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this one is for Alysse

ONE

Her brother held the gown up for her inspection.
“This is beauty. Touch it. Go on. Caress the fabric.”
Dany touched it. The cloth was so smooth that it seemed to run through her fingers like water. Sh
could not remember ever wearing anything so soft. It frightened her. She pulled her hand away. “Is it
really mine?”
“A gift from the Magister Illyrio,” Viserys said, smiling. Her brother was in a high mood tonight.
“The color will bring out the violet in your eyes. And you shall have gold as well, and jewels of all
sorts. Illyrio has promised. Tonight you must look like a princess.”
A princess, Dany thought. She had forgotten what that was like. Perhaps she had never really
known. “Why does he give us so much?” she asked. “What does he want from us?” For nigh on half a
year, they had lived in the magister’s house, eating his food, pampered by his servants. Dany was
thirteen, old enough to know that such gifts seldom come without their price, here in the free city of
Pentos.
“Illyrio is no fool,” Viserys said. He was a gaunt young man with nervous hands and a feverish
look in his pale lilac eyes. “The magister knows that I will not forget my friends when I come into m
throne.”
Dany said nothing. Magister Illyrio was a dealer in spices, gemstones, dragonbone, and other, less
savory things. He had friends in all of the Nine Free Cities, it was said, and even beyond, in Vaes
Dothrak and the fabled lands beside the Jade Sea. It was also said that he’d never had a friend he
wouldn’t cheerfully sell for the right price. Dany listened to the talk in the streets, and she heard thes
things, but she knew better than to question her brother when he wove his webs of dream. His anger
was a terrible thing when roused. Viserys called it “waking the dragon.”
Her brother hung the gown beside the door. “Illyrio will send the slaves to bathe you. Be sure you
wash off the stink of the stables. Khal Drogo has a thousand horses, tonight he looks for a different
sort of mount.” He studied her critically. “You still slouch. Straighten yourself.” He pushed back her
shoulders with his hands. “Let them see that you have a woman’s shape now.” His fingers brushed
lightly over her budding breasts and tightened on a nipple. “You will not fail me tonight. If you do, it
will go hard for you. You don’t want to wake the dragon, do you?” His fingers twisted her, the pinch
cruelly hard through the rough fabric of her tunic. “Do you?” he repeated.
“No,” Dany said meekly.
Her brother smiled. “Good.” He touched her hair, almost with affection. “When they write the
history of my reign, sweet sister, they will say that it began tonight.”
When he was gone, Dany went to her window and looked out wistfully on the waters of the bay.
The square brick towers of Pentos were black silhouettes outlined against the setting sun. Dany could
hear the singing of the red priests as they lit their night fires and the shouts of ragged children playin
games beyond the walls of the estate. For a moment she wished she could be out there with them,
barefoot and breathless and dressed in tatters, with no past and no future and no feast to attend at Kha
Drogo’s manse.
Somewhere beyond the sunset, across the narrow sea, lay a land of green hills and flowered plains
and great rushing rivers, where towers of dark stone rose amidst magnificent blue-grey mountains, an
armored knights rode to battle beneath the banners of their lords. The Dothraki called that land Rhaes
Andahli, the land of the Andals. In the Free Cities, they talked of Westeros and the Sunset Kingdoms
Her brother had a simpler name. “Our land,” he called it. The words were like a prayer with him. If h
said them enough, the gods were sure to hear. “Ours by blood right, taken from us by treachery, but

ours still, ours forever. You do not steal from the dragon, oh, no. The dragon remembers.”
And perhaps the dragon did remember, but Dany could not. She had never seen this land her
brother said was theirs, this realm beyond the narrow sea. These places he talked of, Casterly Rock
and the Eyrie, Highgarden and the Vale of Arryn, Dorne and the Isle of Faces, they were just words to
her. Viserys had been a boy of eight when they fled King’s Landing to escape the advancing armies o
the Usurper, but Daenerys had been only a quickening in their mother’s womb.
Yet sometimes Dany would picture the way it had been, so often had her brother told her the
stories. The midnight flight to Dragonstone, moonlight shimmering on the ship’s black sails. Her
brother Rhaegar battling the Usurper in the bloody waters of the Trident and dying for the woman he
loved. The sack of King’s Landing by the ones Viserys called the Usurper’s dogs, the lords Lannister
and Stark. Princess Elia of Dorne pleading for mercy as Rhaegar’s heir was ripped from her breast an
murdered before her eyes. The polished skulls of the last dragons staring down sightlessly from the
walls of the throne room while the Kingslayer opened Father’s throat with a golden sword.
She had been born on Dragonstone nine moons after their flight, while a raging summer storm
threatened to rip the island fastness apart. They said that storm was terrible. The Targaryen fleet was
smashed while it lay at anchor, and huge stone blocks were ripped from the parapets and sent hurtling
into the wild waters of the narrow sea. Her mother had died birthing her, and for that her brother
Viserys had never forgiven her.
She did not remember Dragonstone either. They had run again, just before the Usurper’s brother
set sail with his new-built fleet. By then only Dragonstone itself, the ancient seat of their House, had
remained of the Seven Kingdoms that had once been theirs. It would not remain for long. The garriso
had been prepared to sell them to the Usurper, but one night Ser Willem Darry and four loyal men ha
broken into the nursery and stolen them both, along with her wet nurse, and set sail under cover of
darkness for the safety of the Braavosian coast.
She remembered Ser Willem dimly, a great grey bear of a man, half-blind, roaring and bellowing
orders from his sickbed. The servants had lived in terror of him, but he had always been kind to Dany
He called her “Little Princess” and sometimes “My Lady,” and his hands were soft as old leather. He
never left his bed, though, and the smell of sickness clung to him day and night, a hot, moist, sickly
sweet odor. That was when they lived in Braavos, in the big house with the red door. Dany had her
own room there, with a lemon tree outside her window. After Ser Willem had died, the servants had
stolen what little money they had left, and soon after they had been put out of the big house. Dany ha
cried when the red door closed behind them forever.
They had wandered since then, from Braavos to Myr, from Myr to Tyrosh, and on to Qohor and
Volantis and Lys, never staying long in any one place. Her brother would not allow it. The Usurper’s
hired knives were close behind them, he insisted, though Dany had never seen one.
At first the magisters and archons and merchant princes were pleased to welcome the last
Targaryens to their homes and tables, but as the years passed and the Usurper continued to sit upon th
Iron Throne, doors closed and their lives grew meaner. Years past they had been forced to sell their
last few treasures, and now even the coin they had gotten from Mother’s crown had gone. In the alley
and wine sinks of Pentos, they called her brother “the beggar king.” Dany did not want to know what
they called her.
“We will have it all back someday, sweet sister,” he would promise her. Sometimes his hands
shook when he talked about it. “The jewels and the silks, Dragonstone and King’s Landing, the Iron
Throne and the Seven Kingdoms, all they have taken from us, we will have it back.” Viserys lived for
that day. All that Daenerys wanted back was the big house with the red door, the lemon tree outside
her window, the childhood she had never known.
There came a soft knock on her door. “Come,” Dany said, turning away from the window. Illyrio’

