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Prologue
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This is the third story of the Legend of the White Werewolf series. We continue to follow Ariel, the white werewolf, her family, and friends as they discover the secrets of their bloodline. Forces are at work in the supernatural world that threaten to pull Ariel’s family to the center of the conflict. So far, her cousins Mandi and Roc, and her youngest son, Matt, are the only others that have reclaimed their birthright as white wolves by mating their fated mates. Other wolves seek mates within the family.

Nigel seeks to capture the affections of Ariel’s Aunt Bekka. He has taken time off from watching Ariel and her family for the world council. No one really knows what he is up to, and he isn’t telling. Aunt Bekka has disappeared, and no one knows where she is, but she isn’t the only one unaccounted for. Are these two events connected? Some believe they are.
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Chapter 1


Lady Pendleton
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Lady Elmsworth Pendleton was indeed a lady in every possible meaning of the word. She was an aunt to Ariel, the white wolf, and much beloved by numerous other nieces and nephews. Sexy? The lady would say no, but she would be wrong. She had an ageless beauty that never dimmed with time, and she had a marvelous sense of humor and at times, a wicked way about her that drew the eye of wicked men. Of course, that described most men. I can say that since I am a man or at least a male wolf.

The moment I saw her at the funeral of Ariel’s Aunt Daisy, I knew I had met my perfect match. She was the one, the only one I would ever find true happiness with, and I wasn’t even able to meet her then, after all, a funeral isn’t the best place to meet your soul mate for the first time. Her grief at the loss of her aunt was palpable so I didn’t wish to intrude, at least not yet. The moment I found her, I knew what I would have to do.

I asked Ariel about her in what I thought was a casual way and I found out she was a widow. That I was thankful she was free to be with me, I guess was selfish, but I could live with it. When I researched her past as soon as I was able to, I discovered she had been married to a lord. I had even known him and had many acquaintances in common with him. How we had managed not to meet before was beyond me. It didn’t matter, I had met her now and soon she would be my mate. A plan was coming together in my mind and soon I would carry it out.

That took a while, but here I was fully engaged in carrying out my master plan. I suppose I sound like some kind of master villain, but instead I intend to be Bekka’s hero. My goal was to protect and care for her forever if she would just allow me to. I can’t feel such a strong need to be with her and her feel nothing at all. Right? If she is my soul mate, which I believe deep in my heart that she is, she will feel the same thing too. Wolves are such ferocious creatures but start talking about soul mates and the toughest wolf will show his soft side. It is all we live for, that we might someday find that special one that will make our life complete.

It was hard to believe everything had worked out as well as it had. No one knew where we were nor did anyone realize I had taken her, at least not for sure. The council might suspect since I had asked for permission to mate with her, but they didn’t know. Because I had contacts and power, they wouldn’t accuse me without proof. While I knew I was a bit high handed, I felt I had no choice. My very happiness, no, my very life was at stake.

Although I did wish I was in Britain, this out of the way cabin near Branson would have to do for now. Eventually, I hoped to take her home. Glancing at the woman asleep on my bed, I knew she would be mine before long. Bekka was around sixty, but her looks transcended age. The lady passed for forty-five and I thought her beautiful. Even if she didn’t change, I would take whatever time I could with her as my mate. While I was lost in thought I hadn’t noticed her eyes open. When I finally did, she was looking right at me.

“Who are you and what do you want with me?” Her blue eyes were bright and clear, her tone demanding. She was trying to take charge of an impossible situation. My mate had no hope of getting her way, but I thought she was adorable. I’m not sure she would have appreciated that thought.

“My name is Nigel and I want you.” As I looked at her with a heat that was hard to misunderstand my voice was husky. While I didn’t want to scare her, I wanted her to understand how I felt.

Her face flushed, as if she thought she was mistaken. “Young man, you are quite impertinent. You need to get out and find a younger woman to play these games with.” A bit of the power she had once wielded as a lady showed itself. It had been years since she had that position, but it came back to her with ease.

“You, my dear, are the only woman I wish to play games with, and I’ll keep on until you decide to play along.” Oh, the games we could play!

