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      Sometimes, love wins. Is this one of those times?

      

      Charismatic playboy Sheikh Prince Fazza na Hassir faces a challenge that will test his business acumen and his heart. When his life collides with Grace Hunt, a fiercely independent and brilliant CEO who has relocated to Aibud to escape her toxic family,  Fazza attempts to win her over with his wealth and power.

      Grace remains steadfast in her determination not to be bought by the sheikh. Their clash of wills sets the stage for a mesmerizing tale of love, passion, and destiny.

      Set against the backdrop of opulent Arabian palaces and the thrilling world of luxury cars, "Bought By The Sheikh" takes you on a journey where love knows no boundaries—a story of two souls, seemingly worlds apart, who find solace and strength in each other.

      Defying the odds and rewriting their destinies, "Bought By The Sheikh" teaches us that sometimes, unconditional love is the greatest freedom of all.

      

      Readers who love sheikdom stories will love this one with its familiar enemies to lovers; opposites attract the wrong side of the track and forced proximity tropes.
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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.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      My whole life is a lie.

      Grace Hunt fought back tears as she watched the video testimonial clients had posted on YouTube. The words slid over her like a contaminated oil slick on the pristine waters of the Arabian Sea as she listened to the praise they lavished upon her.  “Grace is a wonderful person.” “Grace has changed our lives.”

      The testimonials should fuel her, but now, thanks to the damage her toxic family had wrought, she felt dead to kindness. How could she believe anything anyone said anymore?

      How could her family have betrayed her so brutally? How could her mother have said such shockingly unkind things when she was alive? How could her brother and sister have stolen her inheritance when she had been so good and kind and loving to them? Why had she become the scapegoat for her family’s dysfunction?

      Jealousy.

      Wasn’t that what the therapist, Issy Riley, had said? “They’re jealous. No,” Issy had corrected. “They’re envious. Envy seeks to destroy.”

      “Families are meant to love,” Grace had protested—naïvely, as it turned out.

      “Sometimes there’s nothing worse than family,” the therapist had said.

      Grace shut the laptop and walked to the panoramic windows of her penthouse apartment overlooking the glittering skyscrapers of Aibud. Tears fell down her cheeks. A month ago, she had had a loving family. At least, she had convinced herself she did. Now that she had ousted their lies, there was no going back. She had been a sister, a daughter, an aunt, and a cousin. But now she had no one. She was alone. Again.

      Indefinitely.

      After the scandal erupted, there had been no other option but to walk away. Fly away, she corrected, gazing out at the Arabian landscape that months ago had been so foreign to her. Was she destined always to be an outsider, she wondered? An imposter? A stranger? Even to those she loved?

      She wasn’t an envious person. She wanted the best for everyone. But in the end, it didn’t matter. She was the sacrificial lamb in their ravenous hunger for slaughter. It didn’t have to be like this, she mused. But after discovering they had hidden the truth from her last Christmas, she had no choice but to confront the facts.

      They hated her. Hated her beauty. Hated her popularity. Hated her goodness. Hated the success she had worked so bloody hard to achieve. She was a modern-day Cinderella, living a nightmare. Except no prince was riding to her rescue. No handsome Middle-Eastern ruler to kiss away her tears. No desert warrior ready to battle her assailants.

      No one to hold her.

      A salty tear trickled down her lips. She wiped it away and vowed it would be her last. She needed no one. She would devote the rest of her life to the one thing she could trust.

      Self-reliance.

      She would devote the rest of her life to two things she could trust, she corrected.

      Self-reliance and work.
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      The next day, Grace Hunt sat alone in her lavish office, her heart heavy with a mix of determination and longing. As Chairwoman of Aibud Ferrari, she was used to making tough decisions and commanding respect, but deep inside, a part of her yearned for something more.

      Her office, a sprawling oasis of refined taste, was a testament to Grace's impeccable style and her love for all things lavish. Every detail had been carefully curated to create an environment that exuded sophistication and power. Her eyes were drawn to the shimmering crystal chandelier that hung from the ceiling, casting a soft, ethereal glow over the room.

      The walls, adorned with rich, velvety wallpaper in deep shades of burgundy and gold, nodded to Grace's love for classic elegance. The room was filled with antique furniture, each piece meticulously chosen to complement the overall aesthetic.

      She trailed her manicured fingers over the large, polished mahogany desk, commanding attention in the center of the room. Its surface was adorned with an array of exquisite stationery and a golden nameplate that proudly displayed Grace's name and title.

      Behind the desk, a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking view of Aibud’s city skyline. The windows were draped in sumptuous silk curtains, their deep crimson hue adding a touch of drama to the already breathtaking vista. On either side of the windows, towering bookshelves showcased a collection of leather-bound volumes, a testament to Grace's love for literature and her thirst for knowledge.

      She had come a long way, she reflected as she studied her surroundings, which transported her into a world where luxury and elegance reigned supreme.

