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Chapter 1: The Double Crown of Llywel (1090–1091)
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Eidio Wyllt spat a mouthful of dark blood into the mud, his fingers curling tightly around the edge of his blue wool cloak. The rich silken borders, intricately embroidered by Dublin descendents of North African artisans captured during the historic Nekor raid just over two hundred years since, were now caked in Welsh clay. It was a humiliating degradation of the wealth he had left behind in Ireland. Dublin had been a kingdom of stone and sophistication, overflowing with Mediterranean glass, advanced metalwork, and the luxury of a ruling elite accustomed to the finest things. Here, there seemed only rock, rain, and the unrelenting suspicion of the Welsh clans.

To the insular, suspicious Welsh clans of the hills, Eidio’s original Norse patronymic would have sounded foreign, and the ghost of the slain Madog ap Bleddyn still made some local septs clutch their spears in bitter remembrance. King Rhys ap Tewdwr had warned him. "If you keep the name of your father, nephew, the mountains will swallow you before the winter snows," Rhys had sat upon a low oak stool in a cramped, smoke-blackened hall back in Dublin, his ancient eyes tracking the younger man with a cold, political calculus. "Eidi ap Sitric will become Eidio the Wild."

When Rhys formally granted him the isolated mountain lordship of Llywel, Eidio knew it was no gift; he was being used as a human shield against the encroaching Normans. To his hundred-man vanguard of Hiberno-Norse mercenaries, the steep ridges above the River Usk felt like a prison sentence. They were men of the longships and the open horizon, completely unaccustomed to digging their fingernails into red sandstone.

"We are gulls perched on a barren crag, Lord," muttered Torstein, his massive beard stained with tallow as he leaned heavily on his iron-headed axe. "There is no glory in this rock."

"There is permanence in it," Eidio replied, his voice dropping into the harsh, commanding register he now wore like armour.

He refused to live in a crude timber motte that could be burned to ash by the first raiding party. Drawing deep from the maternal bloodline of his mother, Nest, Eidio resurrected the architectural memory of the Mauritian style—a sophisticated, post-Roman defensive philosophy that combined Roman structural engineering with the brutal pragmatism required by the terrain. He stripped to the waist alongside his men, his torso a roadmap of pale scars from his naval youth, and hauled the massive blocks of Old Red Sandstone himself.

The building of the fortified manor became a grueling, visceral forge. The complex was designed around a fortified central courtyard—a direct nod to a Roman atrium—with thick stone walls anchored directly into the living mountain cliffside. Inside the rising enclosure, tension simmered constantly. Eidio’s Dublin veterans, accustomed to cosmopolitan comforts, lived in a claustrophobic deadlock with the local Welsh laborers they had forced into service. The sharp stench of fermented fish from the mercenaries' rations warred with the smell of roasting mountain venison over the communal fire pits.

Eidio ruled this volatile micro-kingdom through sheer psychological terror and calculated charisma. To the Welsh clans, he played the part of the unpredictable, terrifying Wyllt, a man who might offer a fiercely loyal alliance or break an elder's ribs with his bare hands. To his Norse vanguard, he remained the shrewd, wealthy sea-commander who had promised them land, now forcing them to exchange their oars for mason’s chisels.

By the time the final perimeter stones were locked into place in the winter of 1091, Eidio stood on the high parapet, his embroidered blue cloak snapping violently in the wind. He looked down at his hands, raw, calloused, and permanently stained with the grey lime of his own fortress. The execution of Madog ap Bleddyn was history; the identity he had manufactured to achieve it was now his reality. He was Eidio Wyllt, rooted deep in the earth, waiting for the first sign of Norman iron to breach the valley below.

––––––––
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​Chapter 2: The Iron and the Standard (1092)

Bernard de Neufmarché did not march like a man; he marched like an inundation. Word had filtered up the valley through breathless, bleeding scouts that the Anglo-Norman Marcher lord had breached the upper canopy of the Brycheiniog valley, moving with a terrifying, mechanical precision along the overgrown strata of the old Roman roads. Where the Welsh clans saw a chaotic wilderness of rock and bog, the Norman saw a grid of conquest. They were pushing out from Hereford, leaving a trail of smoking timber palisades and displaced, weeping septs in their wake.

Inside the newly completed stone courtyard of Llywel, the atmosphere was thick with the scent of fear and burning tallow. Torstein stood by the heavy oak gates, methodically running a whetstone over the broad, crescent blade of his bearded axe, the rhythmic shhhk-shhhk sounding like the respiration of some waiting beast.

"They have heavy cavalry, Lord," Torstein said without looking up, his voice a low rumble. "Horses clad in iron. Men in hauberks that reach their knees. We should let them choke on the steep passes. Let them exhaust themselves against our walls."

Eidio Wyllt adjusted the heavy, woad-blue cloak over his shoulders, his fingers tracing the smooth, cool silk bordering the wool. It was the dress of an aristocrat, an explicit reminder of the hyper-developed Dublin courts where he had learned that wars were won as much by the mind as by the blade.

