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      “I really enjoyed everything about this book. You think Fazza is one way by the way he acts, you can tell he is hiding a hurt, wanting to be loved at all costs. Grace endured so much with her family that she feared if she were to let someone in, it would end in heartbreak. I was so immersed in their lives.”

      ~ Loreli

      

      "Great story and world-building. I had never read a Sheikh book before, so it left me wanting to know more about Grace and Fazza's story."

      

      “Readers who love sheikdom stories will love this one with its familiar trope.”

      

      “I think it's fair to say that our sheikh is arrogance personified, so I was keen to see how Grace was going to handle someone like him. I like that there's a lot going on.”

      

      “Bought By The Sheikh is a great Billionaire story/series. I'd be keen to read Anwar and Lucy's story, too!

      

      “The descriptions are exquisite. The author is talented at setting a scene and making the reader feel like they are there.”
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      [image: sparkles] The first book in the Desert Royals series [image: sparkles]

      Awakened by the Sheikh— a forbidden love romance with royalty, redemption, and a celestial destiny written in the stars.

      In a kingdom ruled by ancient stars and modern secrets, Awakened by the Sheikh is a sweeping prequel romance of hidden identity, sovereign desire, and soul-deep recognition.

      Celeste Valente, a brilliant Italian astrophysicist betrayed by her peers and exiled from the career she once loved, journeys to the desert kingdom of Qamar with one mission—to disappear. But destiny has other plans.

      At the unveiling of the royal observatory, Crown Prince Zayad al-Rami glimpses her in a moment of wonder—one that sparks not just his curiosity, but a magnetic pull he can’t explain. She is not merely a scientist. She is a mirror of everything he has buried: awe, ache, and the desire to choose love over legacy.

      But love in Qamar is not simple.

      Tropes include:

      [image: dizzy] Grumpy x sunshine

      [image: crown] Royalty & commoner

      [image: door] Forced proximity

      [image: heart on fire] Slow-burn emotional intimacy

      [image: warning] He falls first—but she won't trust her heart easily

      As tradition, power, and politics collide, Celeste and Zayad are drawn into a quiet revolution—one that begins with stargazing and ends in the possibility of reshaping an empire.
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        Italy, 34 years earlier

      

      

      Celeste Valente was five years old the first time she tried to catch a star.

      It was the summer after her parents had stopped coming to visit. No one said it aloud, but their absence lingered like perfume after the person has gone—untraceable and heavy. She had asked once, timidly, if they’d be coming to her birthday. Her grandmother had paused, mid-stitch, and said only, “Not this year, amore. They are… far away.”

      So that evening, barefoot in the courtyard of her grandmother’s old villa in the hills above Florence, Celeste pressed her tiny palms to the warm stone tiles and whispered a secret to the sky. If her parents wouldn’t come down to her, maybe the stars would.

      The courtyard smelled of lemons and sun-warmed jasmine. The air buzzed with cicadas hidden in the olive trees. It should have been a night like any other—but something in her heart told her it wasn’t. Something in the quiet seemed to listen.

      “Nonna,” she asked, standing on tiptoe, her little nightdress fluttering at her knees, “where do the stars go when the sun comes up?”

      Her grandmother looked up from her embroidery, moonlight softening the fine lines around her eyes. “They don’t go anywhere, tesoro mio. They’re always there. You just can’t see them in the light.”

      Celeste squinted up at the night sky, as if trying to catch them before they could vanish again. “But why would something so beautiful hide?”

      A pause. Her grandmother’s needle stilled in the fabric.

      Then—very gently—she set the hoop aside and opened her arms. Celeste crawled into her lap, nestling against the crinkly fabric of her linen blouse, the smell of lavender soap and something older—something warm and familiar—surrounding her like a lullaby.

      “They don’t hide,” Nonna murmured into her hair. “The sun just outshines them for a while. But when darkness returns, they’re still waiting—right where you left them. Like secrets that only show themselves when you’re quiet enough to listen.”

      Celeste held her breath. The stars above blinked down at her, winking secrets she could almost—but not quite—understand. One twinkled a little brighter than the others. She stretched out her fingers, reaching as high as she could. But it stayed far above her reach, a drop of fire she could only feel with her heart.

      She didn’t make a wish that night.

      She made a promise.

      Someday, she told the star silently, I’ll find you. I’ll know where you go when no one sees you. I’ll understand why beautiful things disappear. And I’ll never stop looking, even when everyone else tells me to give up.

      In the years to come, when people tried to put her in a box, when they called her strange or too curious or too stubborn, she would remember that moment under the stars.

      She would remember the weight of her grandmother’s arms, the ache in her chest she didn’t have words for, and the glow in the sky that never truly left.

      It would be years before she would learn how to name grief.

      Even longer before she realized she had always been waiting for something more than answers.

      She had been waiting to return to the light.

      And someday, she would.