servants entered, bowed, and set about their business. They were slaves, a gift from one of the
magister’s many Dothraki friends. There was no slavery in the free city of Pentos. Nonetheless, they
were slaves. The old woman, small and grey as a mouse, never said a word, but the girl made up for i
She was Illyrio’s favorite, a fair-haired, blue-eyed wench of sixteen who chattered constantly as she
worked.
They filled her bath with hot water brought up from the kitchen and scented it with fragrant oils.
The girl pulled the rough cotton tunic over Dany’s head and helped her into the tub. The water was
scalding hot, but Daenerys did not flinch or cry out. She liked the heat. It made her feel clean. Beside
her brother had often told her that it was never too hot for a Targaryen. “Ours is the house of the
dragon,” he would say. “The fire is in our blood.”
The old woman washed her long, silver-pale hair and gently combed out the snags, all in silence.
The girl scrubbed her back and her feet and told her how lucky she was. “Drogo is so rich that even h
slaves wear golden collars. A hundred thousand men ride in his khalasar, and his palace in Vaes
Dothrak has two hundred rooms and doors of solid silver.” There was more like that, so much more,
what a handsome man the khal was, so tall and fierce, fearless in battle, the best rider ever to mount a
horse, a demon archer. Daenerys said nothing. She had always assumed that she would wed Viserys
when she came of age. For centuries the Targaryens had married brother to sister, since Aegon the
Conqueror had taken his sisters to bride. The line must be kept pure, Viserys had told her a thousand
times; theirs was the kingsblood, the golden blood of old Valyria, the blood of the dragon. Dragons d
not mate with the beasts of the field, and Targaryens did not mingle their blood with that of lesser
men. Yet now Viserys schemed to sell her to a stranger, a barbarian.
When she was clean, the slaves helped her from the water and toweled her dry. The girl brushed
her hair until it shone like molten silver, while the old woman anointed her with the spiceflower
perfume of the Dothraki plains, a dab on each wrist, behind her ears, on the tips of her breasts, and on
last one, cool on her lips, down there between her legs. They dressed her in the wisps that Magister
Illyrio had sent up, and then the gown, a deep plum silk to bring out the violet in her eyes. The girl sl
the gilded sandals onto her feet, while the old woman fixed the tiara in her hair, and slid golden
bracelets crusted with amethysts around her wrists. Last of all came the collar, a heavy golden torc
emblazoned with ancient Valyrian glyphs.
“Now you look all a princess,” the girl said breathlessly when they were done. Dany glanced at he
image in the silvered looking glass that Illyrio had so thoughtfully provided. A princess, she thought,
but she remembered what the girl had said, how Khal Drogo was so rich even his slaves wore golden
collars. She felt a sudden chill, and gooseflesh pimpled her bare arms.
Her brother was waiting in the cool of the entry hall, seated on the edge of the pool, his hand
trailing in the water. He rose when she appeared and looked her over critically. “Stand there,” he told
her. “Turn around. Yes. Good. You look …”
“Regal,” Magister Illyrio said, stepping through an archway. He moved with surprising delicacy
for such a massive man. Beneath loose garments of flame-colored silk, rolls of fat jiggled as he
walked. Gemstones glittered on every finger, and his man had oiled his forked yellow beard until it
shone like real gold. “May the Lord of Light shower you with blessings on this most fortunate day,
Princess Daenerys,” the magister said as he took her hand. He bowed his head, showing a thin glimps
of crooked yellow teeth through the gold of his beard. “She is a vision, Your Grace, a vision,” he told
her brother. “Drogo will be enraptured.”
“She’s too skinny,” Viserys said. His hair, the same silver-blond as hers, had been pulled back
tightly behind his head and fastened with a dragonbone brooch. It was a severe look that emphasized
the hard, gaunt lines of his face. He rested his hand on the hilt of the sword that Illyrio had lent him,
and said, “Are you sure that Khal Drogo likes his women this young?”

“She has had her blood. She is old enough for the khal,” Illyrio told him, not for the first time.
“Look at her. That silver-gold hair, those purple eyes … she is the blood of old Valyria, no doubt, no
doubt … and highborn, daughter of the old king, sister to the new, she cannot fail to entrance our
Drogo.” When he released her hand, Daenerys found herself trembling.
“I suppose,” her brother said doubtfully. “The savages have queer tastes. Boys, horses, sheep …”
“Best not suggest this to Khal Drogo,” Illyrio said.
Anger flashed in her brother’s lilac eyes. “Do you take me for a fool?”
The magister bowed slightly. “I take you for a king. Kings lack the caution of common men. My
apologies if I have given offense.” He turned away and clapped his hands for his bearers.
The streets of Pentos were pitch-dark when they set out in Illyrio’s elaborately carved palanquin.
Two servants went ahead to light their way, carrying ornate oil lanterns with panes of pale blue glass,
while a dozen strong men hoisted the poles to their shoulders. It was warm and close inside behind th
curtains. Dany could smell the stench of Illyrio’s pallid flesh through his heavy perfumes.
Her brother, sprawled out on his pillows beside her, never noticed. His mind was away across the
narrow sea. “We won’t need his whole khalasar,” Viserys said. His fingers toyed with the hilt of his
borrowed blade, though Dany knew he had never used a sword in earnest. “Ten thousand, that would
be enough, I could sweep the Seven Kingdoms with ten thousand Dothraki screamers. The realm will
rise for its rightful king. Tyrell, Redwyne, Darry, Greyjoy, they have no more love for the Usurper
than I do. The Dornishmen burn to avenge Elia and her children. And the smallfolk will be with us.
They cry out for their king.” He looked at Illyrio anxiously. “They do, don’t they?”
“They are your people, and they love you well,” Magister Illyrio said amiably. “In holdfasts all
across the realm, men lift secret toasts to your health while women sew dragon banners and hide them
against the day of your return from across the water.” He gave a massive shrug. “Or so my agents tell
me.”
Dany had no agents, no way of knowing what anyone was doing or thinking across the narrow sea
but she mistrusted Illyrio’s sweet words as she mistrusted everything about Illyrio. Her brother was
nodding eagerly, however. “I shall kill the Usurper myself,” he promised, who had never killed
anyone, “as he killed my brother Rhaegar. And Lannister too, the Kingslayer, for what he did to my
father.”
“That would be most fitting,” Magister Illyrio said. Dany saw the smallest hint of a smile playing
around his full lips, but her brother did not notice. Nodding, he pushed back a curtain and stared off
into the night, and Dany knew he was fighting the Battle of the Trident once again.
The nine-towered manse of Khal Drogo sat beside the waters of the bay, its high brick walls
overgrown with pale ivy. It had been given to the khal by the magisters of Pentos, Illyrio told them.
The Free Cities were always generous with the horselords. “It is not that we fear these barbarians,”
Illyrio would explain with a smile. “The Lord of Light would hold our city walls against a million
Dothraki, or so the red priests promise … yet why take chances, when their friendship comes so
cheap?”
Their palanquin was stopped at the gate, the curtains pulled roughly back by one of the house
guards. He had the copper skin and dark almond eyes of a Dothraki, but his face was hairless and he
wore the spiked bronze cap of the Unsullied. He looked them over coldly. Magister Illyrio growled
something to him in the rough Dothraki tongue; the guardsman replied in the same voice and waved
them through the gates.
Dany noticed that her brother’s hand was clenched tightly around the hilt of his borrowed sword.
He looked almost as frightened as she felt. “Insolent eunuch,” Viserys muttered as the palanquin
lurched up toward the manse.
Magister Illyrio’s words were honey. “Many important men will be at the feast tonight. Such men

have enemies. The khal must protect his guests, yourself chief among them, Your Grace. No doubt th
Usurper would pay well for your head.”
“Oh, yes,” Viserys said darkly. “He has tried, Illyrio, I promise you that. His hired knives follow
us everywhere. I am the last dragon, and he will not sleep easy while I live.”
The palanquin slowed and stopped. The curtains were thrown back, and a slave offered a hand to
help Daenerys out. His collar, she noted, was ordinary bronze. Her brother followed, one hand still
clenched hard around his sword hilt. It took two strong men to get Magister Illyrio back on his feet.
Inside the manse, the air was heavy with the scent of spices, pinchfire and sweet lemon and
cinnamon. They were escorted across the entry hall, where a mosaic of colored glass depicted the
Doom of Valyria. Oil burned in black iron lanterns all along the walls. Beneath an arch of twining
stone leaves, a eunuch sang their coming. “Viserys of the House Targaryen, the Third of his Name,” h
called in a high, sweet voice, “King of the Andals and the Rhoynar and the First Men, Lord of the
Seven Kingdoms and Protector of the Realm. His sister, Daenerys Stormborn, Princess of
Dragonstone. His honorable host, Illyrio Mopatis, Magister of the Free City of Pentos.”
They stepped past the eunuch into a pillared courtyard overgrown in pale ivy. Moonlight painted
the leaves in shades of bone and silver as the guests drifted among them. Many were Dothraki
horselords, big men with red-brown skin, their drooping mustachios bound in metal rings, their black
hair oiled and braided and hung with bells. Yet among them moved bravos and sellswords from Pento
and Myr and Tyrosh, a red priest even fatter than Illyrio, hairy men from the Port of Ibben, and lords
from the Summer Isles with skin as black as ebony. Daenerys looked at them all in wonder … and
realized, with a sudden start of fear, that she was the only woman there.
Illyrio whispered to them. “Those three are Drogo’s bloodriders, there,” he said. “By the pillar is
Khal Moro, with his son Rhogoro. The man with the green beard is brother to the Archon of Tyrosh,
and the man behind him is Ser Jorah Mormont.”
The last name caught Daenerys. “A knight?”
“No less.” Illyrio smiled through his beard. “Anointed with the seven oils by the High Septon
himself.”
“What is he doing here?” she blurted.
“The Usurper wanted his head,” Illyrio told them. “Some trifling affront. He sold some poachers
a Tyroshi slaver instead of giving them to the Night’s Watch. Absurd law. A man should be able to do
as he likes with his own chattel.”
“I shall wish to speak with Ser Jorah before the night is done,” her brother said. Dany found
herself looking at the knight curiously. He was an older man, past forty and balding, but still strong
and fit. Instead of silks and cottons, he wore wool and leather. His tunic was a dark green,
embroidered with the likeness of a black bear standing on two legs.
She was still looking at this strange man from the homeland she had never known when Magister
Illyrio placed a moist hand on her bare shoulder. “Over there, sweet princess,” he whispered, “there i
the khal himself.”
Dany wanted to run and hide, but her brother was looking at her, and if she displeased him she
knew she would wake the dragon. Anxiously, she turned and looked at the man Viserys hoped would
ask to wed her before the night was done.
The slave girl had not been far wrong, she thought. Khal Drogo was a head taller than the tallest
man in the room, yet somehow light on his feet, as graceful as the panther in Illyrio’s menagerie. He
was younger than she’d thought, no more than thirty. His skin was the color of polished copper, his
thick mustachios bound with gold and bronze rings.
“I must go and make my submissions,” Magister Illyrio said. “Wait here. I shall bring him to
you.”

