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Prologue
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Lady Lucy Stenwick walked along the lake on the grounds of her ancestral home, wishing her sister, Charlotte, hadn't married.  She felt very alone for the first time in her life.  She wanted to marry, but she knew of no one who was suitable.  Her powers of being able to see a person's intentions always made her reject men.

They never had good intentions that she'd seen.  Percy had with Diana, of course.  And Anthony had with Charlotte.  She needed a man who had good intentions, who wouldn't lie to her, and who would love her more than anyone else.  She wasn't certain that man didn't exist, but she would love to meet the man if he did, by some miracle, live on the same planet she did.

She stopped as she reached the bench beside the lake.  She loved this bench, and she loved the fountain beside it.  Ever since she'd first seen the fountain, not long after Diana and Percy had married, she'd been fascinated by it.  She got up and walked close to it, touching the smooth stone.

"Make a wish."  A voice, that sounded very much like Diana's, seemed to come from the fountain.  Lucy jumped back, looking around her for Diana.  There was no one close.

She put her hand on the fountain again, and this time when the voice came, "Make a wish," she closed her eyes, and did exactly as it said.  

"I wish that I could find a man whom I could love who had good intentions toward me from the very beginning."

"Your wish has been granted."

She laughed all the way back to the house.  She was really losing her mind if she was wishing on fountains and thought they were talking back to her.
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Lucy concentrated on smiling at the lord she was dancing with.  What was his name?  She wracked her brain.  She'd danced with him before, but he was the most unmemorable person she'd ever met in her life, and she'd never been good at names anyway.  His hair was brown.  His eyes were the exact same shade of brown as his hair.  She usually liked brown eyes, but his were the exact color of dirt.  Who wanted to look at dirt colored eyes?

Lucy was thrown off for a moment.  She'd never seen anyone who matched themselves quite so well.  Why, even his suit was the same color brown as his hair and eyes.  Did he do it on purpose to emphasize his boringness?

"Did you have a nice time at the ball last night, Lady Lucy?  I enjoyed our dance together."  Lord whatever his name was smiled at her.  His teeth had a piece of some kind of green caught between them.  

Was it just last night they'd danced?  Why couldn't she remember his name then?  "It was very nice," she answered blandly.  'Nice' summed up the last fifteen balls she'd been to.  They weren't nearly as much fun now that Charlotte was married, and they couldn't talk about who was lying every evening.  She wondered if she should tell the man about the food in his teeth, but she really didn't know him well enough to tell him anything.  

"I thought so as well.  Say, would you mind if I called at your house for a walk in the park tomorrow?"

Lucy gaped at him for a moment.  Their house was close to Hyde Park, and many gentleman had stopped by at one time or another to walk with her or her sister.  She had no idea how to get out of walking with him.  She didn't want to.  She really only danced with him because he was the only man who had asked.  The song ended, and she took a step back, hoping to find a way of avoiding his question.

Lucy wasn't exactly a diamond of the first water.  Or even a quartz of the third water.  She wasn't asked to dance a lot, and she was fully aware of why.  She talked too much.  When she was actually interested in a man anyway.  She would start a nervous chatter that wouldn't stop until the dance was over and the man looked as if he wanted to run from her.

Just as she wondered if she could slip away to the ladies' retiring room to get away from him, a young man stepped between them.  He bowed over her hand and kissed it.  "May I have the next dance?"

Lucy stared at him, nodding.  He had dark hair and piercing soft blue eyes.  "We haven't been introduced."

*****
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Prince Daniel of Giselvakia was bored out of his mind.  He'd been in England for two weeks, and had done nothing except attend ball after ball.  Was this all that people did in this silly country?  At home he'd have spent all day helping his brother, the crown prince, and his father with the laws of the country.  He'd studied to be a solicitor so he could be a good advisor.

His eyes scanned the crowd, looking for someone, anyone, who could alleviate his boredom.  It took only a minute for him to spot her.  She was in the middle of the dance floor, looking just as bored as he felt.  That she was in the arms of another man mattered little to him.  He would wait until the dance was over and sweep the beautiful young maiden into his arms and dance the night away.  

He laughed softly to himself.  She was probably married with three children at home.  Why was he even bothering to make the round of parties in London when he had yet to meet a woman worth knowing?

The dance ended, and he made his way across the crowded ballroom.  Finally, he stopped in front of her and smiled.  "May I have the next dance?"

At first the beautiful girl nodded, but then she said, "We haven't been introduced."

