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There are places where history is written in royal courts and marble palaces.

And there are places where it is carved into stone by wind, blood, and memory.

Northern Dalmatia was one of them.

In the year of our Lord 1679, the rugged frontier between the Venetian Republic and the mighty Ottoman Empire stood as one of Europe's most dangerous borderlands. Beneath the towering cliffs of the Velebit Mountains, every village lived between two empires, two laws, and two uncertain futures. Venetian magistrates governed from distant coastal cities, Ottoman armies watched from beyond the frontier, while ordinary men and women struggled simply to survive another season.

Justice was rare.

Power belonged to those who could purchase it.

And truth often disappeared beneath official seals and carefully written reports.

Yet the mountains remembered what governments chose to forget.

Among lonely shepherds, weary soldiers, widows, merchants, and scattered mountain clans, whispers spread of a mysterious rider who emerged from the forests whenever oppression became unbearable. Venetian officials called him a murderer, a brigand, and an enemy of the Republic. His name appeared in court records beside accusations of robbery, ambush, and rebellion, and a handsome reward was offered for his capture.

But the people of Velebit knew another story.

To them he was ‘The Wolf of Velebit’—a guardian who stole from corrupt officials, protected forgotten villages, punished ruthless tax collectors, and vanished into the wilderness before dawn. No one knew his true name. No one had seen the face hidden behind his rough mask. Some believed he was merely a man. Others claimed he was the living spirit of the mountain itself, born wherever injustice ruled.

Legends, however, are rarely born from myth alone.

Behind every legend lies a forgotten truth.

‘The Wolf of Velebit’ is a story of hidden identities, stolen inheritance, political corruption, and a love powerful enough to challenge prejudice, ambition, and the authority of empires. Set against the breathtaking landscapes of seventeenth-century Dalmatia—where sheer limestone peaks descend toward the sparkling Adriatic, ancient forests conceal long-buried secrets, and every mountain pass may hide either salvation or death—it brings to life a world shaped by loyalty, sacrifice, and the relentless struggle between law and justice.

At the heart of this story stands Selina Contari, the intelligent and determined niece of a Venetian magistrate. Sent to the frontier to help expose the infamous outlaw, she expects to find a ruthless criminal. Instead, she discovers a man whose honor stands in sharp contrast to the corruption surrounding him. As duty slowly gives way to understanding, and understanding blossoms into forbidden love, Selina finds herself questioning everything she has been taught about justice, loyalty, and truth.

Their journey will lead through hidden valleys, abandoned fortresses, forgotten monasteries, and the untamed heights of the Velebit Mountains, where old betrayals still cast long shadows and the past refuses to remain buried. There they will uncover a conspiracy decades in the making—a conspiracy capable of destroying lives, erasing noble bloodlines, and silencing anyone brave enough to seek the truth.

More than an adventure, more than a romance, ‘The Wolf of Velebit’ is a tribute to the enduring spirit of those who refused to surrender to tyranny, a celebration of the wild beauty of the Velebit Mountains, and a reminder that true honor is earned not through titles or wealth, but through courage, compassion, and the choices made when no one is watching.

For while kingdoms rise and fall...

Legends endure.
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WINTER BENEATH THE WOLF'S MOUNTAIN
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The winter of 1679 did not arrive upon Northern Dalmatia; it conquered it.

For weeks the sky above Obrovac had been sealed beneath a ceiling of leaden clouds that smothered every hint of dawn. Snow clung stubbornly to the jagged ridges of Velebit, while icy winds swept through the deep gorges and barren limestone slopes with the mournful cry of unseen spirits. The elders claimed the mountain remembered every generation that had bled upon its stones. On nights such as these, when the bora roared like an angry sea across the heights, they whispered that Velebit was not merely a mountain, but an ancient guardian mourning the freedom of its people.

Below its towering cliffs, the emerald ribbon of the Zrmanja River carved its patient course through the canyon before slipping beneath the weathered walls of Obrovac. The old fortress overlooked the river like a weary sentinel, its scarred stones bearing silent witness to centuries of conquest, betrayal, and bloodshed. Venetian banners fluttered from its battlements, yet they seemed strangely foreign against the harsh beauty of the land, as though the mountain itself refused to acknowledge their authority.

It was a frontier where every sunrise carried uncertainty.

To the east lay the restless borderlands watched by Ottoman scouts. To the west stretched the distant power of the Republic of Venice, whose gilded palaces glittered upon calm lagoons far removed from these windswept heights. Between those two worlds stood the people of Velebit—shepherds, vintners, hunters, widows, and soldiers who belonged fully to neither empire. They survived because the mountain had taught them that survival itself was an act of defiance.