This whole thing had started months ago. At one time I was living with the white wolf herself. Not in a romantic or physical way but in a business sense. The world council had sent me to her basically as a spy. I enjoyed my time there. The family was impressive in many ways. I would not have minded staying for a prolonged period of time. But that was before her Aunt Daisy died and I saw Rebekkah Pendleton. The lady was remarkable. From the moment I saw her, I knew without a doubt that she was mine. She was made for me, and fate had intended her to be my mate. I knew I couldn’t just drop everything and go off chasing after her no matter how much I desired to. After a little time had passed, I told the world council I had to leave for personal reasons. As soon as I could, I went back to London to take care of pack business. While I intended to stay only for a short while, I ended up staying two long months. When I was finally able to come back to Branson to the cabin I had chosen, I prepared to woo my mate.

Now I was back with the lady in question across from me. She was resisting my plans, but I knew deep in my heart I would claim her soon. My wolf was strong, and he was determined to claim her as well. My mate was strong too, but she had no idea what she was fighting. I wanted her to agree, but I remembered the way Ariel’s Aunt Daisy had looked in her coffin. She had been changed at the age of ninety-nine and died halfway through her first morph. Bekka, as her family called her, wasn’t close to ninety-nine, but my opinion was the sooner I claimed her, the more likely she would have an easy change. Was it wrong to force this on her? Maybe, but I would make it up to her. The saying about forgiveness versus permission was one I had always liked. I was sure I could get her forgiveness with time and if the change went according to plan, we would have a lot of time ahead of us.

(Bekka)

The dream came to me again as it did nearly every night in one form or another. He was a handsome man who seemed familiar, but why I couldn’t say. Sometimes he took the form of a wolf, but I always knew it was him. Sometimes I was with him as a wolf too. Sometimes we were human, and he tried to tell me he was my future. I wanted him with a burning passion, but I refused to acknowledge it to him in my dream. Since this was a dream, I wasn’t sure why I didn’t just give in to the fantasy and enjoy some great sex. It would be incredible if I ever gave in to him and I just knew it. A shiver ran through me as I wondered if I was crazy. Not because I believed in werewolves. Oh no, we had been given undeniable proof of their existence, but for the way I was drawn to a man I barely knew.

Waking up suddenly I had the feeling I wasn’t alone. Who would attack a woman more than sixty years old in her bedroom? The answer was a little scary, it could be a sex crazed lunatic too weak to take on a younger stronger woman. It could be a weirdo with a fetish for old women or it could also be an old man so ugly he couldn’t attract a female in the usual way. The house I lived in was modest since I tried not to attract any attention. I didn’t require fancy, expensive things to boost my self-worth. The good life I had lived and the wonderful family I had, led me to try to help others whenever I could. My only regret was never having a child because I had always loved children. The love of my life, Lord Charles Pendleton, had been unable to give me that. Still, I had loved him with all my heart and we both had many nieces and nephews that helped fill the void. He had died leaving me a widow, but I had never found another that I wanted to fill that place in my life.

The heavy breathing, I could hear as someone slipped into my room, only strengthened my suspicion that I was personally in danger of something disagreeable occurring. I could smell the sweet, cloying scent that I suspected might be chloroform or some similar thing. This just wasn’t my night, so I reached under the edge of my mattress to pull out the gun I kept there. While I didn’t believe in violence, neither did I believe in just lying there to be victimized. The gun was a riot gun that would incapacitate an average person long enough for me to escape. I would press my alarm on my way by and I could hear the person making their way closer trying to be stealthy but failing. As I looked up toward my open door to see them, they were almost to me.

I pulled out my gun and shot them at a can’t miss distance. They fall like they were poleaxed since I had done a great job, except for the other guy behind the first one. I struggled to get off another shot, but he grabbed me before I had a chance to. Now I fought kicking, scratching, and trying to scream even though he had pressed a cloth to my face. The sickeningly sweet odor I could smell let me know I had lost this round.

Imagine my surprise when I woke from my drug induced slumber to find a gorgeous familiar looking man staring at me. He told me I was fated to be his mate, he was wolf, and he was the alpha of the London wolf pack. It hadn’t been that long ago that I had first found out beyond doubt that werewolves truly exist and now I had one trying to bind me to him and his world. At this point, I always wake up wondering about the handsome man/wolf. What would I have done had I met him twenty years ago? But in my dream, I am still much too old to be with him. Some people can handle a relationship with a large age gap, I can’t. My thinking is not that progressive because I am much too old fashioned. It’s alright for others, just not for me. I feel like I would be taking away his possibilities and I wouldn’t be able to give him children. I would die long before he did, and I wouldn’t be able to keep up with him physically. It would just be unfair to do that to him. That made it good that it was just a dream. Maybe I should keep that in mind and learn to just enjoy my dreams.