He sighed.  The English were so formal about things.  In his country he could introduce himself to any lady he saw.  It wasn't ever a problem.  "Well, let me rectify that for you," he said, bowing low over her hand and pressing a kiss to the back of it.  "I'm Prince Daniel of Giselvakia, and you are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

Lucy felt as if there was something in her throat preventing her from speaking.  "Lady Lucy Stenwick," she murmured, blushing profusely.  Her mother would have a fit if she found out that Lucy had just introduced herself to a young, eligible prince, but she saw no way around it.  "Where is Giselrovia?"  She'd never heard of the country, but that didn't mean a lot.  She'd never been one to apply herself to her studies of geography.

He took her into his arms as the orchestra began playing a waltz, guiding her carefully through the throng of party-goers.  "Giselvakia is in Eastern Europe.  In the Urai mountains."

"It's nice to meet you, Prince Daniel."  Lucy had found her voice again, and she struggled to keep from chattering at him.  She wondered if he'd run away like all the others if she talked to him about how blue the walls were.  Were the walls blue?  She turned to check.

"And you, Lady Lucy.  Tell me, are you married?  Because I believe I'm half in love with you already."  It was a statement he'd used many times to woo a lady, and he was certain it would work on this little English miss.  

Lucy saw a mist of green pass over his face.  She'd been born with an odd ability to see if a person had good intentions.  He had very bad intentions right then. She didn't know what he was thinking, but she certainly wasn't going to agree to a walk on the grounds with him.

"I'm not married," she said with a smile, hating that this man wasn't going to be her...well, her prince charming.  She desperately wanted to find the man she was destined to spend her life with so she could be done with the marriage mart.  Parties every night for months out of the year were tiring.  No, she wanted to retire to the country and raise babies as her siblings were both doing.

Daniel's smile widened.  "Not married?  A woman as beautiful as you?"

Lucy shrugged.  "I guess I just haven't found the right man."  What was he up to?  The green had faded, but she'd never forget that she'd seen it there.  "Tell me about your country."  That would keep things formal.  He couldn't keep complimenting her if he was talking about Giselrovia.  Was that what he'd said the name of his country was?

"Giselvakia is a small country.  It's about as large as London with fewer people.  My family has been the ruling family for the last thousand years."  He sighed. Ladies always wanted to hear about his country.  None of them were interested in him as a man. "I'm the second son, so I'm not in line to inherit.  My older brother, Christian will be the king.  We have three younger sisters and a younger brother."

"Oh, my.  That's a big family.  Is it cold there?"

He nodded.  "It's a mountainous country, and we're known for our cold climate.  We're also known for our sapphires.  The sapphires in our country are a pale blue, and our ruling family has eyes that match them."

"You do have an unusual shade of eyes."

He nodded.  "In my country, I would be known immediately by the color of my eyes even if I wasn't known by my face."  He sighed.  "It's hard to be discreet about anything when you are known wherever you go."

Lucy made a face.  "I'd hate that.  How can you sneak out and get into trouble if everyone recognizes you instantly?"

The dance ended then, and she gave a slight curtsey.  "It was nice meeting you, Prince Daniel." She turned to go back to her mother, who was her chaperone for the evening. She had far less freedom now that Charlotte was married.

He caught her arm.  "But you haven't given me your address so I may call on you tomorrow.  You're not getting away that easily, Lady Lucy."

Lucy studied him for a moment, biting her bottom lip in indecision.  On one hand, she truly wanted to get to know him better, but on the other hand, she didn't trust him.  She knew his intentions weren't pure.  "I don't think that's a good idea.  Thank you for the dance."

She turned and strode across the ballroom toward her mother.

Prince Daniel watched her go with a slight smile on his face.  She was the most beautiful woman he'd ever met.  He wasn't letting her go.  He looked around for his host.  Being of the royal class had its privileges.
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Lucy sat in the parlor with her mother the following afternoon, staring out the window instead of working on the needlework on her lap.  Usually the day after a large party, she wanted to talk about everyone she'd seen and danced with.  Every man who had even smiled at her.  Today?  She could only think of the pale blue eyes that had met hers as she'd danced.

"Who was the man you danced with after Lord Bentley?"

Lord Bentley!  That was the abysmally boring man's name.  She turned back to her mother.  "That was Prince Daniel.  He's visiting from Giselrovia.  I think it was Giselrovia.  The country had a long name."  She shrugged.  She'd never been keen on geography, and she was certain she'd never see the man again.

Her mother blinked at her for a moment.  "You danced with a prince last night, and you can't remember the name of his country?  What is wrong with you?"

Lucy shrugged.  "I just don't feel like his intentions were pure."  Her mother didn't know of her powers.  The lineage had come through her, and Lucy's grandmother had explained where the powers came from, but her mother?  Her mother wasn't even aware that her daughters could have powers.

"What does that even mean?" her mother asked.  "A man's intentions are never pure!"

"I'm sorry, Mama.  I probably won't ever see him again.  He didn't mention any
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