Her brother took her by the arm as Illyrio waddled over to the khal, his fingers squeezing so hard
that they hurt. “Do you see his braid, sweet sister?”
Drogo’s braid was black as midnight and heavy with scented oil, hung with tiny bells that rang
softly as he moved. It swung well past his belt, below even his buttocks, the end of it brushing agains
the back of his thighs.
“You see how long it is?” Viserys said. “When Dothraki are defeated in combat, they cut off their
braids in disgrace, so the world will know their shame. Khal Drogo has never lost a fight. He is Aego
the Dragonlord come again, and you will be his queen.”
Dany looked at Khal Drogo. His face was hard and cruel, his eyes as cold and dark as onyx. Her
brother hurt her sometimes, when she woke the dragon, but he did not frighten her the way this man
frightened her. “I don’t want to be his queen,” she heard herself say in a small, thin voice. “Please,
please, Viserys, I don’t want to, I want to go home.”
“Home!” He kept his voice low, but she could hear the fury in his tone. “How are we to go home,
sweet sister? They took our home from us!” He drew her into the shadows, out of sight, his fingers
digging into her skin. “How are we to go home?” he repeated, meaning King’s Landing, and
Dragonstone, and all the realm they had lost.
Dany had only meant their rooms in Illyrio’s estate, no true home surely, though all they had, but
her brother did not want to hear that. There was no home there for him. Even the big house with the
red door had not been home for him. His fingers dug hard into her arm, demanding an answer. “I don
know …” she said at last, her voice breaking. Tears welled in her eyes.
“I do,” he said sharply. “We go home with an army, sweet sister. With Khal Drogo’s army, that is
how we go home. And if you must wed him and bed him for that, you will.” He smiled at her. “I’d let
his whole khalasar fuck you if need be, sweet sister, all forty thousand men, and their horses too if th
was what it took to get my army. Be grateful it is only Drogo. In time you may even learn to like him
Now dry your eyes. Illyrio is bringing him over, and he will not see you crying.”
Dany turned and saw that it was true. Magister Illyrio, all smiles and bows, was escorting Khal
Drogo over to where they stood. She brushed away unfallen tears with the back of her hand.
“Smile,” Viserys whispered nervously, his hand falling to the hilt of his sword. “And stand up
straight. Let him see that you have breasts. Gods know, you have little enough as is.”
Daenerys smiled, and stood up straight.

TWO

Daenerys Targaryen wed Khal Drogo with fear and barbaric splendor in a field beyond the walls o
Pentos, for the Dothraki believed that all things of importance in a man’s life must be done beneath
the open sky.
Drogo had called his khalasar to attend him and they had come, forty thousand Dothraki warriors
and uncounted numbers of women, children, and slaves. Outside the city walls they camped with thei
vast herds, raising palaces of woven grass, eating everything in sight, and making the good folk of
Pentos more anxious with every passing day.
“My fellow magisters have doubled the size of the city guard,” Illyrio told them over platters of
honey duck and orange snap peppers one night at the manse that had been Drogo’s. The khal had
joined his khalasar, his estate given over to Daenerys and her brother until the wedding.
“Best we get Princess Daenerys wedded quickly before they hand half the wealth of Pentos away
sellswords and bravos,” Ser Jorah Mormont jested. The exile had offered her brother his sword the
night Dany had been sold to Khal Drogo; Viserys had accepted eagerly. Mormont had been their
constant companion ever since.
Magister Illyrio laughed lightly through his forked beard, but Viserys did not so much as smile.
“He can have her tomorrow, if he likes,” her brother said. He glanced over at Dany, and she lowered
her eyes. “So long as he pays the price.”
Illyrio waved a languid hand in the air, rings glittering on his fat fingers. “I have told you, all is
settled. Trust me. The khal has promised you a crown, and you shall have it.”
“Yes, but when?”
“When the khal chooses,” Illyrio said. “He will have the girl first, and after they are wed he must
make his procession across the plains and present her to the dosh khaleen at Vaes Dothrak. After that
perhaps. If the omens favor war.”
Viserys seethed with impatience. “I piss on Dothraki omens. The Usurper sits on my father’s
throne. How long must I wait?”
Illyrio gave a massive shrug. “You have waited most of your life, great king. What is another few
months, another few years?”
Ser Jorah, who had traveled as far east as Vaes Dothrak, nodded in agreement. “I counsel you to b
patient, Your Grace. The Dothraki are true to their word, but they do things in their own time. A lesse
man may beg a favor from the khal, but must never presume to berate him.”
Viserys bristled. “Guard your tongue, Mormont, or I’ll have it out. I am no lesser man, I am the
rightful Lord of the Seven Kingdoms. The dragon does not beg.”
Ser Jorah lowered his eyes respectfully. Illyrio smiled enigmatically and tore a wing from the
duck. Honey and grease ran over his fingers and dripped down into his beard as he nibbled at the
tender meat. There are no more dragons, Dany thought, staring at her brother, though she did not dare
say it aloud.
Yet that night she dreamt of one. Viserys was hitting her, hurting her. She was naked, clumsy with
fear. She ran from him, but her body seemed thick and ungainly. He struck her again. She stumbled
and fell. “You woke the dragon,” he screamed as he kicked her. “You woke the dragon, you woke the
dragon.” Her thighs were slick with blood. She closed her eyes and whimpered. As if in answer, there
was a hideous ripping sound and the crackling of some great fire. When she looked again, Viserys wa
gone, great columns of flame rose all around, and in the midst of them was the dragon. It turned its
great head slowly. When its molten eyes found hers, she woke, shaking and covered with a fine sheen
of sweat. She had never been so afraid …