Winter had always been difficult.

This year, however, the cold was not the villagers' greatest enemy.

Fear was.

It lingered in every smoke-blackened cottage, crept through every stable, and settled beside every evening hearth. Even when the pale sun briefly pierced the endless clouds, its light brought little warmth. The damp air settled deep into aching bones, but another chill lay beneath it—a colder, invisible burden carried in every whispered conversation and every anxious glance toward the road leading from Obrovac.

The tax collectors would soon return.

They always did.

Venice called it administration.

The villagers called it plunder.

The Most Serene Republic proudly proclaimed itself the guardian of commerce and civilization, mistress of the Adriatic and defender of Christendom. Yet upon these distant frontiers, where imperial decrees traveled farther than justice itself, noble ideals often dissolved into the greed of lesser men. Governors changed. Magistrates came and went. Uniforms remained immaculate.

Only the suffering endured.

Each season brought new demands.

More silver.

More grain.

More sheep.

More wine.

When coin ran short—as it almost always did—the collectors measured wealth with pitiless eyes. A family's strongest ram vanished into official hands. Barrels of precious wine disappeared onto Venetian wagons. Oxen that had plowed the rocky fields for years were led away while hungry children watched in silence. Every seizure bore the seal of law.

Every theft was perfectly legal.

Those who protested discovered how fragile justice became when wrapped in velvet robes and backed by armed men.

In Venice, judges debated statutes beneath painted ceilings.

Here, among the mountains, the law often arrived wearing polished boots and carrying a musket.

The villagers had learned long ago that legality and righteousness were not always companions.

Yet the people endured.

They always had.

Villages clung stubbornly to the steep shoulders of Velebit as though carved from the mountain itself. Thick-walled stone cottages crouched against the relentless bora, their slate roofs buried beneath snow. Narrow goat paths twisted among ancient dry-stone walls that generations of calloused hands had built without mortar, fitting each limestone block into place with patient skill. Smoke curled lazily from crooked chimneys, carrying the scent of oak, juniper, and burning beech into the frozen air.

Life here demanded strength that no city could understand.

The earth offered little without sacrifice.

Fields had to be wrestled from bare rock. Every terrace climbing the hillsides represented years of labor, each stone lifted and placed by hands that knew no rest. Hardy sheep wandered the sparse mountain pastures, finding nourishment where outsiders saw only wilderness. Their milk became cheese; their wool became clothing; their survival became the survival of entire families.

Lower upon the sunlit slopes, vineyards slept beneath winter's frost. Their twisted vines resembled ancient fingers reaching through the snow toward a forgotten spring. When autumn finally returned, they would yield clusters of dark grapes whose rich wine carried within it the taste of limestone, salt winds, and mountain rain. A single cask could purchase seed for another year—or pay another crushing tax.

Nothing truly belonged to those who cultivated it.

Everything had a price.

Everything could be taken.

Still, the people planted.

Still, they harvested.

Still, they prayed.

Perhaps hope itself was the one possession no collector could measure.

As evening settled over the valley, the wind gathered strength among the cliffs, sending echoes rolling across the ravines like distant voices. Wolves answered from hidden forests high upon the mountain, their haunting cries drifting through the frozen darkness.

Children instinctively drew closer to their mothers.

The oldest villagers merely listened.

"The wolves still remember," they would murmur, staring toward the snow-covered heights.

No one ever asked what they remembered.

Some memories were older than empires.

Older than kings.

Older, perhaps, than the mountain itself.

And somewhere within those vast white peaks, beyond the reach of Venetian patrols and hidden from every official map, another legend was awakening—a shadow that moved as silently as falling snow, a name spoken only behind barred doors and dying fires.

The Wolf of Velebit.

Some claimed he was nothing more than a ruthless outlaw.

Others swore he was Heaven's answer to earthly injustice.

The tax collectors laughed whenever they heard his name.

The poor never did.

For when the law became another face of tyranny, legends often became the last refuge of hope.
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The officials of the Venetian magistrate descended upon the scattered villages beneath Velebit with the grim certainty of winter frost. They wore polished breastplates that gleamed beneath the Adriatic sun, crimson cloaks embroidered with the winged Lion of Saint Mark, and expressions that revealed neither mercy nor doubt. Behind them marched armed escorts, scribes burdened with leather-bound ledgers, and mule trains prepared to carry away whatever the people had managed to wrest from the unforgiving land.

They came not as guardians of law, but as harvesters of despair.