The thing about the dream this time was that it seemed so real. Maybe I had died in my sleep, and this was a kind of hell. A gorgeous man that it was inappropriate to touch. I was a loser either way. If my well-known control held, I suffered a desire I could not indulge. If the temptation grew too strong, I indulged a temptation I should not, then I would be ate up with guilt and self-recrimination. Why couldn’t I just be naughty like some of my nieces were? Then I could enjoy the man and walk away when he no longer caught my fancy. Too bad it was simply not my way. This man tempted me more than any ever had. The man in front of me could tempt a saint.

“This is no dream, Bekka.” Nigel leaned into whisper in my ear making a shiver run over me.

“Isn’t that always what they tell you during a dream?” I asked looking into his handsome face searching for answers that eluded me.

“If you truly believe this to be a dream, even though I assure you it is not, why don’t we enjoy it?” Nigel asked me as he traced my lips with his finger. It was so very tempting to give in and enjoy the bliss I just knew he would give me. His dark blond curly hair tickled my face when he leaned in close. He had his hair just below his collar and it looked good on him. The wolf was so close I could smell his spicy manly scent. So, I shook my head trying to clear the sexual heat I was feeling. It did no good. My senses were overwhelmed by his nearness. I realized I was on a large bed and he was sitting right next to me. If I wasn’t alert, I would give into this sexy appealing man before I knew what was happening. Why did these no-win situations always seem to happen to me? I didn’t mean to whine, but really!

“I think you should back away a little. You are too close, and I can hardly think.” I told him reasonably.

He looked delighted as he chuckled. “I am flattered that you think I am causing the trouble. Maybe it is because you were drugged?” The wolf leaned in even closer taking a deep breath along my neck. I was sure he could feel the shiver run through me. When he ran his tongue along my neck down to my shoulder, I jolted and moaned.

“No, you must not do that.” I insisted stubbornly.

“Give me a good reason why I shouldn’t.” Nigel whispered in my ear. His warm breath made me shiver with sensual delight. I could feel the heat of his body in the places where he pressed up against me. All thought and reason fled as I could no more come up with a reason not to, then I could remember my own name. He turned my face so he could look into my eyes. Then he lowered his lips to mine, capturing and claiming me in a kiss that was first gentle, but grew wild with need.

What the hell was I doing? Long ago I had decided that I wouldn’t indulge in meaningless sex. I had my love and though it had been nearly sixteen years since we had parted, I could remember the day I met him like it was yesterday.

For the first time in my life, I was on a trip away from home and my family. It was my summer vacation on my third year of college. My parents paid for my trip to anywhere I wanted to go. What did I choose? I wanted to see England since I was an English lit major and I wanted to see the place most of the writers of my favorite classic books were from. I had been there a couple of days and I was checking out the local flavor at a highly recommended tavern in London. There I was sitting alone drinking an ale while I waited for my food. A group of well-dressed young men walked in talking and joking loudly with each other. It drew the eye of most of the people present. When I glanced in their direction, my eye was caught by a guy with the face of an angel. His smile when he looked at me, however, was anything but angelic.

He was around six foot and built like a runner. The man was gorgeous with blond hair, blue eyes, and that naughty smile. He strutted over to my table. “May I join you?” he asked as he sat down never once considering that I might say no. He smiled at me while his friends sat close by so they could watch. I looked at him completely clueless about what to say or do with such a sophisticated man but trying desperately not to let it show.

“Weren’t you with those gentlemen over there?” I asked him wondering why he’d sat with me.

“If you knew them, you wouldn’t call any of them gentlemen.” He said with a laugh. Some of his friends heard him. One threw a balled-up piece of paper at him. They erupted in laughter and rowdy comments when it struck him in the face. He sent them the one finger salute and they laughed harder.

The one who had thrown it said, “Now look who’s not a gentleman either.”

The young man sitting next to me turned bright red. “Terribly sorry about that.”

“I understand. Friends can be difficult at times.” I said with a smile. I was glad my cousins weren’t around. They were just as bad. Of course, it was also possible had they been here, they would have been busy with some of his friends themselves.