… until the day of her wedding came at last.
The ceremony began at dawn and continued until dusk, an endless day of drinking and feasting an
fighting. A mighty earthen ramp had been raised amid the grass palaces, and there Dany was seated
beside Khal Drogo, above the seething sea of Dothraki. She had never seen so many people in one
place, nor people so strange and frightening. The horselords might put on rich fabrics and sweet
perfumes when they visited the Free Cities, but out under the open sky they kept the old ways. Men
and women alike wore painted leather vests over bare chests and horsehair leggings cinched by bronz
medallion belts, and the warriors greased their long braids with fat from the rendering pits. They
gorged themselves on horseflesh roasted with honey and peppers, drank themselves blind on
fermented mare’s milk and Illyrio’s fine wines, and spat jests at each other across the fires, their
voices harsh and alien in Dany’s ears.
Viserys was seated just below her, splendid in a new black wool tunic with a scarlet dragon on the
chest. Illyrio and Ser Jorah sat beside him. Theirs was a place of high honor, just below the khal’s ow
bloodriders, but Dany could see the anger in her brother’s lilac eyes. He did not like sitting beneath
her, and he fumed when the slaves offered each dish first to the khal and his bride, and served him
from the portions they refused. He could do nothing but nurse his resentment, so nurse it he did, his
mood growing blacker by the hour at each insult to his person.
Dany had never felt so alone as she did seated in the midst of that vast horde. Her brother had told
her to smile, and so she smiled until her face ached and the tears came unbidden to her eyes. She did
her best to hide them, knowing how angry Viserys would be if he saw her crying, terrified of how Kh
Drogo might react. Food was brought to her, steaming joints of meat and thick black sausages and
Dothraki blood pies, and later fruits and sweetgrass stews and delicate pastries from the kitchens of
Pentos, but she waved it all away. Her stomach was a roil, and she knew she could keep none of it
down.
There was no one to talk to. Khal Drogo shouted commands and jests down to his bloodriders, and
laughed at their replies, but he scarcely glanced at Dany beside him. They had no common language.
Dothraki was incomprehensible to her, and the khal knew only a few words of the bastard Valyrian of
the Free Cities, and none at all of the Common Tongue of the Seven Kingdoms. She would even have
welcomed the conversation of Illyrio and her brother, but they were too far below to hear her.
So she sat in her wedding silks, nursing a cup of honeyed wine, afraid to eat, talking silently to
herself. I am blood of the dragon, she told herself. I am Daenerys Stormborn, Princess of Dragonston
of the blood and seed of Aegon the Conqueror.
The sun was only a quarter of the way up the sky when she saw her first man die. Drums were
beating as some of the women danced for the khal. Drogo watched without expression, but his eyes
followed their movements, and from time to time he would toss down a bronze medallion for the
women to fight over.
The warriors were watching too. One of them finally stepped into the circle, grabbed a dancer by
the arm, pushed her down to the ground, and mounted her right there, as a stallion mounts a mare.
Illyrio had told her that might happen. “The Dothraki mate like the animals in their herds. There is no
privacy in a khalasar, and they do not understand sin or shame as we do.”
Dany looked away from the coupling, frightened when she realized what was happening, but a
second warrior stepped forward, and a third, and soon there was no way to avert her eyes. Then two
men seized the same woman. She heard a shout, saw a shove, and in the blink of an eye the arakhs
were out, long razor-sharp blades, half sword and half scythe. A dance of death began as the warriors
circled and slashed, leaping toward each other, whirling the blades around their heads, shrieking
insults at each clash. No one made a move to interfere.
It ended as quickly as it began. The arakhs shivered together faster than Dany could follow, one

man missed a step, the other swung his blade in a flat arc. Steel bit into flesh just above the Dothraki’
waist, and opened him from backbone to belly button, spilling his entrails into the dust. As the loser
died, the winner took hold of the nearest woman—not even the one they had been quarreling over—
and had her there and then. Slaves carried off the body, and the dancing resumed.
Magister Illyrio had warned Dany about this too. “A Dothraki wedding without at least three
deaths is deemed a dull affair,” he had said. Her wedding must have been especially blessed; before
the day was over, a dozen men had died.
As the hours passed, the terror grew in Dany, until it was all she could do not to scream. She was
afraid of the Dothraki, whose ways seemed alien and monstrous, as if they were beasts in human skin
and not true men at all. She was afraid of her brother, of what he might do if she failed him. Most of
all, she was afraid of what would happen tonight under the stars, when her brother gave her up to the
hulking giant who sat drinking beside her with a face as still and cruel as a bronze mask.
I am the blood of the dragon, she told herself again.
When at last the sun was low in the sky, Khal Drogo clapped his hands together, and the drums an
the shouting and feasting came to a sudden halt. Drogo stood and pulled Dany to her feet beside him.
It was time for her bride gifts.
And after the gifts, she knew, after the sun had gone down, it would be time for the first ride and
the consummation of her marriage. Dany tried to put the thought aside, but it would not leave her. Sh
hugged herself to try to keep from shaking.
Her brother Viserys gifted her with three handmaids. Dany knew they had cost him nothing; Illyri
no doubt had provided the girls. Irri and Jhiqui were copper-skinned Dothraki with black hair and
almond-shaped eyes, Doreah a fair-haired, blue-eyed Lysene girl. “These are no common servants,
sweet sister,” her brother told her as they were brought forward one by one. “Illyrio and I selected
them personally for you. Irri will teach you riding, Jhiqui the Dothraki tongue, and Doreah will
instruct you in the womanly arts of love.” He smiled thinly. “She’s very good, Illyrio and I can both
swear to that.”
Ser Jorah Mormont apologized for his gift. “It is a small thing, my princess, but all a poor exile
could afford,” he said as he laid a small stack of old books before her. They were histories and songs
of the Seven Kingdoms, she saw, written in the Common Tongue. She thanked him with all her heart.
Magister Illyrio murmured a command, and four burly slaves hurried forward, bearing between
them a great cedar chest bound in bronze. When she opened it, she found piles of the finest velvets an
damasks the Free Cities could produce … and resting on top, nestled in the soft cloth, three huge egg
Dany gasped. They were the most beautiful things she had ever seen, each different than the others,
patterned in such rich colors that at first she thought they were crusted with jewels, and so large it
took both of her hands to hold one. She lifted it delicately, expecting that it would be made of some
fine porcelain or delicate enamel, or even blown glass, but it was much heavier than that, as if it were
all of solid stone. The surface of the shell was covered with tiny scales, and as she turned the egg
between her fingers, they shimmered like polished metal in the light of the setting sun. One egg was a
deep green, with burnished bronze flecks that came and went depending on how Dany turned it.
Another was pale cream streaked with gold. The last was black, as black as a midnight sea, yet alive
with scarlet ripples and swirls. “What are they?” she asked, her voice hushed and full of wonder.
“Dragon’s eggs, from the Shadow Lands beyond Asshai,” said Magister Illyrio. “The eons have
turned them to stone, yet still they burn bright with beauty.”
“I shall treasure them always.” Dany had heard tales of such eggs, but she had never seen one, nor
thought to see one. It was a truly magnificent gift, though she knew that Illyrio could afford to be
lavish. He had collected a fortune in horses and slaves for his part in selling her to Khal Drogo.
The khal’s bloodriders offered her the traditional three weapons, and splendid weapons they were

Haggo gave her a great leather whip with a silver handle, Cohollo a magnificent arakh chased in gold
and Qotho a double-curved dragonbone bow taller than she was. Magister Illyrio and Ser Jorah had
taught her the traditional refusals for these offerings. “This is a gift worthy of a great warrior, O bloo
of my blood, and I am but a woman. Let my lord husband bear these in my stead.” And so Khal Drogo
too received his “bride gifts.”
Other gifts she was given in plenty by other Dothraki: slippers and jewels and silver rings for her
hair, medallion belts and painted vests and soft furs, sandsilks and jars of scent, needles and feathers
and tiny bottles of purple glass, and a gown made from the skin of a thousand mice. “A handsome gif
Khaleesi,” Magister Illyrio said of the last, after he had told her what it was. “Most lucky.” The gifts
mounted up around her in great piles, more gifts than she could possibly imagine, more gifts than she
could want or use.
And last of all, Khal Drogo brought forth his own bride gift to her. An expectant hush rippled out
from the center of the camp as he left her side, growing until it had swallowed the whole khalasar.
When he returned, the dense press of Dothraki gift-givers parted before him, and he led the horse to
her.
She was a young filly, spirited and splendid. Dany knew just enough about horses to know that thi
was no ordinary animal. There was something about her that took the breath away. She was grey as th
winter sea, with a mane like silver smoke.
Hesitantly she reached out and stroked the horse’s neck, ran her fingers through the silver of her
mane. Khal Drogo said something in Dothraki and Magister Illyrio translated. “Silver for the silver o
your hair, the khal says.”
“She’s beautiful,” Dany murmured.
“She is the pride of the khalasar,” Illyrio said. “Custom decrees that the khaleesi must ride a
mount worthy of her place by the side of the khal.”
Drogo stepped forward and put his hands on her waist. He lifted her up as easily as if she were a
child and set her on the thin Dothraki saddle, so much smaller than the ones she was used to. Dany sa
there uncertain for a moment. No one had told her about this part. “What should I do?” she asked
Illyrio.
It was Ser Jorah Mormont who answered. “Take the reins and ride. You need not go far.”
Nervously Dany gathered the reins in her hands and slid her feet into the short stirrups. She was
only a fair rider; she had spent far more time traveling by ship and wagon and palanquin than by
horseback. Praying that she would not fall off and disgrace herself, she gave the filly the lightest and
most timid touch with her knees.
And for the first time in hours, she forgot to be afraid. Or perhaps it was for the first time ever.
The silver-grey filly moved with a smooth and silken gait, and the crowd parted for her, every eye
upon them. Dany found herself moving faster than she had intended, yet somehow it was exciting
rather than terrifying. The horse broke into a trot, and she smiled. Dothraki scrambled to clear a path.
The slightest pressure with her legs, the lightest touch on the reins, and the filly responded. She sent i
into a gallop, and now the Dothraki were hooting and laughing and shouting at her as they jumped ou
of her way. As she turned to ride back, a firepit loomed ahead, directly in her path. They were hemme
in on either side, with no room to stop. A daring she had never known filled Daenerys then, and she
gave the filly her head.
The silver horse leapt the flames as if she had wings.
When she pulled up before Magister Illyrio, she said, “Tell Khal Drogo that he has given me the
wind.” The fat Pentoshi stroked his yellow beard as he repeated her words in Dothraki, and Dany saw
her new husband smile for the first time.
The last sliver of sun vanished behind the high walls of Pentos to the west just then. Dany had los