      Her thoughts drifted back to her painful past, to the relentless abuse inflicted upon her by her narcissistic mother and siblings. They had torn her down, belittled her every accomplishment, and shattered her self-worth. Grace had endured years of emotional torment, her spirit nearly broken.

      But it was her father's constant criticism that cut the deepest. His words had echoed in her mind long after he had passed away, reminding her that she was second-class, a girl who would never be good enough. He had instilled in her a fear of failure, a fear that crippled her ambitions and left her doubting her own abilities.

      As she sat there, surrounded by opulence, Grace's gaze fell upon a photograph of a radiant mother cradling her child with unconditional love. It was a sight that stirred a deep longing within her, one that she had suppressed for far too long. She yearned to experience the joy of motherhood, to create a loving family of her own.

      But Grace was acutely aware of the dark cloud that hung over her desires. The cycle of abuse that had plagued her own childhood was a specter she couldn't ignore. She feared that if she were to have children, she would unknowingly perpetuate the pain and suffering she had endured, so she stuffed the desire of motherhood firmly down.

      And then there was him. The man she would not dignify with a name. The man who had nearly destroyed her. The man she would never speak of again.

      Determined to break free from the chains of her past and channel her energies into something constructive, Grace founded the Frida Foundation, an organization dedicated to empowering oppressed women who aspired to drive. It was her way of giving back, of ensuring that other women wouldn't have to endure the same struggles she had faced.

      The foundation, named after the indomitable Frida Kahlo, aimed to provide opportunities for these women, teaching them to drive and giving them the tools to reclaim their independence. It was a cause close to Grace's heart, a way for her to channel her longing for love and motherhood into something meaningful and transformative.

      But as she poured her heart and soul into the foundation, a part of her couldn't help but feel a pang of emptiness. The desire to have children of her own tugged at her, reminding her of the love and connection she longed for. She wondered if she could ever find a way to reconcile her conflicting desires.

      Grace knew that her journey towards healing was far from over. She still carried the scars of her past, and the fear of perpetuating the cycle of abuse weighed heavily on her. But she was determined to rise above her pain, to create a brighter future for herself and for the women she sought to empower.

      She glanced at her watch. It was nearly 6 pm and she had been invited to attend the opening of an exhibition by Lucy Ford, an innovative contemporary artist and former New Yorker like herself, with the distinction of having married into Arabian royalty.

      As she prepared to leave her office, Grace made a silent vow to herself. She would continue to fight for the oppressed women of the Frida Foundation, offering them a chance to reclaim their lives. Perhaps, in the process, she would find a way to heal and discover the path that would lead her to the family she secretly longed for.
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      The vibrant streets of Aibud buzzed with excitement as the sun descended, casting a warm golden glow upon the bustling metropolis. The air was alive with bubbles of joy as wealthy art collectors and enthusiasts, fully sated after immersing themselves in the world of creativity, prepared to leave the art exhibition.

      As the crowd swelled around the entrance, a collective gasp rippled through the groups of people, drawing their attention to the arrival of an extraordinary spectacle. The hum of anticipation grew louder as a sleek, gleaming gold Lamborghini, adorned with intricate Arabic designs and polished to perfection, effortlessly maneuvered through the city streets.

      The crowd parted, their gazes fixated on the opulence before them. The Lamborghini, a symbol of wealth and power, seemed to radiate its own gravitational force, capturing the attention of everyone within its vicinity. The car's gilded exterior reflected the cityscape and caught the last rays of the sun, dazzling onlookers with its brilliance.

      As the Lamborghini came to a graceful halt, the sleek gull-wing doors lifted upwards, revealing a handsome young sheikh. The arrival of the elusive 31-year-old Prince Sheikh Fazza na Hassir had been anticipated. The jet-setting sheikh was renowned for traveling with his fleet of cars to different cities, collecting various lingerie models to keep him sated, and extraordinarily generous philanthropic activities, but was rarely seen on home soil. Every tabloid and gossip column had rumored his arrival, but no one had expected to see the playboy prince in person.

      His tailored suit, meticulously fitted, accentuated his commanding presence as he stepped out, exuding an air of confidence and playful refinement. His blue, penetrating eyes surveyed the surroundings, capturing the curiosity of those who had gathered.

      Whispers of admiration and awe swept through the crowd, a symphony of hushed voices marveling at the convergence of exquisite machinery and remarkable wealth. All eyes were drawn to this unexpected arrival, momentarily diverting attention from the grandeur of the paintings in the exhibition.

      As the young sheikh approached the entrance, palpable energy coursed through the crowd. Cameras clicked, and flashes illuminated the air, capturing this magic moment, eager to immortalize the intersection of opulence and artistic expression. The allure of this golden apparition, juxtaposed against the backdrop of Aibud’s creative hub, created a visual spectacle that was impossible to ignore.

      The crowd, captivated by the golden Lamborghini's arrival, soon redirected their focus towards the gallery's entrance as the sheikh seamlessly transitioned from the realm of luxury cars to the realm of artistic exploration. A collective hush washed over the crowd as he paused to admire the painting entitled Desert Dreams at the entrance.

