%urney Grounds
King’s Landing

His lip was bleeding. No... Was it the qums? His tonque ran along the back of his teeth, the metallic taste
dnainting a[ong his mouth with the motion, till he fressed the tz’p ugm’nst the base of the oﬁemﬁ'ng wegping tooth.
Unc[encﬁing his jaw, the corner of his mouth turning down at the numbness, he heard his sister in his mind -
te[[ing him he was going to break his teeth with his gnusﬁing. His eyes ﬂicﬁecf to the side, g[aring towards the 6oy
stanJing next to him - the gpotte([ tﬁing c[ear[y too young to be there. Then agm’n - his eyes moved to the rest -

Y many 0]( tﬁem were.

ﬁgping his 60(1{11 still, he jerﬁec{ his chin sﬁgﬁt@/ to the side. The child, who had been staring at the scar with
morbid fascination, neur[y stumbled as he rushed over with the cup. }[()[aring it at his mouth, £eyt¢m drank
cﬁzgp(y, the sweet wine c[eam’ng his fa[ette, Before gpitting out into the cup, the former[y Jna[e [iquiaf now Jm’nk.

Sucfcfen[y 6uﬁete¢{ to the side, the man _putting on his armour struggﬁng, Leyton cursed at the incompetence. He
then closed his eyes to ignore the sﬁakin\g hands. “When?” He :cpoke out tﬁrougﬁ gritted teeth, quick[y assured that
it would be but a moment more. When the moment had passed, Leyton got up. The man insisted he was not done.

Leyton did not care. Walking out of the tent, his small entourage flitting about him like pigeons around a stale
roll, he marched towards the ﬁe[c{, Tﬁey quick[y fe[[ behind.

The qm’et did notﬁing for his dark tone. When the crowd rose for his cﬁa[[enger, he strugg[eJ to retain his seeming
detachment. His hands... Hand - however, clenched. Sometimes he still fe[t it. Itcﬁin\q‘ Sweating. Sﬁaﬁing as zf
exerted. The cool go[z[ around his ﬁnger.

He needed to focus... Deglm'te his cﬁa[fenye.

A kid, 'Tﬁeydvut him up against a kid?

He knelt after his short stride, knee zﬁgging into the mud. Towards... Lyonel, the movement unthinking.

He felt blood in his mouth again.

"Ser Leyton of House Tyre[[, Lord Paramount of the Reach." The words were a taunt, despite what they
rgpresentec{. He needed to be done with this.



The horse had been secured for him. He cared not for it, nor the Jvmtt[e that ﬂ[[ec{ his ears as to its ream'ng. He
did not even know whether the beast had a name. Comformﬁfe in the saddle, his knees clenched, gm’cﬁ'ng it with
dvmcticeJ ease. Leaning to the [eft somewﬁat, trying to oﬂ-set the unbalanced weigﬁt, he took a breath. And then

another.

His heart was still. With as close to reluctance as he would be allowed, he moved into _position- Eefore he took

another breath.

The boy was hardly an enemy. His eyes still held the joy of the young. The joy he would have seen in his own son
- and been so easi[y fonc{ of. He ﬁgpec[ he had fami[y in the crowd. To pat him on the shoulder, and dm’m‘se his
eagerness. He ﬁgpecf a favoum{ maiden would be tﬁere, to soften the blow of a loss on his ﬁrst real J'oust.

He could not a/eny his smirk, u[[owing it behind his visor. What a foo[isﬁ tﬁougﬁt The ﬁoy Jvroﬁaﬁfy was still a
virgin, seeing as how eager he was in all this. No e)gperiences to dull his keen bravado. Perﬁ@ps he should send him
a consolation frize - his sister had maids ja[enty - and }ﬁgﬁgarc[en was not known as a Jv[easure Jva[ace for no

reason.

And he was off. Faster than on the 6att[eﬁe[c[. No consideration for terrain. He had done this hundreds of times.

The imfact was never so... soft.
At least, never so - off the battlefield.

He was brought back to reality with a shout, the blood pooling across the splintered wood. The boy fell, and Leyton
was off his saddle the moment after -rushing to him.

He needed. ..

He dv[acezf a covered hand across the neck, [ooking up, seeing men rusﬁing towards them. He looked down, seeing
the Stranger take him.

all ﬁgpes fac{eaf
an jaromises, broken.

All names, struck.



As the screams ﬁ[[ec{ the area, still on his knees beside the corpse, [eyton stared as the [iva form was fussecf over.
His arm ﬁung at his side, Jrfpying oﬁ the qm’cﬂy coo[ing blood. His other hand, twitched... wﬁifpermg in its

absence of his futi[e efforts, made less so - had it been fresent. He s[ow[y got up. And started to walk tﬁrougﬁ the
wide berth afforded to him by the crowd.

He had killed the boy.