all track of time. Khal Drogo commanded his bloodriders to bring forth his own horse, a lean red
stallion. As the khal was saddling the horse, Viserys slid close to Dany on her silver, dug his fingers
into her leg, and said, “Please him, sweet sister, or I swear, you will see the dragon wake as it has
never woken before.”
The fear came back to her then, with her brother’s words. She felt like a child once more, only
thirteen and all alone, not ready for what was about to happen to her.
They rode out together as the stars came out, leaving the khalasar and the grass palaces behind.
Khal Drogo spoke no word to her, but drove his stallion at a hard trot through the gathering dusk. The
tiny silver bells in his long braid rang softly as he rode. “I am the blood of the dragon,” she whispered
aloud as she followed, trying to keep her courage up. “I am the blood of the dragon. I am the blood of
the dragon.” The dragon was never afraid.
Afterward she could not say how far or how long they had ridden, but it was full dark when they
stopped at a grassy place beside a small stream. Drogo swung off his horse and lifted her down from
hers. She felt as fragile as glass in his hands, her limbs as weak as water. She stood there helpless and
trembling in her wedding silks while he secured the horses, and when he turned to look at her, she
began to cry.
Khal Drogo stared at her tears, his face strangely empty of expression. “No,” he said. He lifted his
hand and rubbed away the tears roughly with a callused thumb.
“You speak the Common Tongue,” Dany said in wonder.
“No,” he said again.
Perhaps he had only that word, she thought, but it was one word more than she had known he had,
and somehow it made her feel a little better. Drogo touched her hair lightly, sliding the silver-blond
strands between his fingers and murmuring softly in Dothraki. Dany did not understand the words, ye
there was warmth in the tone, a tenderness she had never expected from this man.
He put his finger under her chin and lifted her head, so she was looking up into his eyes. Drogo
towered over her as he towered over everyone. Taking her lightly under the arms, he lifted her and
seated her on a rounded rock beside the stream. Then he sat on the ground facing her, legs crossed
beneath him, their faces finally at a height. “No,” he said.
“Is that the only word you know?” she asked him.
Drogo did not reply. His long heavy braid was coiled in the dirt beside him. He pulled it over his
right shoulder and began to remove the bells from his hair, one by one. After a moment Dany leaned
forward to help. When they were done, Drogo gestured. She understood. Slowly, carefully, she began
to undo his braid.
It took a long time. All the while he sat there silently, watching her. When she was done, he shook
his head, and his hair spread out behind him like a river of darkness, oiled and gleaming. She had
never seen hair so long, so black, so thick.
Then it was his turn. He began to undress her.
His fingers were deft and strangely tender. He removed her silks one by one, carefully, while Dan
sat unmoving, silent, looking at his eyes. When he bared her small breasts, she could not help herself
She averted her eyes and covered herself with her hands. “No,” Drogo said. He pulled her hands away
from her breasts, gently but firmly, then lifted her face again to make her look at him. “No,” he
repeated.
“No,” she echoed back at him.
He stood her up then and pulled her close to remove the last of her silks. The night air was chilly
on her bare skin. She shivered, and gooseflesh covered her arms and legs. She was afraid of what
would come next, but for a while nothing happened. Khal Drogo sat with his legs crossed, looking at
her, drinking in her body with his eyes.

After a while he began to touch her. Lightly at first, then harder. She could sense the fierce
strength in his hands, but he never hurt her. He held her hand in his own and brushed her fingers, one
by one. He ran a hand gently down her leg. He stroked her face, tracing the curve of her ears, running
finger gently around her mouth. He put both hands in her hair and combed it with his fingers. He
turned her around, massaged her shoulders, slid a knuckle down the path of her spine.
It seemed as if hours passed before his hands finally went to her breasts. He stroked the soft skin
underneath until it tingled. He circled her nipples with his thumbs, pinched them between thumb and
forefinger, then began to pull at her, very lightly at first, then more insistently, until her nipples
stiffened and began to ache.
He stopped then, and drew her down onto his lap. Dany was flushed and breathless, her heart
fluttering in her chest. He cupped her face in his huge hands and she looked into his eyes. “No?” he
said, and she knew it was a question.
She took his hand and moved it down to the wetness between her thighs. “Yes,” she whispered as
she put his finger inside her.

THREE

“The Dothraki sea,” Ser Jorah Mormont said as he reined to a halt beside her on the top of the
ridge. Beneath them, the plain stretched out immense and empty, a vast flat expanse that reached to
the distant horizon and beyond. It was a sea, Dany thought. Past here, there were no hills, no
mountains, no trees nor cities nor roads, only the endless grasses, the tall blades rippling like waves
when the winds blew. “It’s so green,” she said.
“Here and now,” Ser Jorah agreed. “You ought to see it when it blooms, all dark red flowers from
horizon to horizon, like a sea of blood. Come the dry season, and the world turns the color of old
bronze. And this is only hranna, child. There are a hundred kinds of grass out there, grasses as yellow
as lemon and as dark as indigo, blue grasses and orange grasses and grasses like rainbows. Down in
the Shadow Lands beyond Asshai, they say there are oceans of ghost grass, taller than a man on
horseback with stalks as pale as milkglass. It murders all other grass and glows in the dark with the
spirits of the damned. The Dothraki claim that someday ghost grass will cover the entire world, and
then all life will end."
That thought gave Dany the shivers. “I don’t want to talk about that now,” she said. “It’s so
beautiful here, I don’t want to think about everything dying.”
“As you will, Khaleesi,” Ser Jorah said respectfully.
She heard the sound of voices and turned to look behind her. She and Mormont had outdistanced
the rest of their party, and now the others were climbing the ridge below them. Her handmaid Irri and
the young archers of her khas were fluid as centaurs, but Viserys still struggled with the short stirrups
and the flat saddle. Her brother was miserable out here. He ought never have come. Magister Illyrio
had urged him to wait in Pentos, had offered him the hospitality of his manse, but Viserys would hav
none of it. He would stay with Drogo until the debt had been paid, until he had the crown he had been
promised. “And if he tries to cheat me, he will learn to his sorrow what it means to wake the dragon,”
Viserys had vowed, laying a hand on his borrowed sword. Illyrio had blinked at that and wished him
good fortune.
Dany realized that she did not want to listen to any of her brother’s complaints right now. The day
was too perfect. The sky was a deep blue, and high above them a hunting hawk circled. The grass sea
swayed and sighed with each breath of wind, the air was warm on her face, and Dany felt at peace. Sh
would not let Viserys spoil it.
“Wait here,” Dany told Ser Jorah. “Tell them all to stay. Tell them I command it.”
The knight smiled. Ser Jorah was not a handsome man. He had a neck and shoulders like a bull,
and coarse black hair covered his arms and chest so thickly that there was none left for his head. Yet
his smiles gave Dany comfort. “You are learning to talk like a queen, Daenerys.”
“Not a queen,” said Dany. “A khaleesi.” She wheeled her horse about and galloped down the ridge
alone.
The descent was steep and rocky, but Dany rode fearlessly, and the joy and the danger of it were a
song in her heart. All her life Viserys had told her she was a princess, but not until she rode her silver
had Daenerys Targaryen ever felt like one.
At first it had not come easy. The khalasar had broken camp the morning after her wedding,
moving east toward Vaes Dothrak, and by the third day Dany thought she was going to die. Saddle
sores opened on her bottom, hideous and bloody. Her thighs were chafed raw, her hands blistered from
the reins, the muscles of her legs and back so wracked with pain that she could scarcely sit. By the
time dusk fell, her handmaids would need to help her down from her mount.
Even the nights brought no relief. Khal Drogo ignored her when they rode, even as he had ignored