Across the rocky slopes of Northern Dalmatia, where ancient stone cottages clung stubbornly to the mountainsides and narrow goat paths wound through forests of black pine and silver beech, life had never been easy. Every sack of grain represented months of aching backs beneath the burning summer sun. Every sheep grazing among the fragrant sage and wild thyme had survived wolves, harsh winters, and barren pastures. Every vine that embraced the sun-baked limestone had been watered by generations whose sweat had soaked into the very earth.

The people of Velebit possessed little.

Yet even that little was no longer their own.

The magistrate's collectors moved from village to village like a relentless pestilence, their arrival announced by the distant echo of horseshoes striking stone and the mournful tolling of church bells warning that another reckoning had come. Doors opened reluctantly. Mothers drew frightened children behind rough wooden tables. Old men removed worn caps in silent resignation while young men lowered their eyes, for to meet the gaze of authority too boldly was often interpreted as rebellion.

The demands never ceased.

Grain—the precious promise of another spring—was poured into Venetian wagons until village granaries stood hollow like empty tombs. Olive oil vanished into official casks. Wheels of hard cheese disappeared beneath government seals. Barrels of ruby-colored wine, born from vines older than many kingdoms, were rolled away toward distant palaces whose noble guests would never know the names of those whose hunger had sweetened every cup.

The flocks suffered no gentler fate.

Sheep were counted, marked, and slaughtered according to quotas written by men who had never climbed these mountains or listened to the howl of winter winds sweeping through Tulove Grede. By the time the officials departed, only scattered bones and frightened lambs remained among the stony pastures.

Still they demanded more.

Taxes multiplied faster than harvests.

Penalties grew heavier than the mountain itself.

Every season seemed to invent a new decree, another seal, another law that reached deeper into the lives of people already bent beneath burdens too heavy for ordinary men.

When payment became impossible—as it inevitably did—the law revealed its true face.

Families disappeared.

A father who failed to surrender his final sack of barley was dragged from his doorway before sunrise while his wife clutched their children in helpless silence. Brothers who protested the confiscation of inherited vineyards vanished in iron chains. Entire households were marched away beneath armed escort toward distant Venetian prisons whose damp stone walls swallowed names as completely as the sea swallowed ships during winter storms.

Some were condemned to endless labor in distant estates.

Others simply vanished.

No letters returned.

No graves were ever found.

Only unanswered prayers remained.

The silence left behind after each arrest became more terrifying than the soldiers themselves. Empty cottages stared through broken shutters like blind eyes. Gardens withered. Wells echoed without laughter. Even the dogs refused to bark after witnessing enough departures to understand that some masters never came home.

Fear settled over the valleys like morning mist.

It drifted between abandoned terraces and ruined watchtowers left behind by older wars. It crept through monasteries hidden among the hills, where weary monks copied sacred texts by candlelight while quietly recording the names of those who had disappeared, believing that memory itself was a form of defiance against tyranny.

High above them all, Velebit watched.

The ancient mountain remained unmoved by the rise and fall of empires.

Its jagged limestone peaks pierced the heavens like the broken crowns of forgotten kings. Eagles circled above cliffs untouched by foreign banners. Crystal springs burst from hidden caverns before racing through narrow gorges lined with moss-covered rocks. Dense forests whispered beneath restless winds, carrying stories older than Venice itself—stories of Illyrian warriors, old kings, wandering hajduks, and shepherds whose songs had echoed among these ridges long before magistrates learned to draw borders upon maps.

The mountain remembered everything.

It remembered every oath sworn upon its stones.

Every betrayal buried beneath its snow.

Every innocent cry carried into its valleys.

And among its countless ravines and secret caves, memory waited patiently for justice.

It was within this suffocating darkness that another sound began to spread.

Not the clatter of soldiers.

Not the weeping of widows.

A whisper.

At first it traveled cautiously between shepherds meeting at lonely mountain springs. Then fishermen carried it across the emerald waters of the Zrmanja River as they drifted silently beneath towering limestone cliffs. Merchants exchanged it in crowded marketplaces without ever daring to raise their voices. Franciscan friars repeated it behind monastery walls after night prayers, while old women murmured it beside their hearths as though speaking the name of a saint forbidden by earthly rulers.

The whisper carried no decree.

It demanded no tribute.

It awakened something the people had nearly forgotten.

Hope.

They spoke of a horseman who emerged from the forests without warning and disappeared before dawn.

Of masked riders who ambushed tax convoys in narrow mountain passes where even seasoned soldiers feared to travel.

Of wagons laden with confiscated grain mysteriously returning to starving villages before sunrise.

