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For Tyree, who accepted it the first time around; and for J.M., for giving it a second home.
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The princess lived in the glass castle, as she had for years.

The glass castle itself sat hidden within the top of a carved crystal mountain, the sides slick and gleaming with impossibility. At the bottom, the ridges and hills branched out into a twisting and impenetrable maze, all cold corridors of opaque gleam. Beyond that, the forest of brambles and thorns spilled out across the wide and lonely plain.

It was beautiful, like Celia herself: an island of remote untouchable space, cool and pale and distant, and all her own.

The suitors came less frequently these days. When she’d first assembled the place, she’d been very young, all hurt pride and pain, and the hotblooded knights and princes had taken it as a challenge, to break through her mazes, tear down her mountain, and destroy her icy distance from them. Many of them had simply given up, baffled by one or another of the obstacles. Most of those had gone home; a few of them, determined, had stayed for some time, erecting a sort of makeshift camp outside her walls. They did not trouble her; and, indeed, they had mostly left now as well.

Some had died. They had flung themselves into her thorns, or fallen from the treacherous glass of the ascent.

Sitting in her tower room, one slim hand resting on the window frame, Celia gazed down, and fancied that she could see their bones littering the ground, that she could still hear their cries.

They haunted her. She had not meant for anyone to die.

She had only desired to be left alone, away from the smiling young suitors who came to her father’s court, all muscles and arrogant pride, expecting that one of them would claim her as a prize. In her twenty years of life, she had been denied nothing, from the bright cool intellectual joy of magical study to the collection of rare seeds for a palace garden; it had come as a complete shock that her father expected her to choose one of the suitors to shackle herself to for life.

None of them had understood: not her father, not her brother, not the young men themselves, who had looked at her with puzzled eyes, asking, what more do you want? You are a princess.

But she’d never been content with only that. She had never asked for that: the life she’d been told she ought to be grateful for.

One of the suitors had promised to allow her to continue to buy books, after the wedding. To allow her. Like a pet, a lapdog. Another had suggested she give up magic, or at least limit herself to purely domestic tasks like beautifying a castle drawing-room, as more appropriate for a future spouse.

One of her glass-spider constructs skittered in, all legs and iridescence, carrying her afternoon luncheon: warm bread, and cheese, and spiced cider, all designed to combat the sharp chill of the tower at the top of the mountain.

“Leave it on the table,” she instructed, her voice barely louder than a whisper, and the construct flickered out of the room after it had obeyed.

Like all of her companions here, it was a making, an enchantment, a small thing built of glass and crystal to obey her wishes in perfect quiet. She had not given them voices; she had seen no need for human interaction, for something else to make demands on her time for something she could not give.

Still, at times the silence of the place grew oppressive. Even lonely.

She gazed at the window, the glass, rather than out of it: a mirror, a murmur of herself, recognizable and not.
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