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  This is for all the people who are tired of being walked all over and treated like they're nothing. You can't do what Cindy did, but maybe reading about it will make you feel better.
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  Author's Note


Please be aware that although this is a Cinderella retelling, it includes mature themes and is intended for readers 18+. Some things you can find in Behind the Mask include: 
Death
Blood
Murder
Child abuse
Drugs/drugging
Addiction/enabling an addict
Sexual assault (off page)
Erotophonophilia
Your mental health matters.






  
  one
Three Weeks Before
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Cindy


Standing in the isle of the thrift store, I glare at Grace. 
“What’s your problem?” she asks as if she doesn’t know.
“I don’t understand why you want to go to this stupid party,” I reply with a scowl. “Besides, it’s not even Halloween!”
Grace turns to me with her eyebrow raised. “What the hell does Halloween have to do with anything?”
“It’s a party with masks, Grace. You wear masks at Halloween.” I roll my eyes, annoyed.
“It’s a masquerade, you doorknob!” Grace sighs at my questioning look. “Like, a ball. You dress up and wear fancy masks. We’re not talking Ghostface or Michael Myers here. We’re talking pretty, lacy masks with long, flowing dresses and stuff.”
“You mean to tell me that a bunch of frat-house boys are planning some sort of masked ball?” I roll my eyes at her again. “Jay’s one of the ones in charge of planning this. You know that, don’t you?”
“Yes, Cindy. I heard you the first fifty times you said it.” Grace moves down the rack, digging through the dresses but not seeming to actually look at any of them. “And if you guys were still dating, you’d be first in line to go. Don’t even try to tell me you wouldn’t,” she says just before I can protest. “It’s insulting that you’d think I’m that dumb.”
I don’t say anything for a couple seconds. There’s no denying that Grace is right. “But don’t you see why I wouldn’t want to go now?”
Grace stops her perusal to glower at me. “It’s not his fault what happened to you at that party, Cindy! And I don’t blame him for not wanting to stay with you.
“Elliot invited me and told me to bring you. He said we’d have fun. Besides, everyone will be wearing masks, and you won’t even have to be around Jay if you don’t want to. I don’t see what the big deal is! It’s not like it’s some small party. They literally rented out a whole place for it and everything.”
Sighing, I relent. I’ve long since given up trying to convince Grace of the wrongness of what happened that night. She’s decided to be willfully ignorant about it.
Grace has liked Elliot for as long as I can remember, and now he’s finally single, so she’s doing whatever she can to spend time with him, hoping they can get to know each other better.
When Jay and I started dating in grade eleven, she was so excited because we could all hang out as a group sometimes. But then Elliot got a girlfriend, and she was always there when we hung out.
Jay and I dated for two years before I realised we both wanted different things. I should have just ended it, I know that, but I guess I was comfortable and didn’t want to deal with the change. So I stayed even though it wasn’t what I wanted anymore.
I keep digging through the dresses, waiting for Grace to start talking again. I know she’s annoyed with me for being a major asshole, and I don’t blame her. She’s always willing to do the things I want without much complaint; I should do the same for her.
After a couple minutes of quiet searching, she pulls out an emerald-coloured gown. It’s long and sleek, some sort of silky material.
“You could wear this, then you’ll look like it’s Christmas time with that bright red hair of yours,” she says sarcastically, holding it up to the ends of my hair. “Why’d you have to go and dye it that colour?”
Grabbing it, I frown. “I thought it looked good!”
“Yeah, when Mrs. Claus runs out of red thread to fix Santa’s suit, she’ll just call you and see if she can steal a couple strands of your hair.”
“Rude!” I laugh. She’s just teasing, but now I’m starting to wonder if it really does look bad.
“Okay, fine. It doesn’t look that bad. Just don’t run down the street yelling or anything. People might think there’s a fire truck coming.”
“Grace!” I don’t want to laugh, but the way she says it with a completely straight face kills me.
She winks and bumps her hip against mine. “It seriously looks really good. I just can’t believe you were actually brave enough to do it!”
“I almost chickened out like four times,” I tell her, going back to digging through the dresses. “Remind me again what exactly I’m supposed to be looking for…”
Grace sighs. “I don’t know. Maybe we should just go raid my mom’s closet. She has lots of fancy dresses from all those fancy events she’s always going to.” Linking her arm through mine, she drags me from the store.

      ***Three hours later, Grace’s mom has helped us both pick out dresses for the party from her closet. Now we just have to find masks to go with them and figure out what shoes we’re going to wear.
The dress Grace is wearing is floor-length red silk, with a deep V-neckline and a slit up one side to about mid-thigh. It looks great with her black hair, but I know she only picked it because her boobs practically fall right out of it. She picked it for Elliot, I’m sure.
I’m wearing a sequined deep purple dress with off-the-shoulder, long sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. It hugs my body to just above my waist and sweeps down to the floor. I don’t love to wear dresses, but this one is so beautiful that I don’t think I’ll mind having to wear it. It’s only one night, after all.
“You girls look beautiful in those dresses!” Her mom beams at us. “It’d be wrong of me to make you give them back. Keep them. I have far more than I need anyway.”
“Thanks, Mom!”
“Thank you, Mrs. C.”
“It’s no problem at all!” she says. “Are you girls going to need a ride to the party?”
“No, Mom.” Grace rolls her eyes. “I told you; we’re just going to take a cab or something, there and back. We’re in college now. We don’t need our mommies driving us places. How embarrassing!”
Mrs. C chuckles and leaves the room shaking her head, with the rest of her dresses draped over her arm.
“You don’t have to be so rude to her, Grace. She was just trying to be nice and make sure we’re safe.”
“Cindy, you worry about her too much. She can handle it. I was only being honest. Would you want your mother to drive you to a party like that?” She’s looking at her phone, probably texting Elliot.
“Sure. If my mother were here to drive me places, I’d let her take me any-freaking-where she wanted to.”
Grace’s head shoots up. “Oh my God. Cindy, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. You know I didn’t mean it like that!”
I sigh because she’s right. These days, everyone thinks my step-monster is my mother. I got so tired of correcting people that I just let them believe it. You correct someone, then they want to know where your mom is. That means you have to tell them she died, and then you get those awful, pity-filled stares.
Sure, I’m sad that my mom is gone. I’ll probably always be sad about all the things she’s going to miss in my life—and the things she already has missed. But I’m grateful that she’s not in pain anymore. It’s a complicated thing.
“Well, the good news is that we have dresses now!” Grace always changes the subject when things get awkward. It makes me wonder if anything ever fazes her. “And I found us some masks online! I ordered them.”
When I go to ask her how much I owe her, she puts her hand up and rolls her eyes. This is something that happens regularly, when she buys me a coffee, or we go out for lunch. I’ll never get used to it.
“Okay, well, if I don’t get home soon, Linda’s going to lose her shit. I didn’t do any chores today, and she set me up with a giant list before she went to the spa.”
“I don’t know why you don’t just tell that bitch off or tell your dad that she treats you like you’re a slave or something.”
“I know you don’t, but I’m not going to do either of those things—which is something that I know you know. I’ll text you later,” I tell her as I make my way out of her room.





OEBPS/cover.png
3 MASK——

- % B

~ SHAILENORE





OEBPS/images/824c64c6-e080-48d1-a2e0-6f9fe93d5ee2.png