"If we hide behind these walls, Bernard will simply starve the valley, burn the crops, and pen us in like sheep," Eidio replied, his voice flat, carrying the cold, calculating edge of a seasoned merchant-prince. "The Norman expects a primitive provincial tribal chief. He expects a man who screams in a tongue he considers sub-human and hides in the mud. We give him what he expects, right up until the moment we cut his legs out from under him."

Eidio did not wait for the siege. He gathered his hundred-man vanguard—the hardened Hiberno-Norse mercenaries who moved with the fluid, brutal grace of men who lived by the iron—and rode eastward down the valley.

They met the Norman advance at a narrow stone bridge spanning a roaring, frothing tributary of the River Usk. The water below was white with foam, crashing against boulders with a deafening roar. It was a perfect tactical bottleneck. On the eastern bank, the Norman vanguard halted. They were a glittering, menacing line of ring-mail and conical steel helmets, their long tear-drop shields bearing the colorful, arrogant devices of the conquering elite.

At the front of the column sat Bernard de Neufmarché. He was a man framed by iron and hubris, his destrier snorting and stamping its hooves against the ancient Roman paving stones. To Bernard and his knights, the old Norse tongue of their ancestors was a dead, barbaric thing, entirely abandoned in favor of the crisp, aristocratic cadences of Old Norman-French. To them, the man blocking the bridge was just another native obstacle to be cleared, a savage dressed in stolen finery.

Eidio rode his mount to the center of the bridge alone, completely exposed. His axe hung at his saddle, untouched. He waited until Bernard pricked his spurs into his horse and advanced to the opposite lip of the stone span, looking down his nose with absolute, icy contempt.

"Clear the way, native," Bernard’s captain shouted in rough Latin, assuming the man before him lacked the wit for anything else. "Or we will paint this brook with your blood."

Eidio did not flinch. Instead, he straightened in his saddle, his posture shifting from that of a wild mountain warlord to the flawless, elegant bearing of a Dublin courtier. When he spoke, it was not the guttural Brycheiniog dialect, nor the harsh Norse of the sea-wolves.

He spoke in fluent, pristine, aristocratic Norman-French.

"You stand upon the lands of Llywel, Bernard," Eidio said, his accent so perfectly aligned with the courts of Rouen and London that several of the Norman knights visibly recoiled in their saddles, their hands freezing over their sword hilts. "And you are trespassing on the sovereign territory of King Rhys ap Tewdwr."

The shock that rippled through the Norman line was a physical thing. Eidio watched Bernard’s eyes narrow, the Marcher lord’s arrogant facade cracking to reveal the sharp, predatory intelligence beneath. Through Dublin’s vast international trade networks, Eidio had spent years interacting with Norman merchants, envoys, and mercenaries. He understood their legalistic minds, their obsessions with hierarchy, and their profound vulnerability to anyone who could match their cultural arrogance.

Before Bernard could recover his speech, Eidio raised his left hand, deliberately catching the pale autumn sunlight. On his finger gleamed the massive carnelian signet ring of his mother Nest’s Romano-British military ancestors. The deep red stone was deeply incised with an ancient imperial eagle, a symbol of a bureaucracy and military might that had civilized Britain while the ancestors of the Normans were still raiding mud huts.

"I am Eidio Wyllt," he continued, his voice cutting through the roar of the water below. "By blood of the ancient empire, by the grace of King Rhys, and by the blades of the hundred men standing behind me. We are not a clan of starving shepherds. We are the vanguard of the west."

Behind him, on a synchronized cue, Torstein and the ninety-nine other Hiberno-Norse axemen stepped forward into the tight space of the bridge approach. They did not bang their shields or shout savage war cries. They simply raised their massive, double-handed battleaxes into the light—weapons capable of shearing through a horse’s neck or splitting a Norman helmet down to the collarbone in a single, fluid stroke. They stood in absolute, disciplined silence. The silent threat of those axes, combined with Eidio’s total diplomatic fluency, transformed the encounter from a routine slaughter into a terrifyingly volatile standoff.

Bernard de Neufmarché sat motionless on his warhorse, his gauntleted hand tightening on his reins. He looked at the narrow bridge, looked at the terrifyingly proficient mercenaries, and finally stared into Eidio’s dark, unblinking eyes. The Norman recognized the calculating mind of a fellow predator—a man who could play the savage or the diplomat at a moment's notice to protect his investment.

The air between the two men strained like a drawn bowstring, the fate of the upper valley hanging on a single breath.

​Chapter 3: The Broken Compact (1093)

The fragile, legalistic illusion of the bridge standoff dissolved with the first thaw of 1093. Bernard de Neufmarch














​Chapter 4: The Tongues of the Vanguard (1094–1096)













​Chapter 5: The Long Game of the Usk (1097–1100)











​Chapter 6: The Child of Chess (1104–1105)













​Chapter 8: The Birth of Golwg Goch (1097–1098)












​Chapter 7: The Heavy One (1105)






​Chapter 9: The Ramparts of Llywel (1106)






​Chapter 10: The Sieve of Time: Plague and Endogamy (1348–1650)










​Chapter 11: The Modern World (1914–Present)
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​Author’s Note: Navigating the Medieval Mirror
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