He chuckled, seeming to understand friends were the same everywhere. “If you would agree to go out with me tonight, I would promise to be a gentleman.”

He was so assured, so handsome, and charming, I never stood a chance.

(Nigel)

I had lost her attention somehow in the middle of a make out session. It was hard on my ego and made me start to doubt I would win her. I saw the emotions crossing her face and I knew he had her right now. She was miles away in the past with her first love. This was a tough thing to fight, but I knew I could give her a chance at a second life, love and all. She just had to let me do it. It strengthened my resolve to do whatever needed to be done.

Right now, I needed to get her attention back to the here and now as well as on me. It didn’t take much thought to know what I had to do. I took her ear lobe into my mouth and bit it. Not hard enough to draw blood, but hard enough it forced her attention back on me. She was lovely as she looked outraged. Bekka was indignant as she sputtered, “You, you bit me!”

“A lovely lady like you has probably been bitten by a lover before.” I said it, but the thought of anyone other than me biting her caused me pain.

She turned bright red as I had her attention now and not in the way I would have hoped. Before she had a chance to say anything else, I leaned forward and claimed those perfect lips with mine. I kissed her like a lover, so she had no doubt that’s what I intended to be while I moved my hands stroking her arms and back. I felt her shiver and noticed the moan she tried unsuccessfully to smother. Whatever Rebekkah Pendleton said, I knew now that she was attracted to me. Eventually, I would have her as my mate. She would make all my dreams come true.

Bekka pushed at my chest, so I backed off a little bit. “We can’t, we mustn’t.”

“So, you say my dear, but you don’t have a good reason to stop. I know you want me, and I can tell by the way you cling to me. You’ve been a widow for sixteen years. It’s time to let go and live again.” I could be persuasive when I felt passionately about something, and I had never felt as strongly about anything as I did about this woman.

She seemed to be thinking about what I said, but I knew it wouldn’t be that simple. I had seen the love between Bekka and her husband in the pictures I had seen online when I had looked up her name. Her husband had died hard. It had been a wasting disease that had been slow but had reduced him to a shell of the vigorous, athletic man he had been. I couldn’t imagine the pain she had endured watching him go that way. It was time for me to give her some good memories and a new reason to live. I had no doubt in my mind we were meant to be together, and I would convince her no matter what it took.

I looked at her, so beautiful, so responsive, and so mine. At least she would be if I could take her away from a ghost. The memory of her husband, even though he was long gone, was so strong within her, that only a very determined wolf would have any chance of luring her away from him. I knew that they had been in love. When he died, she had suffered greatly, but I just hadn’t realized she still carried his memory with her almost as strong as when he was still alive. I was sure he had loved her too and he wouldn’t have wanted this empty existence for her. All I had to do was convince her of it.

Now I concentrated my attention on the gorgeous female in my arms. She had stopped thinking about him because of that little nip I had given her. I sucked on her earlobe to sooth the hurt and I could feel the need start to build in her and I could smell her arousal. She could deny her desire all she wanted to, but I knew better. So, I continued to kiss and stroke her as she melted in my arms. It was only when I started to pull her shirt over her head that she started to resist. I stepped back looking at her hoping thoughts of him hadn’t returned.

“I can’t do this.” She said as she pulled her shirt back down and moved away. “I’m just not ready for it.”

At least now she was thinking in terms of preparing for her eventual surrender. “I’m not giving up on you. We are meant to be together.” I said letting her know I had no intention of backing down.

Now I had real reason to hope. I would give her a little time, but I would not stop my forward momentum. She was worth the time it would take and the pain to my heart and my pride that dealing with her feelings for another male caused me. I could only tell myself that she had been his first. It was before I had known her and that if she was a fickle female, I wouldn’t want her. But sixteen years was a long time to mourn a husband no longer alive when she was such a beautiful, wonderful soul. I couldn’t understand why she felt she didn’t have the right to love again. She had stuck with him faithfully caring for him as he slowly slipped away. She had done all she could, but no one could have saved him.

Now it was time to look to the future. We could have a perfect life just the two of us or we might even be blessed by the moon goddess with pups to spoil and love. I had never thought about pups before. Well, I had thought someday I might have a family. I had just never thought about it in terms of soon or with any female in particular. Once the thought occurred to me, I found I was excited at the prospect of Bekka giving me pups, many pups. I decided to give her a little time to think so I went to check my emails so I could keep up with what was going on in the rest of the world.