her during their wedding, and spent his evenings drinking with his warriors and bloodriders, racing hi
prize horses, watching women dance and men die. Dany had no place in these parts of his life. She wa
left to sup alone, or with Ser Jorah and her brother, and afterward to cry herself to sleep. Yet every
night, some time before the dawn, Drogo would come to her tent and wake her in the dark, to ride her
as relentlessly as he rode his stallion. He always took her from behind, Dothraki fashion, for which
Dany was grateful; that way her lord husband could not see the tears that wet her face, and she could
use her pillow to muffle her cries of pain. When he was done, he would close his eyes and begin to
snore softly and Dany would lie beside him, her body bruised and sore, hurting too much for sleep.
Day followed day, and night followed night, until Dany knew she could not endure a moment
longer. She would kill herself rather than go on, she decided one night …
Yet when she slept that night, she dreamt the dragon dream again. Viserys was not in it this time.
There was only her and the dragon. Its scales were black as night, wet and slick with blood. Her blood
Dany sensed. Its eyes were pools of molten magma, and when it opened its mouth, the flame came
roaring out in a hot jet. She could hear it singing to her. She opened her arms to the fire, embraced it,
let it swallow her whole, let it cleanse her and temper her and scour her clean. She could feel her fles
sear and blacken and slough away, could feel her blood boil and turn to steam, and yet there was no
pain. She felt strong and new and fierce.
And the next day, strangely, she did not seem to hurt quite so much. It was as if the gods had hear
her and taken pity. Even her handmaids noticed the change. “Khaleesi,” Jhiqui said, “what is wrong?
Are you sick?”
“I was,” she answered, standing over the dragon’s eggs that Illyrio had given her when she wed.
She touched one, the largest of the three, running her hand lightly over the shell. Black-and-scarlet,
she thought, like the dragon in my dream. The stone felt strangely warm beneath her fingers … or wa
she still dreaming? She pulled her hand back nervously.
From that hour onward, each day was easier than the one before it. Her legs grew stronger; her
blisters burst and her hands grew callused; her soft thighs toughened, supple as leather.
The khal had commanded the handmaid Irri to teach Dany to ride in the Dothraki fashion, but it
was the filly who was her real teacher. The horse seemed to know her moods, as if they shared a singl
mind. With every passing day, Dany felt surer in her seat. The Dothraki were a hard and unsentiment
people, and it was not their custom to name their animals, so Dany thought of her only as the silver.
She had never loved anything so much.
As the riding became less an ordeal, Dany began to notice the beauties of the land around her. She
rode at the head of the khalasar with Drogo and his bloodriders, so she came to each country fresh an
unspoiled. Behind them the great horde might tear the earth and muddy the rivers and send up clouds
of choking dust, but the fields ahead of them were always green and verdant.
They crossed the rolling hills of Norvos, past terraced farms and small villages where the
townsfolk watched anxiously from atop white stucco walls. They forded three wide placid rivers and
fourth that was swift and narrow and treacherous, camped beside a high blue waterfall, skirted the
tumbled ruins of a vast dead city where ghosts were said to moan among blackened marble columns.
They raced down Valyrian roads a thousand years old and straight as a Dothraki arrow. For half a
moon, they rode through the Forest of Qohor, where the leaves made a golden canopy high above
them, and the trunks of the trees were as wide as city gates. There were great elk in that wood, and
spotted tigers, and lemurs with silver fur and huge purple eyes, but all fled before the approach of the
khalasar and Dany got no glimpse of them.
By then her agony was a fading memory. She still ached after a long day’s riding, yet somehow th
pain had a sweetness to it now, and each morning she came willingly to her saddle, eager to know
what wonders waited for her in the lands ahead. She began to find pleasure even in her nights, and if

she still cried out when Drogo took her, it was not always in pain.
At the bottom of the ridge, the grasses rose around her, tall and supple. Dany slowed to a trot and
rode out onto the plain, losing herself in the green, blessedly alone. In the khalasar she was never
alone. Khal Drogo came to her only after the sun went down, but her handmaids fed her and bathed he
and slept by the door of her tent, Drogo’s bloodriders and the men of her khas were never far, and her
brother was an unwelcome shadow, day and night. Dany could hear him on the top of the ridge, his
voice shrill with anger as he shouted at Ser Jorah. She rode on, submerging herself deeper in the
Dothraki sea.
The green swallowed her up. The air was rich with the scents of earth and grass, mixed with the
smell of horseflesh and Dany’s sweat and the oil in her hair. Dothraki smells. They seemed to belong
here. Dany breathed it all in, laughing. She had a sudden urge to feel the ground beneath her, to curl
her toes in that thick black soil. Swinging down from her saddle, she let the silver graze while she
pulled off her high boots.
Viserys came upon her as sudden as a summer storm, his horse rearing beneath him as he reined
up too hard. “You dare!” he screamed at her. “You give commands to me? To me?” He vaulted off th
horse, stumbling as he landed. His face was flushed as he struggled back to his feet. He grabbed her,
shook her. “Have you forgotten who you are? Look at you. Look at you!”
Dany did not need to look. She was barefoot, with oiled hair, wearing Dothraki riding leathers and
a painted vest given her as a bride gift. She looked as though she belonged here. Viserys was soiled
and stained in city silks and ringmail.
He was still screaming. “You do not command the dragon. Do you understand? I am the Lord of
the Seven Kingdoms, I will not hear orders from some horselord’s slut, do you hear me?” His hand
went under her vest, his fingers digging painfully into her breast. “Do you hear me?”
Dany shoved him away, hard.
Viserys stared at her, his lilac eyes incredulous. She had never defied him. Never fought back.
Rage twisted his features. He would hurt her now, and badly, she knew that.
Crack.
The whip made a sound like thunder. The coil took Viserys around the throat and yanked him
backward. He went sprawling in the grass, stunned and choking. The Dothraki riders hooted at him as
he struggled to free himself. The one with the whip, young Jhogo, rasped a question. Dany did not
understand his words, but by then Irri was there, and Ser Jorah, and the rest of her khas. “Jhogo asks i
you would have him dead, Khaleesi,” Irri said.
“No,” Dany replied. “No.”
Jhogo understood that. One of the others barked out a comment, and the Dothraki laughed. Irri tol
her, “Quaro thinks you should take an ear to teach him respect.”
Her brother was on his knees, his fingers digging under the leather coils, crying incoherently,
struggling for breath. The whip was tight around his windpipe.
“Tell them I do not wish him harmed,” Dany said.
Irri repeated her words in Dothraki. Jhogo gave a pull on the whip, yanking Viserys around like a
puppet on a string. He went sprawling again, freed from the leather embrace, a thin line of blood unde
his chin where the whip had cut deep.
“I warned him what would happen, my lady,” Ser Jorah Mormont said. “I told him to stay on the
ridge, as you commanded.”
“I know you did,” Dany replied, watching Viserys. He lay on the ground, sucking in air noisily,
red-faced and sobbing. He was a pitiful thing. He had always been a pitiful thing. Why had she never
seen that before? There was a hollow place inside her where her fear had been.
“Take his horse,” Dany commanded Ser Jorah. Viserys gaped at her. He could not believe what he

