me feel really uncomfortable.

Knowing dang good and well the creep was fishing for information, I rolled my eyes annoyed. I took my cheap burner phone out and snapped a picture of the trucker. “My older brother is expecting me and now he has a picture of your face. I already took a shot of your license plate before jumping in the rig with you. So don’t get any ideas of any funny business. I just need a ride to where we agreed, kay?”

He sucked in air flustered. He had no idea that I didn’t really send his info out because the truth was no one would miss me at all. Perks of being alone in this world, an orphan.

Returning to gazing out the window, I took in the gorgeous view of the mountains; the tension in my muscles seemed to evaporate at my momentary safety. My eyelids were starting to droop and become heavy. When was the last time I slept? I kept the stolen camping gear tucked under my legs dangling over the captains chair. My plan was simple, I was going to live off grid until I turned eighteen. I googled abandoned cabins up in the mountains and there are actually a lot of them in the national forests of the United States.

The sound of an alarm going off on my cheap phone jolted me awake. It vibrated in my lap wildly, my body shook, being jerked out of a deep sleep. I looked around for the creepy trucker but he was nowhere to be seen. When I noticed the truck was parked at a rest stop in the middle of the woods between towns. We were in the mountains finally but which one? My phone went off again and I glanced down at it but my eyes practically bulged out my head when I saw my name and description on the tiny screen.

I doubt my foster father put it out unless he wanted me dragged back to his hell of a home for revenge. The more likely it was that my social worker did, that was required of them. My face was plastered on flyers in that crap town within the first few minutes of fleeing from my foster home, which was why
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