Of imprisoned peasants found wandering home, their chains broken and their guards nowhere to be seen.

Some claimed he commanded wolves.

Others swore the mountain itself concealed him.

Many believed he could not be killed because Velebit had claimed him as its own.

The stories changed with every telling.

The truth became impossible to separate from legend.

Yet every version ended the same way.

Where corruption marched beneath banners, someone stood against it.

Where injustice wore the robes of lawful authority, another justice rode unseen through the forests.

Children began to fall asleep smiling again.

Old men looked toward the mountains with something resembling pride instead of defeat.

Even those who no longer believed in miracles found themselves pausing whenever a wolf's distant howl rolled across the darkened ridges beneath the silver light of the moon.

They listened.

They waited.

And in voices barely louder than the wind moving through the ancient pines, they spoke the name that no magistrate could erase, no prison could silence, and no empire could truly understand.

The Wolf of Velebit.
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THE SHADOW THEY CALLED THE WOLF
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To the Venetian authorities of northern Dalmatia, the Wolf of Velebit was no man.

He was a plague born of stone and storm, a malignant spirit that slipped between laws, mocked decrees, and dissolved the certainty upon which empires rested. His name appeared with alarming regularity in reports carried from Obrovac to Zadar, then onward across the glittering Adriatic to Venice itself. Every dispatch was more desperate than the last, each sealed with anxious wax and written in increasingly agitated hands.

The governors called him an outlaw.

The magistrates called him a terrorist.

The tax collectors whispered another word altogether.

Judgment.

Beyond the fortified walls of the Venetian towns, however, where the cobbled streets surrendered to barren hills and ancient oak forests, the people knew him by a different name.

They called him their protector.

The harsh slopes of Velebit had always belonged more to the wind than to kings. Jagged limestone cliffs rose like the broken battlements of giants, while deep ravines swallowed voices until they became echoes known only to shepherds and wolves. Pines clung stubbornly to naked rock, twisted by centuries of relentless bora winds, and hidden springs shimmered beneath overhanging moss as though the mountain guarded its own sacred secrets. Every path seemed to vanish into shadow, every cave concealed another legend, and every lonely ridge carried memories older than the republics and empires struggling to claim the land.

It was there, amid those ancient heights, that the Wolf moved as though Velebit itself had given him life.

The mountain protected him.

The mountain remembered him.

And perhaps, the old people whispered beside winter hearths, the mountain had chosen him.

Venetian officers dismissed such tales as peasant superstition.

Yet facts proved far more troubling than legends.

Tax caravans, escorted by armed soldiers, disappeared without leaving so much as a broken wheel behind. Wagons heavy with silver extracted from impoverished villages vanished into forests where no cart could possibly travel. Patrols searched every gorge and mountain trail, only to discover abandoned horses calmly grazing beside empty harnesses, while the treasure itself had dissolved into the wilderness like morning mist beneath the rising sun.

Not a single guard could explain what had happened.

Some claimed invisible archers had emerged from the trees.

Others swore they had heard wolves howling where no wolves had been moments before.

One frightened survivor insisted the mountain itself had swallowed the road.

The officers laughed at such stories.

Until another convoy disappeared.

And another.

The silver that had represented a widow's final hope of surviving another brutal winter returned with uncanny precision. One woman discovered a small leather pouch hidden beneath the firewood stacked beside her humble stone cottage. Another found Venetian coins carefully wrapped inside a coarse woolen blanket left outside her door before dawn. An old fisherman opened his weathered chest to find enough money to repair his shattered boat, though no footprints marked the damp earth outside his home.

No one had seen the visitor.

Yet everyone knew who had come.

Food arrived with equal mystery.

Sacks of flour leaned silently against rough stone walls before sunrise. Smoked lamb hung from olive branches. Wheels of sheep's cheese appeared beside empty wells. Children awoke to baskets filled with dried figs, walnuts, and warm loaves whose fragrance filled entire villages before the church bells welcomed the morning.

The hungry thanked God.

Then they thanked the Wolf.

Old women crossed themselves whenever they spoke his name.

Not from fear.

From reverence.

In villages abandoned by justice, where corruption had become more common than mercy, the outlaw had become the closest thing the people possessed to hope.

Every act of generosity deepened Venetian humiliation.

Every rescued family became another silent witness against the Republic's authority.

Every stolen coin exposed an uncomfortable truth.

The Wolf never robbed the poor.

He robbed only those who had robbed them first.

The governors responded with proclamations nailed to church doors, market walls, and fortress gates throughout Dalmatia. Rewards were announced with solemn ceremony.