      As the exhibition doors beckoned him inside, the crowd followed suit. Eager to discover what had captured his attention and who he was here to meet. The echoes of excitement reverberated through the gallery walls, blending with the city’s vibrant energy. Art and wealth converged in a moment that would forever be etched in the memories of those fortunate enough to witness it.

      “Anwar,” Fazza said, throwing his arms around his older brother. “I hope I am on time.”

      “Late as always, but this time it was fated,” Anwar said, gazing momentarily toward his new wife, artist Lucy Ford.

      But it wasn't Lucy who captured Fazza’s imagination. His sister-in-law’s talent was undeniable, and her artwork attracted the city's elite. But amidst the flurry of colors and lively chatter, his eyes found something else entirely.

      “Who is that gorgeous creature?” he stammered, nodding toward the woman at the center of the room, her long, flowing hair cascading down her back like a waterfall of ebony silk.

      “Grace Hunt,” Anwar replied. “I doubt your showoff Lamborghini will impress her.”

      “Women love it.”

      “Not this one.”

      Tall and noble, Fazza stood amidst the sea of high society, his eyes fixed on Grace. “What makes you so sure?” Fazza said petulantly.

      “She’s with the competition.”

      “How so?”

      “Grace Hunt is Aibud’s newly appointed Chairwoman of Ferrari.”

      “That is Grace Hunt?”

      “You know her?”

      “I know of her. Of course. I just—I hadn’t expected her to be so exquisite. She is the indomitable force driving that despot Sheikh Mohamut mad with her quest to give women in his kingdom the right to drive.”

      Fazza stared across the crowded gallery, noticing no one but the strikingly beautiful woman standing alone in front of one of Lucy’s paintings. She turned, her glittering emerald eyes reflecting the colors of Lucy’s painting she had been observing.

      Anwar watched as his younger brother, unable to resist her magnetic pull, found himself drawn towards Grace. Fazza approached her with the confidence of a man accustomed to getting what he desired, but this time, his desire ran deeper than mere attraction, and Anwar knew it. He should do. Hadn’t the same love at first sight set fire to Anwar’s resolve to be a bachelor forever?

      Fazza crossed the room, his heart pounding in his chest. The room seemed to blur around him, all the sounds fading into the background as he approached her. He cleared his throat, a hint of nervousness creeping into his usually composed demeanor.

      "Good evening," he said, his voice a smooth baritone. "I couldn't help but notice you admiring the painting. Ya Kalbi,” he added, reading the description below the painting. “My Heart.”

      Grace turned to look at him, her eyes cool and detached. "It's a beautiful piece," she said, her gaze returning to the artwork.

      Fazza's heart raced. "As beautiful as the woman admiring it," he said, hoping to charm her with his words.

      But Grace did not respond as he had hoped. Nor should she, he censored, admiration growing. She was no filly, no pretty bauble selling herself in deference to men with vast wealth. No, Grace Hunt was more than that. Much more.

      She was an accomplished businesswoman with a brilliant mind, a formidable opponent to those who sort only to control. Her determination to ensure that all women experienced the freedom and liberation of being able to drive, married his philanthropic activities focused on democracy, education, and anti-discrimination.

      Grace Hunt was a woman unlike anyone he had met before, and there he was, behaving like a juvenile schoolboy. What was wrong with him?

      She gave him a polite smile and a curt nod, but her attention remained on the painting. She was clearly no stranger to advances from men. She had clearly come to the gallery for the art, not for idle flirtation.

      Fazza was taken aback. Women usually swooned at his words and fell for his charm. But Grace Hunt was different. Unless she lived under a mountain, she would know who he was—he was sure of that. But she was not impressed by his title or his wealth.

      He watched as she signaled to the gallery owner that she would like to purchase the painting that captured her attention, her profile illuminated by the soft gallery lights. Her beauty was undeniable, but it was her spirit, her passion for beauty and art, that intrigued him. Other than her campaigning for women’s rights, she was a mystery, a challenge, and that only made him fall harder for her, captivated by Grace Hunt’s enigma.

      With reckless determination, his mind was made up. Grace would be his. He knew it wasn't going to be easy. Winning Grace's heart would be a challenge unlike any he had faced before. But Fazza was a determined man. And he was ready to fight for his heart's desire.

      “Let’s go, Fazza,” Anwar commanded, tugging his brother by the sleeve. “We’re already late.” He beckoned to his wife, Lucy, who was chatting with the gallery owner. She smiled and glided to his side.

      “Fazza’s in trouble,” Anwar confided.

      Lucy arched her eyebrows as she followed his gaze. “The elusive Grace Hunt,” she affirmed. “He doesn’t stand a chance.”

      As Fazza climbed into the Lamborghini, he turned to look once more at the woman who had snubbed him. People surrounded her, and yet she looked so alone.

      As Fazza fired up the Lamborghini’s engine, he turned to his brother. “She is extraordinarily beautiful. But she looks so sad. Why?”
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