was hearing; nor could Dany quite believe what she was saying. Yet the words came. “Let my brother
walk behind us back to the khalasar.” Among the Dothraki, the man who does not ride was no man at
all, the lowest of the low, without honor or pride. “Let everyone see him as he is.”
“No!” Viserys screamed. He turned to Ser Jorah, pleading in the Common Tongue with words the
horsemen would not understand. “Hit her, Mormont. Hurt her. Your king commands it. Kill these
Dothraki dogs and teach her.”
The exile knight looked from Dany to her brother; she barefoot, with dirt between her toes and oil
in her hair, he with his silks and steel. Dany could see the decision on his face. “He shall walk,
Khaleesi,” he said. He took her brother’s horse in hand while Dany remounted her silver.
Viserys gaped at him, and sat down in the dirt. He kept his silence, but he would not move, and hi
eyes were full of poison as they rode away. Soon he was lost in the tall grass. When they could not se
him anymore, Dany grew afraid. “Will he find his way back?” she asked Ser Jorah as they rode.
“Even a man as blind as your brother should be able to follow our trail,” he replied.
“He is proud. He may be too shamed to come back.”
Jorah laughed. “Where else should he go? If he cannot find the khalasar, the khalasar will most
surely find him. It is hard to drown in the Dothraki sea, child.”
Dany saw the truth of that. The khalasar was like a city on the march, but it did not march blindly
Always scouts ranged far ahead of the main column, alert for any sign of game or prey or enemies,
while outriders guarded their flanks. They missed nothing, not here, in this land, the place where they
had come from. These plains were a part of them … and of her, now.
“I hit him,” she said, wonder in her voice. Now that it was over, it seemed like some strange dream
that she had dreamed. “Ser Jorah, do you think … he’ll be so angry when he gets back …” She
shivered. “I woke the dragon, didn’t I?”
Ser Jorah snorted. “Can you wake the dead, girl? Your brother Rhaegar was the last dragon, and h
died on the Trident. Viserys is less than the shadow of a snake.”
His blunt words startled her. It seemed as though all the things she had always believed were
suddenly called into question. “You … you swore him your sword …”
“That I did, girl,” Ser Jorah said. “And if your brother is the shadow of a snake, what does that
make his servants?” His voice was bitter.
“He is still the true king. He is …”
Jorah pulled up his horse and looked at her. “Truth now. Would you want to see Viserys sit a
throne?”
Dany thought about that. “He would not be a very good king, would he?”
“There have been worse … but not many.” The knight gave his heels to his mount and started off
again.
Dany rode close beside him. “Still,” she said, “the common people are waiting for him. Magister
Illyrio says they are sewing dragon banners and praying for Viserys to return from across the narrow
sea to free them.”
“The common people pray for rain, healthy children, and a summer that never ends,” Ser Jorah
told her. “It is no matter to them if the high lords play their game of thrones, so long as they are left i
peace.” He gave a shrug. “They never are.”
Dany rode along quietly for a time, working his words like a puzzle box. It went against everythin
that Viserys had ever told her to think that the people could care so little whether a true king or a
usurper reigned over them. Yet the more she thought on Jorah’s words, the more they rang of truth.
“What do you pray for, Ser Jorah?” she asked him.
“Home,” he said. His voice was thick with longing.
“I pray for home too,” she told him, believing it.

Ser Jorah laughed. “Look around you then, Khaleesi.”
But it was not the plains Dany saw then. It was King’s Landing and the great Red Keep that Aego
the Conqueror had built. It was Dragonstone where she had been born. In her mind’s eye they burned
with a thousand lights, a fire blazing in every window. In her mind’s eye, all the doors were red.
“My brother will never take back the Seven Kingdoms,” Dany said. She had known that for a long
time, she realized. She had known it all her life. Only she had never let herself say the words, even in
whisper, but now she said them for Jorah Mormont and all the world to hear.
Ser Jorah gave her a measuring look. “You think not.”
“He could not lead an army even if my lord husband gave him one,” Dany said. “He has no coin
and the only knight who follows him reviles him as less than a snake. The Dothraki make mock of his
weakness. He will never take us home.”
“Wise child.” The knight smiled.
“I am no child,” she told him fiercely. Her heels pressed into the sides of her mount, rousing the
silver to a gallop. Faster and faster she raced, leaving Jorah and Irri and the others far behind, the
warm wind in her hair and the setting sun red on her face. By the time she reached the khalasar, it wa
dusk.
The slaves had erected her tent by the shore of a spring-fed pool. She could hear rough voices from
the woven grass palace on the hill. Soon there would be laughter, when the men of her khas told the
story of what had happened in the grasses today. By the time Viserys came limping back among them
every man, woman, and child in the camp would know him for a walker. There were no secrets in the
khalasar.
Dany gave the silver over to the slaves for grooming and entered her tent. It was cool and dim
beneath the silk. As she let the door flap close behind her, Dany saw a finger of dusty red light reach
out to touch her dragon’s eggs across the tent. For an instant a thousand droplets of scarlet flame
swam before her eyes. She blinked, and they were gone.
Stone, she told herself. They are only stone, even Illyrio said so, the dragons are all dead. She put
her palm against the black egg, fingers spread gently across the curve of the shell. The stone was
warm. Almost hot. “The sun,” Dany whispered. “The sun warmed them as they rode.”
She commanded her handmaids to prepare her a bath. Doreah built a fire outside the tent, while
Irri and Jhiqui fetched the big copper tub—another bride gift—from the packhorses and carried water
from the pool. When the bath was steaming, Irri helped her into it and climbed in after her.
“Have you ever seen a dragon?” she asked as Irri scrubbed her back and Jhiqui sluiced sand from
her hair. She had heard that the first dragons had come from the east, from the Shadow Lands beyond
Asshai and the islands of the Jade Sea. Perhaps some were still living there, in realms strange and
wild.
“Dragons are gone, Khaleesi,” Irri said.
“Dead,” agreed Jhiqui. “Long and long ago.”
Viserys had told her that the last Targaryen dragons had died no more than a century and a half
ago, during the reign of Aegon III, who was called the Dragonbane. That did not seem so long ago to
Dany. “Everywhere?” she said, disappointed. “Even in the east?” Magic had died in the west when th
Doom fell on Valyria and the Lands of the Long Summer, and neither spell-forged steel nor
stormsingers nor dragons could hold it back, but Dany had always heard that the east was different. It
was said that manticores prowled the islands of the Jade Sea, that basilisks infested the jungles of Yi
Ti, that spellsingers, warlocks, and aeromancers practiced their arts openly in Asshai, while
shadowbinders and bloodmages worked terrible sorceries in the black of night. Why shouldn’t there b
dragons too?
“No dragon,” Irri said. “Brave men kill them, for dragon terrible evil beasts. It is known.”

“It is known,” agreed Jhiqui.
“A trader from Qarth once told me that dragons came from the moon,” blond Doreah said as she
warmed a towel over the fire. Jhiqui and Irri were of an age with Dany, Dothraki girls taken as slaves
when Drogo destroyed their father’s khalasar. Doreah was older, almost twenty. Magister Illyrio had
found her in a pleasure house in Lys.
Silvery-wet hair tumbled across her eyes as Dany turned her head, curious. “The moon?”
“He told me the moon was an egg, Khaleesi,” the Lysene girl said. “Once there were two moons i
the sky, but one wandered too close to the sun and cracked from the heat. A thousand thousand
dragons poured forth, and drank the fire of the sun. That is why dragons breathe flame. One day the
other moon will kiss the sun too, and then it will crack and the dragons will return.”
The two Dothraki girls giggled and laughed. “You are foolish strawhead slave,” Irri said. “Moon i
no egg. Moon is god, woman wife of sun. It is known.”
“It is known,” Jhiqui agreed.
Dany’s skin was flushed and pink when she climbed from the tub. Jhiqui laid her down to oil her
body and scrape the dirt from her pores. Afterward Irri sprinkled her with spiceflower and cinnamon.
While Doreah brushed her hair until it shone like spun silver, she thought about the moon, and eggs,
and dragons.
Her supper was a simple meal of fruit and cheese and fry bread, with a jug of honeyed wine to
wash it down. “Doreah, stay and eat with me,” Dany commanded when she sent her other handmaids
away. The Lysene girl had hair the color of honey, and eyes like the summer sky.
She lowered those eyes when they were alone. “You honor me, Khaleesi,” she said, but it was no
honor, only service. Long after the moon had risen, they sat together, talking.
That night, when Khal Drogo came, Dany was waiting for him. He stood in the door of her tent an
looked at her with surprise. She rose slowly and opened her sleeping silks and let them fall to the
ground. “This night we must go outside, my lord,” she told him, for the Dothraki believed that all
things of importance in a man’s life must be done beneath the open sky.
Khal Drogo followed her out into the moonlight, the bells in his hair tinkling softly. A few yards
from her tent was a bed of soft grass, and it was there that Dany drew him down. When he tried to tur
her over, she put a hand on his chest. “No,” she said. “This night I would look on your face.”
There is no privacy in the heart of the khalasar. Dany felt the eyes on her as she undressed him,
heard the soft voices as she did the things that Doreah had told her to do. It was nothing to her. Was
she not khaleesi? His were the only eyes that mattered, and when she mounted him she saw somethin
there that she had never seen before. She rode him as fiercely as ever she had ridden her silver, and
when the moment of his pleasure came, Khal Drogo called out her name.
They were on the far side of the Dothraki sea when Jhiqui brushed the soft swell of Dany’s
stomach with her fingers and said, “Khaleesi, you are with child.”
“I know,” Dany told her.
It was her fourteenth name day.