At first, the bounty had been respectable.

Then it doubled.

Soon it tripled.

Finally, the amount grew so enormous that even seasoned mercenaries left foreign battlefields to hunt the mysterious brigand whose capture promised enough wealth to purchase estates of their own.

Professional trackers entered Velebit boasting that no man could hide forever.

Few returned with their confidence intact.

Some emerged after weeks wandering through the mountains, gaunt and haunted, claiming that unseen eyes had followed every step they took.

Others simply vanished.

The mountain kept its silence.

As always.

Each failure made the legend stronger.

Each unsuccessful expedition transformed the Wolf from flesh and blood into something far more dangerous.

An idea.

Stories drifted across the borderlands like smoke upon the evening wind.

Some believed he had once been a Morlak captain betrayed by Venetian nobles.

Others swore he was the surviving son of an ancient lord whose lands had been stolen through forged charters and purchased judges.

Certain Ottoman traders insisted he was no Christian at all, but a desert warrior fleeing forgotten wars.

The oldest shepherds merely smiled.

"The mountain knows his name," they would murmur while tending their flocks beneath the towering cliffs of Tulove Grede.

"And the mountain has no reason to tell us."

No one could describe his face.

Those fortunate—or unfortunate—enough to encounter him remembered only the mask.

Fashioned from rough leather darkened by weather and smoke, it concealed every feature except a pair of steady eyes whose calmness unnerved even hardened soldiers. There was no ornament upon it, no noble crest, no mark of rank or family.

Only simplicity.

Only purpose.

It resembled less the disguise of a criminal than the ancient face of the mountain itself—scarred, silent, and impossible to read.

His voice was equally elusive.

Some recalled it as quiet and almost gentle.

Others insisted it carried the command of a battlefield captain.

A few swore it belonged to a young man.

Others would have wagered their lives it came from someone much older.

Nothing about him remained constant except his unwavering sense of justice.

Those he punished remembered him with terror.

Those he spared remembered him with gratitude.

Those he rescued remembered him forever.

The mask had become more than concealment.

It had become freedom.

Without a face, he belonged to everyone.

Without a name, no family could be punished for sheltering him.

Without an identity, he became impossible to imprison.

The Wolf had ceased to be merely one man.

He had become memory itself—a living reminder that titles did not create honor, decrees did not define justice, and authority stripped of righteousness was only another form of tyranny.

Somewhere among the endless ridges of Velebit, beneath soaring eagles and winds that had witnessed centuries of conquest, the mysterious rider watched another Venetian patrol disappear into the valley below.

His gloved hand rested lightly upon the hilt of his sword.

Behind the weathered mask, unseen by every soul in the Republic, a faint smile touched his lips.

The hunt had begun long ago.

Yet the hunters still had no idea that the greatest secret hidden beneath the mask was not the face of an outlaw—

—but the forgotten blood of a noble house, waiting patiently for the day when truth, justice, and love would ride down from the mountain together.
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Every report concluded with the same recommendation.

Capture him.

Hang him.

Make an example of him.

Alessandro sighed heavily and leaned back in his carved walnut chair. Candlelight trembled across maps of Northern Dalmatia pinned against the walls. Red ink marked caravan routes, military outposts, and mountain passes winding into the wild heart of Velebit—places where Venetian authority grew thinner with every rocky mile.

The town belonged to Venice.

The mountains belonged to no one.

Least of all to Venice.

Alessandro rubbed weary eyes.

His duty seemed simple enough.

Maintain order.

Protect commerce.

Collect the Republic's taxes.

Ensure peace upon the Ottoman frontier.

Instead, every new report only deepened the mystery.

According to Captain Vittorio Gradenigo, the Wolf commanded an armed band of ruthless brigands who terrorized respectable citizens.

According to tax collector Marco Bellini, entire villages conspired to hide him.

According to the merchants, he threatened trade.

According to frightened officials, he inspired rebellion.

Yet none of those accounts entirely agreed with one another.

The contradictions accumulated like pebbles filling a traveler's boot.

One witness claimed the outlaw butchered men without hesitation.

Another swore he had never shed innocent blood.

One described him as an aging hajduk.

Another insisted he was scarcely thirty.

Some claimed he wore black.

Others remembered gray.

Some said he laughed while robbing tax convoys.

Others insisted he never spoke more than a handful of words.

Only one detail remained unchanged.

Whenever the Wolf appeared, the poor somehow survived another winter.

Alessandro reached for
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Some legends
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The Wolf of Velebit
was born
from justice.
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