      Even if it meant reaching for a star she couldn’t trust.

      Even if it meant standing beside a man she couldn't quite believe.

      Even if it meant remembering how to love herself first.
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        The Royal Observatory Dome, Emirate of Qamar

      

      

      Crown Prince Zayad Al-Rami did not believe in fate. But something shifted the night he first saw her.

      The gala was just another obligation—another polished evening of veiled agendas wrapped in diplomacy and champagne. The Royal Observatory Dome shimmered under soft golden light, its centuries-old stone and iron latticework transformed into a theatre of modern invention. Telescopes stood like silent sentinels beneath the open sky, and the air carried the scent of jasmine, sand, and ambition.

      He loathed these events, where science was paraded like a prized falcon, leashed and displayed for the benefit of men who understood little and invested even less. But the observatory was his grandfather’s legacy. And so, he showed his face.

      He had intended to stay for one hour.

      Until he saw her.

      A woman as radiantly beautiful as a star. She stood apart from the crowd, half-hidden behind the telescope on the western balcony. A linen shawl draped over her shoulders, understated, elegant. Her ebony hair was pinned up in a way that revealed the curve of her neck, though rebellious strands had slipped free, curling with the breeze like they refused to be tamed.

      She wasn’t trying to be noticed.

      Which is exactly why he couldn’t stop looking.

      Zayad narrowed his gaze. There was something coiled about her stillness, something self-contained. Her eyes—he couldn’t see the color yet, but he saw how they moved, not scanning the room like a guest, but the stars above like a pilgrim searching for signs.

      Someone murmured near him.

      “Dr. Celeste Valente. Visiting from Europe. The astrophysicist.”

      The name stirred something.

      He remembered the controversy—years ago, a scandal in scientific journals. A promising researcher whose groundbreaking model of the universe had been credited to a male colleague. Her protests had been silenced as conspiracy, false information, ungrounded in fact. There had been no trial, no defense—only her disappearance from the field’s center stage.

      Until now.

      Zayad excused himself from the ambassador's circle and made his way toward her, deliberate but unhurried. She glanced at him when he approached—calm, unreadable, her posture measured and reserved.

      “You’re not like the others,” he said, his voice low, deliberate. “You stand apart.”

      She turned her head slowly, eyes narrowing with an edge of amusement. “Is that supposed to be a compliment… or a warning?”

      He met her gaze evenly. “Neither. Just an observation.”

      A flicker passed across her features—evasive, unreadable. Then the corner of her mouth tugged, just slightly. Not quite a smile. More like a challenge wrapped in stardust. And just as quickly, it disappeared.

      She didn’t reward men easily. He respected that.

      They didn’t waste breath on small talk. Not with the night pressing in so thick with meaning. Instead, they spoke of dark energy. Gravitational collapse. The peculiar loneliness of neutron stars. It should have felt abstract, academic—but with her, it was electric. Alive.

      Her brilliance wasn’t rehearsed. It hadn’t been polished for performance. It carried scars. The kind of intelligence forged in silence, in solitude. She spoke like someone who had once believed the world would listen—and learned the cost when it didn’t. Now, she only offered words when they carried weight.

      That, more than anything, fascinated him.

      Above them, the dome’s hatch began to creak open, the crowd rustling with anticipation. Light spilled down in a single, focused beam.

      Applause broke the quiet.

      But Zayad didn’t look at the telescope.

      He looked at her.

      Her face turned upward, eyes fixed on the emerging stars. And for a moment—just a moment—something unguarded cracked through.

      He saw it in her stillness.

      Not awe, exactly. But reverence. As if the stars weren’t objects to study, but old friends returning home. There was a softness in her then, delicate and aching, like a memory being pulled gently to the surface.

      She didn’t need to possess the stars.

      She remembered them.

      And in that single, soul-lit instant, Zayad—who had negotiated peace treaties, buried his own heart, and stood unshaken before kings—felt something ancient shift inside him.

      Not desire.

      Recognition.

      This was not a woman who would ever orbit another’s gravity.

      And yet, he knew—he would spend the rest of his life resisting the pull of hers.

      Or surrendering to it completely.
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      Celeste preferred mornings before the city woke.

      Before the hum of traffic returned, before the air grew thick with ambition and perfume and noise.

      She sat at the small cedar writing desk in her apartment overlooking the walled gardens of the institute. The first call to prayer had come and gone. The sun hadn’t yet crested the rooftops, and a silvery haze hovered over the desert hills in the distance.

      Her coffee sat untouched. She stared at the blank page of her journal, her pen resting between her fingers like a conductor waiting for the right note.

      It had been years since she’d opened this one—the deep blue leather-bound notebook embossed with a tiny constellation on the cover. Her Star Journal, she once called it. A private record of skies seen, questions whispered to the stars, moments measured not in time but in presence.

      She had stopped writing in it the day the sky betrayed her. Or rather, the world of science did.
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