FOUR

The Horse Gate of Vaes Dothrak was made of two gigantic bronze stallions, rearing, their hooves
meeting a hundred feet above the roadway to form a pointed arch.
Dany could not have said why the city needed a gate when it had no walls … and no buildings tha
she could see. Yet there it stood, immense and beautiful, the great horses framing the distant purple
mountain beyond. The bronze stallions threw long shadows across the waving grasses as Khal Drogo
led the khalasar under their hooves and down the godsway, his bloodriders beside him.
Dany followed on her silver, escorted by Ser Jorah Mormont and her brother Viserys, mounted
once more. After the day in the grass when she had left him to walk back to the khalasar, the Dothrak
had laughingly called him Khal Rhae Mhar, the Sorefoot King. Khal Drogo had offered him a place in
a cart the next day, and Viserys had accepted. In his stubborn ignorance, he had not even known he
was being mocked; the carts were for eunuchs, cripples, women giving birth, the very young and the
very old. That won him yet another name: Khal Rhaggat, the Cart King. Her brother had thought it wa
the khal’s way of apologizing for the wrong Dany had done him. She had begged Ser Jorah not to tell
him the truth, lest he be shamed. The knight had replied that the king could well do with a bit of
shame … yet he had done as she bid. It had taken much pleading, and all the pillow tricks Doreah had
taught her, before Dany had been able to make Drogo relent and allow Viserys to rejoin them at the
head of the column.
“Where is the city?” she asked as they passed beneath the bronze arch. There were no buildings to
be seen, no people, only the grass and the road, lined with ancient monuments from all the lands the
Dothraki had sacked over the centuries.
“Ahead,” Ser Jorah answered. “Under the mountain.”
Beyond the horse gate, plundered gods and stolen heroes loomed to either side of them. The
forgotten deities of dead cities brandished their broken thunderbolts at the sky as Dany rode her silve
past their feet. Stone kings looked down on her from their thrones, their faces chipped and stained,
even their names lost in the mists of time. Lithe young maidens danced on marble plinths, draped onl
in flowers, or poured air from shattered jars. Monsters stood in the grass beside the road; black iron
dragons with jewels for eyes, roaring griffins, manticores with their barbed tails poised to strike, and
other beasts she could not name. Some of the statues were so lovely they took her breath away, others
so misshapen and terrible that Dany could scarcely bear to look at them. Those, Ser Jorah said, had
likely come from the Shadow Lands beyond Asshai.
“So many,” she said as her silver stepped slowly onward, “and from so many lands.”
Viserys was less impressed. “The trash of dead cities,” he sneered. He was careful to speak in the
Common Tongue, which few Dothraki could understand, yet even so Dany found herself glancing bac
at the men of her khas, to make certain he had not been overheard. He went on blithely. “All these
savages know how to do is steal the things better men have built … and kill.” He laughed. “They do
know how to kill. Otherwise I’d have no use for them at all.”
“They are my people now,” Dany said. “You should not call them savages, brother.”
“The dragon speaks as he likes,” Viserys said … in the Common Tongue. He glanced over his
shoulder at Aggo and Rakharo, riding behind them, and favored them with a mocking smile. “See, the
savages lack the wit to understand the speech of civilized men.” A moss-eaten stone monolith loomed
over the road, fifty feet tall. Viserys gazed at it with boredom in his eyes. “How long must we linger
amidst these ruins before Drogo gives me my army? I grow tired of waiting.”
“The princess must be presented to the dosh khaleen …”
“The crones, yes,” her brother interrupted, “and there’s to be some mummer’s show of a prophecy

for the whelp in her belly, you told me. What is that to me? I’m tired of eating horsemeat and I’m sic
of the stink of these savages.” He sniffed at the wide, floppy sleeve of his tunic, where it was his
custom to keep a sachet. It could not have helped much. The tunic was filthy. All the silk and heavy
wools that Viserys had worn out of Pentos were stained by hard travel and rotted from sweat.
Ser Jorah Mormont said, “The Western Market will have food more to your taste, Your Grace. Th
traders from the Free Cities come there to sell their wares. The khal will honor his promise in his own
time.”
“He had better,” Viserys said grimly. “I was promised a crown, and I mean to have it. The dragon
is not mocked.” Spying an obscene likeness of a woman with six breasts and a ferret’s head, he rode
off to inspect it more closely.
Dany was relieved, yet no less anxious. “I pray that my sun-and-stars will not keep him waiting
too long,” she told Ser Jorah when her brother was out of earshot.
The knight looked after Viserys doubtfully. “Your brother should have bided his time in Pentos.
There is no place for him in a khalasar. Illyrio tried to warn him.”
“He will go as soon as he has his ten thousand. My lord husband promised a golden crown.”
Ser Jorah grunted. “Yes, Khaleesi, but … the Dothraki look on these things differently than we do
in the west. I have told him as much, as Illyrio told him, but your brother does not listen. The
horselords are no traders. Viserys thinks he sold you, and now he wants his price. Yet Khal Drogo
would say he had you as a gift. He will give Viserys a gift in return, yes … in his own time. You do
not demand a gift, not of a khal. You do not demand anything of a khal.”
“It is not right to make him wait.” Dany did not know why she was defending her brother, yet she
was. “Viserys says he could sweep the Seven Kingdoms with ten thousand Dothraki screamers.”
Ser Jorah snorted. “Viserys could not sweep a stable with ten thousand brooms.”
Dany could not pretend to surprise at the disdain in his tone. “What … what if it were not
Viserys?” she asked. “If it were someone else who led them? Someone stronger? Could the Dothraki
truly conquer the Seven Kingdoms?”
Ser Jorah’s face grew thoughtful as their horses trod together down the godsway. “When I first
went into exile, I looked at the Dothraki and saw half-naked barbarians, as wild as their horses. If you
had asked me then, Princess, I should have told you that a thousand good knights would have no
trouble putting to flight a hundred times as many Dothraki.”
“But if I asked you now?”
“Now,” the knight said, “I am less certain. They are better riders than any knight, utterly fearless,
and their bows outrange ours. In the Seven Kingdoms, most archers fight on foot, from behind a
shieldwall or a barricade of sharpened stakes. The Dothraki fire from horseback, charging or
retreating, it makes no matter, they are full as deadly … and there are so many of them, my lady. You
lord husband alone counts forty thousand mounted warriors in his khalasar.”
“Is that truly so many?”
“Your brother Rhaegar brought as many men to the Trident,” Ser Jorah admitted, “but of that
number, no more than a tenth were knights. The rest were archers, freeriders, and foot soldiers armed
with spears and pikes. When Rhaegar fell, many threw down their weapons and fled the field. How
long do you imagine such a rabble would stand against the charge of forty thousand screamers
howling for blood? How well would boiled leather jerkins and mailed shirts protect them when the
arrows fall like rain?”
“Not long,” she said, “not well.”
He nodded. “Mind you, Princess, if the lords of the Seven Kingdoms have the wit the gods gave a
goose, it will never come to that. The riders have no taste for siegecraft. I doubt they could take even
the weakest castle in the Seven Kingdoms, but if Robert Baratheon were fool enough to give them
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