I was surprised with how many emails I had since it had been just a few days since I had checked them. It seemed like there was a lot going on since I had taken Bekka. I clicked on Ariel’s email first. She had sent a picture of her family and a few of the wolves I had gotten to know well that stayed close to her. One of them was Tyne who ran her security. Her email was chatty and intended to bring me up to date on much of what I had missed since I had been gone. She said the baby had come while they were on a trip to a casino. They’d named her Mikee Lee, and she sent a picture. The little thing was adorable with the best qualities of both parents. She mentioned her cousin Mandi was expecting now. Her youngest son, Matt, was about to get married to Sally, her personal assistant.

None of this was really surprising, but her oldest son, Danny, who went to work with Bubba, a pack alpha in OK, was doing well. Now that was a surprise since Danny hadn’t always been Mr. Responsible. She was worried about an escalation in the hostilities between the OK pack that a wolf named Bubba ran and the pack Hemple, a disgusting creepy wolf, ran in southeast MO. Hemple had kidnapped Bubba’s daughter to try to get her to mate him. She escaped, Ariel found her, and she was saved from being killed by Hemple’s wolves. If a war started, Danny would be in the middle of it. A big problem with that was Danny was still human. Until he mated Bubba’s daughter, he would remain human. As a human he wouldn’t stand a chance against a wolf.

Humans weren’t as strong or fast as a wolf. Some wolves would say they weren’t as smart either, but the truth was that intelligence was an individual thing not a race thing. Just as there were stupid humans, so were there stupid wolves. Both races had their share of smart and dumb individuals. Wolves also had better reflexes and their senses were superior. I could only hope that the war would hold off until Danny was changed. I liked him enough that I would hate to see anything happen to him, but my mate was very close to Danny, and I didn’t want any more loss in her life either.

It felt nice to be caught up on the news about Ariel’s family because I had begun to feel close to many of them. I would also be able to let Bekka know about what was going on with her family. Maybe she would appreciate me being considerate. If I was honest, I had to admit I needed all the help with my female I could get. Ariel had mentioned that several family members, all female, had disappeared and she wondered if I had heard anything about it. I was fairly sure she knew Bekka was with me and maybe even knew where we were. I had a lot of respect for Ariel and her abilities. It seemed she was willing to leave me be at least for now and I would take advantage of the time she allowed me and sweep her aunt off her feet.

I sent back congratulations and commented on some of the other news. Saying the least possible was best for now.

(Ariel)

I suspected Nigel was behind Bekka’s disappearance and I struggled with doing the right thing, whatever that might be. Nigel would be good for her or at least I thought so. She had given up on life when Charles, her husband, had died. Oh, she went through the motions. My aunt shared in family events and went to work. But I could see there was no spark there. Bekka was a shadow of the vibrant woman she had once been. I knew deep down that Nigel could change all that if she would only let him.

My relationship with Blake continued to change and improve. I still thought him the most handsome, wonderful wolf ever. He doted on me completely and he was overprotective when the birth of our child loomed. I thought it just gave him an excuse to do what he always wanted. He had a tendency even before the pregnancy, to be overprotective and high handed. I’m told it’s an alpha thing. Blake denied it, but I knew better. He would keep me housebound all the time if I would put up with it. It was cute, but it was also aggravating.

Danny was doing well, I was relieved to hear. Was it possible that all he had needed was a mentor who would push him to be his best and take no excuses for anything less? Or maybe it was finding love that had finally made Danny become the man he was always meant to be. I hoped he would mate and change before anything more happened between those two packs, Bubba’s and Hemple’s. Hemple was like a disease that had taken a hold of his pack. His black soul tainted his pack members making them unhappy and fearful. I knew someone needed to take him down, but in human form, Danny couldn’t be the one. The thought that he would even try sent fear shooting through me.

At least the forgotten ones had all gone into hiding for now. The problem was now other groups of rogues were coming out of the woodwork trying to capture my female relatives to mate with. The council was little help, but I had hope that we would eventually track down the corruption there. Tyne and some others were helping me investigate the council members one at a time. So far, we had cleared four of them. The full council had a hundred members. That was going to take a while.

