A CLASH OF KINGS

By George R.R. martin

Shae had kicked off her blankets and
sheets as she slept. She lay nude atop
the featherbed, the soft curves of her
young body limned in the faint glow
from the hearth. Tyrion stood in the
door and drank in the sight of her.
Younger than Marei, sweeter than
Dancy, more beautiful than Alayaya,
she’s all I need and more. How could
a whore look so clean and sweet and
innocent, he wondered? He had not
intended to disturb her, but the sight
of her was enough to make him hard.
He let his garments fall to the floor,
then crawled onto the bed and gently
pushed her legs apart and kissed her
between the thighs. Shae murmured in
her sleep. He kissed her again, and
licked at her secret sweetness, on and
on until his beard and her cunt were
both soaked. When she gave a soft
moan and shuddered, he climbed up
and thrust himself inside her and
exploded almost at once. Her eyes
were open. She smiled and stroked his
head and whispered, “I just had the
sweetest dream, m’lord.” Tyrion
nipped at her small hard nipple and
nestled his head on her shoulder. He
did not pull out of her; would that he
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never had to pull out of her. “This is
no dream,” he promised her.

-Page 453

In one room, a beautiful woman
sprawled naked on the floor while
four little men crawled over her. They
had rattish pointed faces and tiny pink
hands, like the servitor who had
brought her the glass of shade. One
was pumping between her thighs.
Another savaged her breasts,
worrying at the nipples with his wet
red mouth, tearing and chewing.
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