The councils had originally been set up for each pack. As the world became smaller through improved communications and faster travel, more centralized leadership was called for. Councils became regional then when progress continued, they were set up by countries. Now in modern times, there would soon be a council for each continent, even though it would still be called a national council, and a world council for matters that affected everyone. The national councils had been blending slowly. Canada and the U.S. now shared a council and Mexico had combined with all of Central America. The next blending would result in one council for the continent. All the other continents, except for Africa, had already combined into one council. The vamps had done it years ago and now the wolves would follow suit.

I still couldn’t figure out how they determined jurisdiction between national and the world council. It seemed rather random.

(Bekka)

The man was infuriating. Unfortunately, he was also sexy. I stomped to my room and slammed the door while I could hear him chuckle as I threw myself on the bed to pout. Every time we were together, he pushed our physical relationship further. He seemed to know just how to overcome my resistance and bring out a hot desire I could hardly resist. Guilt and remorse would assail me once my mind started functioning again.

He had me sulking in my room like a five-year-old. My lips ached to kiss him again. Damn that man! Why couldn’t he just let me go? If I didn’t get away soon, who knew what might happen? I turned on the TV hoping to find a distraction. I saw my nephew by marriage being interviewed. It was some kind of series on British nobility called The Man Behind the Title. The interviewer said it was an award-winning show, but I had never heard of it. Norbit wasn’t bad looking. He had some of the features that had made my Charles such a handsome man, but unfortunately for him, he lacked some of them and some of the character traits that had made Charles such a wonderful man.

That thought sent a flash of guilt through me, I should be more appreciative. After all he had been a great support during his uncle’s illness. He had sat with him many times so I could take a break. Without him I would have rarely left Charles’ side only leaving when absolutely necessary. The love for his uncle that I had failed to see before, had come out strong once Charles had fallen ill. He had proven himself many times over by all the time he had given when others had turned away from us.

Charles’ other nephew, the oldest one and the one that would have inherited the title, had barely come round. He wasn’t alone. Other than Charles’s mother, everyone else started distancing themselves once it became clear that my Charles was going to die. I could understand on one hand. No one wants to watch someone you love or care about slowly fade away. On the other hand, they had deserted him when he needed them the most.

Charles’ dad had died not a full year before setting off a terrible sequence of events. His nephew, Ralph, died next in a suspicious accident. Nothing could be proven, but many things couldn’t be explained. Ralph had been a bit of a partier and a ladies’ man, so it was speculated that he had angered some husband or even some loser at his weekly card games. That nephew was very lucky and had been accused of cheating once or twice. It looked like his case would be one of those unsolved ones that fell through the cracks. Too many suspects for the police to track down and too little evidence to even be certain that it wasn’t an accident.

After that, Charles was the next to die followed by his mother a month or so later. She had already slipped into a decline when her husband died. The loss of her only child was more than she could bear. The loss of so many people I cared about, was a great set back to me as well. I went into full mourning for three years. I wore only dark colors and saw no one, but family. I lost interest in pretty much everything and would have forgotten to eat if my family hadn’t checked up on me often. It wasn’t hard for them to do because once Charles was laid to rest, I ran home to lick my wounds without delay.

The first year was the hardest. I slept a lot so I could dream of the happy days when he was alive and pretend if only for a few hours that he was still with me. In those days, even Ariel couldn’t rouse me from my pain and grief. That wasn’t for lack of trying and she enlisted others in the family to see that I wasn’t alone. It was when one of my young nieces brought her new baby by that I finally started to come around. I saw that the next generation needed me, and I still had much to give to help them to learn and to grow. Now I lived for them and what I could do for them.

For the next two years, I started to slowly come back to life. I started helping with the young ones in the family as I had helped with their parents before them. Children are such a delight. My mother had always told me after they started having grandchildren, there was nothing as wonderful as totally spoiling them then sending them home to their parents. I discovered she was right. Oh, their parents complained, but I ignored them. I started looking forward to holidays once more so I could see the children smiling and enjoying their gifts and activities.

Now that life was calling me back, I had to figure out what I wanted to do for the rest of mine. Charles had been a perfect husband. He had insisted I complete my education after we wed. I had gotten a doctorate in English Lit and History which I had used mainly to write papers and articles of interest while Charles was alive. Now I decided I would use it to teach. There was a small private
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